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      Angie Jordan stared at the people sitting around the giant, black lacquered conference table and tried not to lose her temper. It was a very close thing.

      She wasn’t sure if they were trying to push her buttons and force her to lose her temper—after all, Morty had been trying to do that for months now—or if it was just the irritating buzz of the florescent lights overhead—someone needed to change that one fucking bulb—but whatever it was, they were getting on her very last nerve. And she was not a happy witch.

      Not that she’d been particularly happy the last few months. Outside of having the love of her life back in her life, the rest of this demon stuff could hang.

      The entire demon hunter council could hang too. Even Gabriella. And Angie sort of even liked Gabriella.

      “We have to go,” Angie said again, slowly, between one calming breath and the next. “I have to go. There’s no negotiation here. We didn’t come here to ask permission or argue. We’re here to let you know what’s going to happen. So you all understand.”

      She hated everything about this conversation. Especially because, according to both Aidan, sitting to her left, and Sebastian, sitting to her right, even twenty years ago this wouldn’t have been an issue. There would be no sitting around a conference table under an irritatingly humming florescent light trying to convince the demon hunter council that Angie and the other two hunters were going into a demon realm, and it was a thing that was going to happen whether the council liked it or not. She and the two hunters would have just done it. And then reported back to the history keepers if they survived.

      The if they survived part poked holes in her confidence and determination, so she pushed that thought away.

      In the last few decades, though, the council had gained more influence and power, moved into more of a governing body, made rules and demanded check-ins and forced agendas. And generally screwing things up for everyone. Demon hunters were, by nature, an independent lot, who did things when they were called to do them, not when some council told them to. And it rubbed wrong, particularly against Sebastian, that this council kept trying to gather more power to a central body.

      Aidan mostly just ignored them or worked around them. What the legendary hunter did and did not do, what she had done and what she knew, were all pretty much mysteries. To Angie, but also, as far as she could tell, to everyone else, too. Council included. Which just had to irritate the hell out of Morty. That part did make Angie happy.

      For this meeting—confrontation?—they’d gathered in a conference room in the demon hunters’ suite of offices in Midtown Manhattan, instead of the room with the giant fireplace where Angie had first met this council. She figured since she now knew for sure the giant stone fireplace was actually a portal to another location, Morty probably didn’t want her anywhere near that room anymore.

      The conference room was nominally more comfortable. She’d had to stand during that first meeting and here she got to sit. There was a coffee service down the center of the large conference table, silver pots of steaming back coffee, little ceramic bowls of sugar cubes, and a few tiny ceramic pitchers of milk. There was even one silver pot with hot water and a tray with artfully arranged tea packets—a gesture for Sebastian, she imagined. But weirdly, none of it was within easy reach of any of the participants because of the sheer size of the table. Given the size of the room, the table fit perfectly. It was just too big for their group.

      The entire council was here this time, unlike the first meeting, when two of their members were missing. Since then she’d met one of the two. Morty. And he’d tried to kill her, or at least arrange for her to die, so that was where they stood. He sat at the head of the conference table, directly opposite Angie, Sebastian and Aidan, and he spent a lot of the meeting either smirking at her—he thought she was dying and was delighted with that turn of events—or scowling at the two hunters bracketing her.

      The second hunter she’d never met before was remarkably quiet throughout the meeting. Remarkable because none of the others had been shy about voicing their opinions. She’d been introduced as Tabitha, though of course that wasn’t her birth name. None of them used their real names. Real names were dangerous around demons—both real demon names and real human names—so none of the hunters used the names they’d been born with and none of them told anyone those names. Even Sebastian. Angie was in love with him, and she had no idea what his birth name was. To be fair, she’d only learned a bit over a week ago how he’d become a hunter, so there were some holes in their knowledge of each other. She didn’t mind. She understood.

      Tabitha was an interesting contrast to the rest of the group. On the one side, you had those like Gabriella and Morty, wearing business attire—Gabriella more casual Fridays and Morty more big meeting with his full suit jacket and tie—but then you had the other side with Steven and Jess in more casual clothing. Jess tended toward more colorful extravagance in their silky wrap jacket and purple pants. Steven’s esthetic was more the jeans and sweater kind. Karen, someone Angie also didn’t like and whom she suspected would have been happy if Morty’s murder plot had succeeded, actually showed up in yoga pants and a sports bra, like she’d just come from the gym.

