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      A princess with a terrible secret…A dark angel with conquest on his mind.

      

      Battling dark forces to save her country has left Princess Brianna with no option but to lure another suitor for her demon jailor to slaughter and consume. Handfasted countless times, Brianna has yet to find a husband who wants her for herself, rather than for status and wealth. It would also be helpful if she could find a man powerful enough to defeat the demon and survive their wedding night.

      

      Kane, a dark angel, beloved of the devil, is condemned to travel the world in search of redemption. Pledged to fight evil wherever he finds it, the warrior Kane is drawn to the castle of Princess Brianna by the sight of a unicorn framed in light.

      

      Is there any lure strong enough to keep Kane from his travels so he can save Princess Brianna and her country from evil?

      

      Can love find a way, or will love be utterly destroyed when Brianna’s secret is revealed?
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      Living too long without sex was like living too long without water. It killed, just as slowly, just as surely. Recent battles had left demon-slayer Kane with a lust for life and the urge to celebrate his victory by slaking his hunger long and hard within the tight, welcoming warmth of a woman. In this strange land of shadows, that form of release seemed unlikely.

      There might be one possibility…

      Illuminated by beams of light from the full moon, an imposing castle loomed ahead. Vast and seemingly impregnable it was at odds with the dilapidated condition of the dwellings he’d seen so far.

      Optimism spiked inside him as he urged his horse forward. Kane favored prosperous settings where strong-willed, robust women were happy to ease a warrior’s tension for a bag of gold. Thanks to his deal with the devil Kane’s gold never ran out.

      Distracted by a musical laugh, he reined in. A girl was swimming naked in a rock pool below the forest trail. He’d been wrong about this land lacking female interest, but this was no sturdy wench seeking an hour or two’s well-paid distraction, but a sylph playing tag with an otter.

      Luminous and beautiful, the young woman was as at home in the water as Kane was on his horse. Even shadows cast by overhanging trees could not dim her shimmering aura. She was like an angel viewed from the gates of hell.

      His hunting instinct sharpened. Along with other gifts the devil had granted him, magic allowed him to see a force of darkness stalking the girl. Whatever it was, that force could see him too.

      Kane’s eyes narrowed as his hard stare swept his surroundings.

      Be warned, demon. Kane, the dark angel, beloved of the devil, will stand for no interference when his interest is aroused.

      Having sold his soul to the devil in exchange for his brother’s life, Kane had never felt a moment of fear or remorse. A stranger to emotion, instinct ruled him, demanding he ate ravenously when hungry, drank deeply when thirsty, and took his pleasure whenever his body demanded he must, which was fiercely and often. Which was why he was curious that his urge to free this girl from the evil stalking her was overwhelming.

      The sylph’s bright silver-blonde hair eddied around her as she sank below the water. When she surfaced and began to swim, her hair streamed behind her like a banner of light. She was fascinating—but far too young for him. His taste ran to older, more experienced women who knew what they wanted.

      It wasn’t her youth alone that made her special. The sylph’s aura suggested supernatural powers. Her radiance and purity that made it impossible to ride on, knowing she might be dragged into the bowels of hell by some satanic aberration.

      He cursed when his warhorse shied as an elderly poacher stepped into its path.

      “I am already cursed, sire.” The old man cowered back at the sight of a fully armed warrior and his armor-clad horse, both coated with the dust and stains of war.

      Dropping his bloodied sack, the poacher fell to his knees to beg for mercy. The sylph, hearing the old man’s cry, flung herself out of the water and was quickly lost to sight, swallowed up in a shaft of moonlight the same silver as her hair.

      Calling on his power to find her, Kane spotted a ribbon of light whipping through the forest at speed. No human ran like that. The movement was more the undulating stride of a horse at full gallop

      He continued to track the unearthly radiance until it reached the castle walls, where it disappeared abruptly. Was the girl a water sprite, or a shifter that could disappear at will? Water sprites gathered around fresh water. Playful creatures drawn to the light, he’d heard there were shifters among them. “Get up, old man. Did you see a girl swimming in the pool?”

      “A girl, sire?” The old man’s rheumy eyes searched his.

      “Don’t waste my time with lies,” Kane warned. “If you hope to take your plunder home, you must tell me who she is.”

      “I can only tell you that you have entered the Kingdom of the Demon, where there is more darkness than you have ever known.”

      “I doubt that,” Kane said dryly, “since I am recently come from hell.”