      Angie respected people’s right to dress how they wanted. She wasn’t going to insult Karen’s dress sense. But the outfit, frankly, looked out of place and cold in the conference room.

      Tabitha, on the other hand, wore a high-necked dress, simple flower patter, long sleeves, skirt to her ankles. The pale material against her dark skin was beautiful, but she looked out of another era. Reminded Angie a little of the Little House on the Prairie TV show. Tabitha even had sturdy boots under her dress instead of modern flats. Her dark hair was pulled up into a tight, smoothed bun, and the dots of red in the depths of her deep brown eyes were more prominent in the florescent lighting that the others. And she was, quite frankly, stunning.

      Most of the hunters—outside of Sebastian—cultivated appearances that let them blend in and look relatively bland. Even Sebastain tamped down his appearance when he needed to look innocuous and unnoticeable. Aidan was so good at blending in she could quite literally vanish until she wanted people to see her. And Jess’s artistic bent fit well in New York and wouldn’t draw much attention here. The average hunter was a chameleon, ensuring no one looked at them twice. But Tabitha, at least here in this conference room, didn’t appear to blend in even a little bit. That was curious enough to draw Angie’s attention right after they’d been introduced. Since then, though, Tabitha had only spoken once, in a very quiet voice, to offer them coffee or tea and ask if they’d all recovered from their last demon fight.

      They had, mostly. Enough to start planning this expedition into the demon realms. Which was why they were here. Listening to the rest of the council argue about it.

      Most of the argument wasn’t so much that Angie intended on going into the demon realms. On purpose. Though there were the usual, “You’ll release a plague of demons!” arguments that were getting really old.

      No, the big argument, the real pushback from the council, was the fact that Sebastian and Aidan intended on going with her.

      According to the demon witch they were going to find, Sebastian and Aidan had to come with her, or everyone would die. They needed Carmen, too, but that was a different story and not something they could discuss in front of the council.

      “Angela,” Jess said, their neutral smile calm in the midst of all the arguing, “you need to see this from our point of view. You’re talking about taking two of our strongest demon hunters with you into realms where… Well, not to be too blunt, but it isn’t likely any of you will return.”

      “I returned once from a demon realm already,” Angie reminded them. Actually twice. Both times with Sebastian’s help.

      “And brought back powers that are killing you,” Morty reminded her.

      “And whose fault is that?”

      Technically, it wasn’t Morty’s fault. A hunter named Jacob had pushed her into the demon realm. He’d had a pragmatic reason for it—to prevent a plague of demons getting through—and hunters were often pragmatic to a fault. But she still blamed Morty. Mostly because she liked blaming Morty even if he wasn’t the reason she’d been trapped in the hellscape.

      Morty, however, would not take the unearned blame. “Jacob’s. And I’m sure he doesn’t regret it, given what you can do now.”

      “All the more reason for her not to go into a demon realm,” Karen said, looking at the council instead of Angie.

      The way Karen often insisted on talking to the others instead of directly to her was one of the more irritating aspects of this meeting. Angie didn’t like being talked down to, and Karen talking around her felt a lot like the hunter was treating her like a child. The whole “hush, the grownups are talking” attitude in this contentious crowd was laughable as well as insulting. Especially coming from a woman dressed like she’d just come from the gym.

      “Her ability to kill demons is exactly what we need,” Karen said.

      Angie took a deep breath through her nostrils, let it out slowly. Reined in the sparks of magic threatening to break out along her fingertips. She half-closed her eyes to ensure all her magic was as it should be, well controlled and each part staying in its own lane.

      The spiderweb of her powers—the image she used to visualize all her various magics—was stable and intact. Mostly blue with her witch magic. A little bit of purple, where some magic had blended at one stage. And three distinct lines of red. One, her demon witch magic, the magic that let her open portals into demon realms, had always been there. It was the bane of her life. But that power had brought Sebastian to her, so she couldn’t entirely begrudge it. The other two lines of red had come with her out of the demon realm Jacob had pushed her into. Those were made up of magic she’d somehow taken into herself and incorporated into her web while stuck in the demon realm. Demon magic itself. And it allowed her to do something no human could do. Not even the hunters.

      Kill demons.

      But it also might be killing her.

      Her ability to kill demons now had had some…not good repercussions. It put a target on her back that most of the demon world would aim for, hoping to eliminate a human who could kill them. And it made her valuable to all the wrong people—including the demon hunters. Everyone who found the skill useful wanted her to use it to go around murdering freed demons. Trying to convince all those parties that she was not in fact an assassin was proving difficult.

      Her preference was to get rid of that extra magic. To return to her own magic, and only that magic. If she could get rid of the ability to open portals and just go back to being an ordinary witch, she’d do that, too. But that wasn’t an option at the moment. Might never be again.

      “I am not going to go around killing demons,” she said to the council, her gaze on Karen, who didn’t look at her. “And, once again, I’m not here to ask permission. I need answers. Those answers are currently living in the demon realm. That means I need to go.”

      “And we’re going with her,” Sebastian said, his soft English accent broking no arguments—even though the council was big on arguments.

      “You have not been giving permission,” Karen snapped. Then pressed her lips together when Sebastian raised a brow.

      “Since when do demon hunters need permission to hunt demons?” he asked quietly. The menace and annoyance in his voice wasn’t lost on the people in that room.

      Angie suppressed a grin, but only barely. She liked him like this. And she liked seeing the council temporarily put in its place.

      “You’re not going to hunt demons,” Morty said, trying to sound reasonable and adult. “You’re going to save your girlfriend. And no one survives the demon realms. Not for long.”

      “But we did that part already, Morty,” Angie said. “And the person we’re looking for has done that for years.” Centuries actually, but time didn’t work the same in the demon realms, so Betha hadn’t actually lived for centuries, even though centuries had passed on Earth.

      Discovering another demon witch, knowing there was someone else out there like her, gave Angie mixed feelings. On the one hand, Betha might just have the answers Angie needed. On the other, she had no idea if she could trust a witch who’d been living in the demon realm for so long.

      “I’m not sure how often we need to say this,” Steven said, “but we cannot afford to lose both Aidan and Sebastian. We can’t afford it. Their loss could mean the entire world overrun with demons.”

      “Then the rest of you are not doing your jobs,” Aidan said. One of the few comments she’d made during this contentious meeting. “If the world rests on the shoulders of two demon hunters, there is a bigger problem than if Sebastian and I die in a demon realm. Eventually, we will both die. Then what?”

      “By that time,” Morty said, “we’ll have more demon hunters. People to replace you. But we don’t yet.”

      “And if we die tomorrow?” Aidan said. “It’s always a possibility that we will not survive a demon fight. That’s our jobs.” She let her gaze travel over the council. An ordinary gaze in the face of an ordinary woman. An exterior that hid an actual legend. The red in the very depths of her brown eyes flared a little. Or that could just be a trick of the flickering, buzzing florescent bulb. “Our job is always dangerous and death always possible. That you’re relying on us so heavily is bad. And it’s time you started to fix that problem.”

      “And in the meantime,” Sebastian added, “we’ll be going with Angie. Because none of us want to die.”

      Angie didn’t smile, because she knew it would appear smug and condescending. But she was feeling a touch smug. Or maybe just glad that she had two such strong hunters on her side, guarding her back. The way she’d guard theirs.

      The conference room fell silent after Aidan and Sebastian’s comments, the members of the council looking at each other expectantly. No doubt looking for some argument that would keep Angie and the others from doing what needed to be done.

      Angie glanced at the coffee on the giant black table and considered getting up to get a cup, but really, she just wanted this to be done so she could go home. They had to prepare for this expedition, and she had…things to do before they left.

      After some shuffling and throat clearing, Karen finally said, “You only have the word of someone who could very well be a demon herself. Someone who can’t be trusted. And likely lied. There’s no reason to think if Angie went alone and no one else was there, that the rest of you would die.”

      A Hail Mary attempt to at least keep Aidan and Sebastian from following her. “She wasn’t a demon,” Angie said. She’d be inside Betha’s head, in a vision. She knew the woman.

      “But there had been a Khymir demon in that fight,” Morty pointed out, being so reasonable she wanted to kick his leg. Good thing he was so far away, she might have been very tempted.

      “More than one,” Steven reminded the group pointlessly.

      “And Khymir are extremely tricky,” Karen said.