      The old man prostrated himself in front of Kane. “Spare me, sire, and spare our princess. Princess Brianna is stalked by a demon, and this forest, this pool, is the only place where she can swim and feel free.”

      “Evil can’t find her here? I find that hard to believe.”

      His cynical expression must have prompted the old man to tell him more. “The evil one watches her wherever she goes.”

      “So why doesn’t she leave?” Kane asked with perfect logic.

      “Because the demon would wreak vengeance on us, her people.”

      “And is this how you thank her?” Kane demanded, staring pointedly at the poacher’s sack.

      “We’re starving, sire. The demon has ruined our land. He only permits visitors to our land when the princess is ready to take another husband.”

      “I had no trouble entering your land,” Kane exclaimed with a frown. “Ah,” he murmured, “the demon thinks me another suitor.”

      A vision of the girl he’d seen swimming, a girl who appeared to be pure and good and innocent, flashed into his head. Magic could be a wonderful thing. Even an experienced woman could wear the guise of a virgin if she possessed sufficient power.

      “How many husbands has your princess taken to her bed?”

      “None have survived their wedding night. Princess Brianna remains as pure as the day she was born.”

      With a shrug, he turned his horse to return to the path they had left.

      “Where are you going?” the old man quavered.

      “I have no desire to be handfasted to a princess of a blighted land.”

      “But I see from your weapons and your horse that you’re no stranger to conflict. Could you not stay to help us, sire? Our princess is the most beautiful creature that ever lived, and the wisest too. Her kindness and courage keep us alive. She shares everything she grows in the palace garden with the few of us who are left—”

      “Side dishes for the food you poach?” Kane suggested. “Do you think it right to steal from the woman who provides for you?” Urging his horse on, he called back over his shoulder, “Seems to me that your princess has everything under control, with the exception of the loyalty of her people.”

      “The princess needs help. Please stay, sire.” Showing a surprising turn of speed, the poacher chased after him.

      “Take your hand off my horse’s bridle,” Kane warned.

      His ominously soft tone brought an immediate response from the poacher. Falling to his knees at Kane’s side, the old man grabbed hold of one stirrup iron and clung on for dear life.

      With an impatient sigh, Kane shook his foot free and commanded the man to tell him more. “I want to know everything there is to know about this demon. What shape does it take? What pleasure does it get from guarding the princess and keeping her pure? Why doesn’t the demon step in and take the princess for its own use?”

      “The demon takes many shapes and uses the princess like bait so it can feast on the flesh of the suitors she attracts.”

      “Go on,” Kane pressed, sensing that whatever came next out of the old man’s mouth would decide whether he left or stayed.

      “Our princess is no hapless victim waiting for a white knight to ride in and save her.”

      “That’s fortunate, since I’m a product of hell.”

      “I find that hard to believe, sire. Our princess would say that we all have the chance of redemption.”

      “Do you have the sight?”

      “I have retained my faith,” the old man confessed, “but my sight is waning with every passing year, or I’d help the princess myself.”

      “And what of the princess? Tell me about her.”

      The old man lifted his chin. “Princess Brianna remains determined to save this kingdom. She has promised her people that she will find a way to destroy the demon and restore this land.”

      “And?” Kane prompted.

      “The princess’s magic isn’t strong enough to do that on her own. But she’s always looking for new ideas to help us out of danger,” the old man added, visibly brightening as he studied Kane.

      “Are you suggesting I could be one of your princess’s ideas?”

      “I wouldn’t presume to say so, sire, but if you met Princess Brianna and gave her a chance to explain—”

      “She would welcome my interference?” Kane said dryly.

      “You want your soul back, and she might help you with that.”

      “You can see that, can you?”

      “I see Princess Brianna wants her country restored, while you seek the return of your immortal soul. Maybe you can help each other.”

      “You’d better take me to her.”

      For the first time, the poacher faltered. “I’d be signing your death warrant.”

      “Don’t be so sure, old man. I have nothing to lose and everything to gain.”

      If Kane died without reclaiming his soul, the devil would own him for all eternity. Rather than accept that fate, Kane’s mission was to escape the devil’s chains by fighting evil.

      “The princess will welcome you, sire.”

      “I doubt that.” Kane was no pampered royal, but a hardened warrior, while the sylph was innocent and vulnerable, but from the old man’s description this princess was more of a challenge than a straightforward rescue, and it was the challenge that interested Kane.
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      Who is that man?

      Brianna stared out the arrow-slit window in the topmost tower where her chamber was located. The warrior she’d run from was talking to a poacher from the village. He appeared to be questioning the old man, and they both kept glancing her way. The poacher was clearly terrified, as well he might be. The warrior was a formidable sight.

      With thick blue-black hair bound with a leather cord, a huge sword at his back, and an uncompromising expression, he couldn’t have been a bigger contrast to her other suitors, who had all been soft, effete men.

      She jerked back as his restless gaze threatened to search her out, and was saved by his stamping warhorse, whose impatience to be on the move again forced the warrior to turn it in circles to keep it calm.

      Taking the chance to study him again, she took in his magnificent form clad in a short black leather battle kilt and a chain-mail jacket with straps to hold the broadsword at his back. In her mind’s eyes, she saw he had magic, and that magic was strong. But was it strong enough?

      Brianna had been forced to consider many suitors, but the thought of this titan in her bed wreaked havoc on her senses. Would he survive any longer than the rest? So far, her suitors had been self-serving men of little courage, and the demon guarding her had made short work of them.

      Closing her eyes, she set about reading the extent of the warrior’s power and, with an involuntary shudder, reeled back. He was a dark angel, a familiar of the devil.

      But his power combined with hers might be enough to defeat the demon and restore the land.

      Taking a careful glance, she noticed the poacher was directing the warrior to the castle. If he could help save this land, she would gladly grant him an audience.

      The thought of meeting the formidable-looking man face-to-face made her heart thunder. She’d always hoped that when the time came to offer up her purity, it would be taken by someone who knew what they were doing. Previous suitors had proved sadly lacking in that department, and had paid the price with their lives.

      Would this warrior risk his life for her?

      There was only one way to find out. He must come to her, woo her, and wed her. If the demon failed to kill him, at least she might have a handfasting night worth the wait.

      Sending siren thoughts to the warrior, she reminded him of water rippling, silken hair flowing, and the well-formed body of a young woman playing tag with an otter in a pool.
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      “Show him in,” Brianna commanded. Dressed in floaty, totally impractical feminine garments in the hope of achieving maximum appeal to a man who was clearly dedicated to battle and hopefully starved of female company, she was seated on her golden throne doing her best to look winsome and in need of some serious help.

      By the gods! He is delicious.

      This was no boastful young man, eager to sacrifice his life for the chance to bed a princess, but a cynical-looking warrior with enough hard-muscled meat on his bones to draw any half-hungry demon out of his lair.

      “Welcome, stranger,” she said politely.

      The warrior didn’t bow. He barely acknowledged her presence.

      Of course, he didn’t bow. The rest of Brianna’s suitors had been supplicants, thinking only of taking her country, her wealth, and her body. This man’s grim expression suggested he needed none of those things…with the possible exception of her body, she allowed, as his steely stare ran over her twice.

      It was to be hoped he liked what he saw.

      She’d never seen a man like this before, let alone been close to one. The thought of lying with him left her breathless and violently aroused. Her suitors to date had been soft royal princes, or sly chancers who had proved no match for the demon—or for Brianna, come to that. This was a very different sort of man. With the eyes of a hawk, the body of a god, and machismo spinning off him like arrows, it was no wonder her untried body urged her to allow him to be the one to awaken it to pleasure. She might be young, but she had needs, and with no mother to guide her…

      “You look sad, Princess.”

      In a rare moment of weakness, Brianna had allowed herself to think back to a happy childhood with loving parents, and her eyes had filled with tears. She wouldn’t make that mistake again. “Sad? I’m merely allowing myself a moment to remember all those who have gone before.”

      “Suitors who met a diabolical fate?” the warrior pressed.

      His gaze pierced her soul. Could anyone be more cynical?

      “I was thinking about my parents and wishing they were here to guide me.” She needed no one’s help where the warrior was concerned.

      “To guide you, Princess? I’d say you’re doing very well on your own.”

      “Then please allow me my moment of sadness.”

      She hadn’t realized a man like this could stir emotions she had pushed to the back of her mind. The demon that ruled her had slaughtered her parents in front of her. Ripping their heads off, the fiend had destroyed her childhood in one gruesome night.

      Taking revenge for that hideous act meant keeping her mind on the job. This warrior might be the last chance she got to banish the demon from the kingdom. The last thing she needed now was to appear weak in front of him.