      “Yes. I remember.” The shapeshifting demons could look like anyone, sound like anyone, and were very difficult to spot. They’d caused a lot of trouble in that last fight. A lot. “This wasn’t a Khymir.” She raised a hand. “And before you say the Khymir fooled me with other guises, I realize that.”

      One Khymir had even disguised itself as Carmen, and when another demon killed that one, Angie thought Carmen had been killed.

      But Carmen was a different story.

      “This wasn’t a Khymir,” Aidan said. “In fact, she showed us the Carmen Khymir.”

      “A very good trick for one of the shape-changing demons to use to gain your trust,” Karen said. She glanced at Aidan but still didn’t deign to look at Angie.

      “And you must admit,” Gabriella said, “that this isn’t the first time a demon has…lured someone into a demon realm by pretending to be something or someone they’re not.”

      Gabriella didn’t look at Sebastian when she said that, and Sebastian didn’t react to it. Angie wasn’t even sure if Gabriella knew how Sebastian had become a demon hunter. But that comment struck very close to home.

      And Gabriella was right. Sebastian had been fooled once, tricked by a demon who’d manipulated his mind. But he’d been a teenager then. Grieving lost parents. He wasn’t a child anymore. And he had years of demon hunting under his belt.

      That Gabriella agreed with something Karen and Morty were saying, though, gave Angie pause. She’d known in that moment that the person who’d stepped out of the demon world, the person who was responsible for killing a demon and his gangster minion, was the demon witch Betha. She’d lived in the other witch’s head through two visions, using her blood in the last vision. She’d known Betha from inside thanks to that blood link. Angie was certain, in those moments, that she was meeting a centuries old witch.

      Who…should have died centuries earlier.

      And fuck it all, Gabriella was right. This absolutely could be a trick. A trick to kill Aidan and Sebastian and her and even Carmen.

      This could all be a lie.

      But even if it was… “We’ll know soon enough if it’s a lie if the person we think is Betha tires to kill us,” Angie said. “All the more reason to have two strong demon hunters and a demon witch working together. If it’s a trick, we’ll just…open a portal and leave. That’s what I do. Remember.”

      She held Morty’s gaze with this last. He had threatened her family once. He’d been working to try and get her killed for months now. He was certain she would one day go crazy and release a demon hoard on the world.

      And, like it or not, he had valid reasons for that fear. The history of demon witches was littered with blood and death and destruction.

      A direction she did not want to go. One she was actively trying to avoid.

      She was never going to convince Morty of that, though. But according to Morty, she was dying. “Besides,” she said, still holding his gaze, “I’m already dead anyway. Aren’t I?”

      He gave a shoulder shrug. “And if you die before you can open a portal and send Aidan and Sebastian home?”

      That was a terrifying thought that she tried hard not to let sink in. She hated, on my levels, that Morty made any salient points at all. But this was one. “I’ll have two hunters with me to prevent demons from killing me,” she said. “And if I feel like I’m dying of this…other thing, then I’ll send them home immediately.”

      She wasn’t sure Sebastian would go and leave her behind in that situation. But they’d cross that bridge if it came.

      “What if you come out with even more of this new demon magic?” Steven asked. “What if going into the demon realm is what this…possible demon witch wants because it will make you even more dangerous than you already are?”

      That was a horrifying thought. Angie wanted to get rid of what she’d picked up there, not gain more of the terrible magic.

      “And what if, like Betha, you can’t come back?” Gabriella asked quietly. “What if this becomes a one-way trip?”

      Angie couldn’t think about that. “Betha only stayed because of Eloise. It’s Eloise that can’t come back, not Betha.”

      Gabriella nodded. “And we don’t know why.”

      True. But that was one of the questions Angie intended on getting answers to. One of the many things she needed to understand and wouldn’t without talking to Betha.

      “Three hunters are going into this,” Jess reminded them gently, their gaze on Angie. “If we lose any of you, we lose a hunter.”

      Angie was forever forgetting she was supposed to technically be a hunter, even though they all agreed she was bad at it. Her talents lay elsewhere.

      “Some of you don’t mind losing me, though,” Angie said with a shrug. It was true. No point in them dancing around it. Everyone sitting in that room knew what had happened in New Mexico.