      Her powers identified a dark aura fringed with light. She’d never heard of such a thing before, except where a dark angel had gone against satanic orders to use his strength on behalf of the weak. If that were the case with this man, he was exactly the suitor she’d been waiting for.

      He was exactly the man she needed, anyway, Brianna’s hungry body insisted.

      “I like strong women,” the warrior observed, with a long, insolent look.

      “I like strong men,” she countered with a level stare. “The question is, are you strong enough?”

      “For what, exactly?”

      “I think you know.”

      “Killing a demon and bedding a princess?”

      “D’you have to put it so crudely?”

      “Am I mistaken in thinking that those are your requirements?”

      “I would not expect you to carry out that mission on your own,” she assured him.

      “When I bed you, do you mean?” His massive shoulders eased in a shrug. “I won’t argue if you want more than one naked body in our bed.”

      “You are insulting, sir. That is not what I mean at all. There are more important things than sex.”

      “Really?” The warrior’s infuriatingly sexy mouth pressed down. “The only problem I see with bedding you is if you take fright and fail to turn up.”

      “Take fright?” Brianna derided. “It would take more than you to frighten me. Now, can we please concentrate on important matters?”

      “Like you being at a disadvantage in bed?”

      Her eyes opened wide with affront. “You can’t know that.”

      “I know in the same way I know everything.”

      “If you’re reading me, kindly stop now. My understanding was that you came here to pay court to me, not insult me or take advantage of my good nature.”

      “As you would do of me?”

      “So far, you’re not doing so well, warrior. You clearly don’t have any idea of how many suitors I’ve seen die at the hands of this demon.”

      “I can tell you the exact number,” the gladiatorial figure in front of her argued steadily. “But something tells me you already know.”

      “Are you prepared to risk becoming another victim?”

      “I’m not sure I’m prepared to become your suitor yet. You take a lot for granted, Princess.”

      “Princess Brianna, if you please. Are you wasting my time, warrior?”

      The colossus shrugged. “I’m here to take a look at you and decide if you’re worth it.” Brianna tensed as he gave a mocking bow. “I’m sorry, Princess—did you expect me to fall at your feet and express undying love for you?”

      All the others had, Brianna recollected, remembering sick buckets overflowing with flowery compliments. “The least I expect from any potential suitor is courtesy,” she bit out.

      Raising one sweeping ebony brow, the warrior ran a big hand slowly down his impressive body. “Do I look like a courtly man to you?”

      “You look like the worst type of blackguard,” she said honestly.

      “The type of blackguard you’d like in your bed?”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      “You didn’t need to. But we’re getting off track here, so I’ll ask you this. Do you think that just any man can kill a demon?”

      “Clearly not,” Brianna admitted as her mind ranged over a battalion of lost suitors, all of whom had used her as a shield the moment the demon appeared. “But can you prove you can destroy the demon where others failed?”

      “You’ve proved that you can’t destroy the demon.”

      Gritting her teeth, she sighed heavily. “Is there no end to your charm?”

      “Try this, Princess.”

      She reeled backward as the warrior delivered images into her mind. Countless battles—demons without number dispatched with a flick of his sword, and even the devil himself deciding to make a friend of this man rather than antagonize him.

      Turning her head away to think, she came up with this solution: if the enslavement of her kingdom by a demon were to end, she should at least listen to what the warrior had to say.

      “Your name, sir?”

      “They call me Kane the Warrior. I can’t imagine why,” he added with a long ironic look that took hold of her senses and stroked them until she could have screamed out loud with frustration

      “Kane the Warrior,” she repeated, giving herself a chance to think. If there hadn’t been that vein of humor in his voice—if that voice hadn’t been such a turn-on—if he hadn’t proven to be such a potent attraction, she would have sent him away long before now. “Can you do what I ask of you, Kane?”

      “The killing or the bedding?”

      “Both,” she stated frankly, wishing she could eradicate the tremble of awareness in her voice. If Kane hadn’t been so attractive in his murderously irreverent way, she’d have called to have him removed immediately from her presence—

      “Do you think I’d go quietly?” he inquired.

      “Are you reading me again?” she demanded stonily.

      “Is challenge something new for you, Princess? Did all your previous suitors scrape and bow?”

      Angry though he made her, Brianna’s hopes were rising. Could this be the man she’d been waiting for? Inhaling deeply and steadily, she vowed not to lose her temper. Kane was so very different from her other suitors, she had to consider the possibility that he could set her people free. That being so, she couldn’t risk offending him. Well, not too much, anyway.

      “So, Brianna—”

      “Princess Brianna.”

      “So, Brianna,” Kane continued in the same even tone, “you need me to save your kingdom.”

      It was maddening to know he was right, and infuriating to feel her cheeks fire red. Kane didn’t need to read her to know she needed him for more than slaying a demon. Her body needed him too.

      But that was as far as it went, Brianna promised herself fiercely. Adopting her most regal expression, she decided they must set the ground rules from the off. “Your arrogance is incredible,” she stated, tight-lipped. “But there’s one thing you need to know: whatever happens, I’m in charge.”

      Kane’s laughter bounced around the room, and it took him a good few moments to recover. “I don’t care what you think about me,” he said when he could. “This sounds like an interesting challenge. That’s all I care about. As for allowing you to lead me in a scenario? Dream on.”

      “You are the most incredibly disrespectful man I’ve ever met.”

      “And you like it, don’t you?”

      A flock of self-important suitors flashed into Brianna’s mind, none of whom would have dared to disagree with her. “I’m glad you find this amusing,” she declared as Kane viewed her speculatively through the most outrageously beautiful emerald-green eyes. “If humor is your way of saying this challenge is too dangerous for you to undertake, please say so, and leave now.”

      “I’ll make my decision when I’ve bathed and eaten my fill.”

      She had to feed him too?

      “I’ll have my steward direct you to the dining hall,” she said coldly. If her reading skills were up to snuff, once he’d bathed and eaten, Kane’s intention was to tumble her like a serving wench to ease his aching loins. “Well, that won’t be happening—”

      “I beg your pardon?” he murmured with a stare that undressed her and caressed her, before leaving her abruptly to nurse frustration on her own.

      “You should definitely bathe,” she agreed with a withering look.

      “Would you care to join me?”

      “I most certainly would not!” Hot words. No wonder everything inside her was melting. “Sharing bath water is unhygienic,” she flared to bash her mind onto a more acceptable track.

      “Am I allowed a comment, Princess?”

      With that look on his face, she doubted he’d wait for permission, so she gave a regal flick of her wrist. “If you must.”

      “If we’re going to work together, you need to loosen up.”

      “I’ll bear your suggestion in mind,” she said with maximum sarcasm.

      “You do that. In fact, think of nothing else, and you’ll be forced to accept that I’m right.”

      All her previous suitors had been courteous to a fault. Some of them so much so, they made her want to vomit. There’d be no sweet talk with this man. He was all hard edges. And disrespectful humor, she concluded when he gave an ironic grin. If she hadn’t needed all his services in such an extraordinarily compelling way—

      “You need me. Get over it,” he advised in a lazy drawl.

      “You—”

      “Language, Princess.” He had the audacity to waggle a finger at her.

      “I didn’t speak. I thought, and I’ll thank you not to read me.”

      “There’s something about this situation with the demon that you’re not telling me, isn’t there?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she blustered, all out of breath.

      “Okay, we’ll leave that for now,” Kane agreed, but his stare was shrewd and penetrating, and the way he was probing her blocking spell to find a way around it to the truth was nothing short of alarming. “But if we’re going to be working together, you mustn’t keep anything from me.”

      “Working together is by no means decided.”

      Kane dipped his head, but not before she’d seen the brazen confidence on his face.

      “If we work together,” she emphasized in her best regal tones, “you must understand—”

      Kane raised his head with apparent interest. “Do tell, Princess.”

      “Kindly don’t interrupt me. I am a princess of a royal house, while you are a mercenary of no fixed abode.”

      “That’s quite an assumption you’re making.”

      “Do you have a different tale to tell? If so,” she pressed haughtily, “I suggest you enlighten me.”

      “I’ll enlighten you,” Kane assured her in a way she didn’t like one bit, though her body took a rather different approach. “But now, if you will excuse me,” he added with an elaborate bow, “I would like to bathe—with or without you.”

      “You should,” she yelled after him with frustration as Kane strode out of her suddenly not-so-regal presence. When had she started shrieking like a fishwife?

      It wasn’t often Brianna felt wrong-footed, but warrior Kane broke the mold. What was worse was that she couldn’t wait to see him again for more of the same.

      A lot more.

    



OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





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/royalwitch_cover.jpg






OEBPS/images/royalwitch_titlepage.jpg
SUSAN STEPHENS

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

P 4 o :\e/
ROYAL
e - %) -
/ (

HOT HEX BOOK 2