      “None of this changes anything,” Sebastian said, his voice deep and his attention arrowed in on Morty. But he skimmed his gaze over the rest of the council. “As Angie said, this isn’t a request. We’re going. This Betha might have a cure for Angie’s…condition. Or at least some answers. If it’s a trick, we’ll deal with that. Prepare for the possibility before we go in. But if there’s even a chance for answers, we’re going.”

      “All of us,” Aidan added.

      “Doing so will be suicide,” Karen said. “Reckless suicide.”

      “Not if I can help it,” Angie said. Karen still wouldn’t look at her, so she made eye contact with the rest of the board. Tabitha and Gabriella were the only ones not frowning. Even Jess frowned, though their frown was more sad and gentle than an angry scowl. “And I will do everything—and I mean everything—in my power to ensure we all get home. We all know my power is not insignificant.”

      Not before New Mexico, but even more significant since.

      Because Angie could kill demons now.
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      When Angie and the others finally walked out of the conference room, they’d succeeded at convincing absolutely no one that this was a good idea. And in fact, Angie had more doubts now than she had going in. She’d been so intent on getting answers, and knowing those answers lay with Betha, she hadn’t considered all the possible dangers and drawback.

      She’d considered the dangers of going into a demon realm, of course. Her worst nightmare, and she was walking right into it. Only her need for answers and resolution could hope to overcome that fear. But now she worried that who she thought of as Betha might not actually be the centuries old demon witch with answers.

      “What do you two think?” she asked once they were safely ensconced in the midday pedestrian traffic in Midtown Manhattan.

      The crowds pressed in around them without getting too close, probably thanks to Aidan and Sebastian willing the people to give them some room. The midday heat warmed Angie’s skin. Summer was close and soon the humidity would envelope the city. But for the moment, the breeze was strong enough to keep the temperatures manageable. Half a block away, a food truck sold coffee and bagels to the tourists, but the smell of warmed bagels and roasting coffee grounds was lost amidst the smell of hot tarmac and too many cars in one place.

      Without discussing it, they all turned to walk downtown, which took them in the direction of Angie’s small apartment in Greenwich Village. Though she suspected Sebastian would swing them all into a restaurant along the way to ensure Angie ate. She’d eaten before the meeting, because she did not want to go into that confrontation hungry and irritable. She’d still ended up irritable, so that part didn’t work. But she hadn’t been starving during most of the meeting. That was good.

      She was hungry now, though. And she’d need to eat soon. But they could walk for a while and talk before her body demanded some calories.

      “Do we think we should still go?” she asked. “I hadn’t really considered that Betha might not be Betha. How would a demon have known to take her form? How could any of them know?”

      “Demons are manipulative,” Sebastian said quietly.

      They were holding hands because she’d locked down her touch psychic sensitivity and they could. She had had enough rest and recovery time to ensure she didn’t read anyone on accident anyway. Which was nice because she liked being able to hold his hand.

      “Yes, but…when? When would one have thought to use the Betha form. And then show us the dead Khymir that wasn’t actually Carmen. And before that killing all the other demons.”

      During that fight, one very powerful demon and his human minion had been killed by energy that came out of a portal Angie had opened. A portal into a demon world she’d never seen before. A portal she hadn’t been able to close after, because, at the time, she’d thought the demon witch who came through had held it open.

      She’d assumed the woman who came through, who looked like the demon witch from the sixteenth century, was the demon witch because she’d killed dozens of demons.

      Humans couldn’t kill demons. It wasn’t possible. Only demons could kill other demons.

      Or so everyone thought. But when Angie had accidentally incorporated demon magic into her web of powers, after being stuck in a demon realm with Sebastian and Carmen, she could suddenly kill demons. In her quest to find a way to get the demon magic out of her, to fix whatever it was she’d done to herself, she’d spent several sessions in the hunters most secret archive, going through all they had on demon witches—which wasn’t nearly as much as they’d wanted her to believe they had—and discovered that another demon witch, a very long time ago, had opened multiple portals and had taken in demon magic, and could kill demons.

      Very little of that was actually written in the records. A lot of information about this witch, Betha, Angie had gleaned from visions. Right down to knowing what Betha even looked like and knowing her name. Those things weren’t written down. The hunters had had no idea who she was until Angie’s visions.

      So why would a demon assume Angie would know?

      When she said as much to her companions, Aidan said, “There are mimic demons who can slide into your thoughts if you’re not prepared to lock them out. You were pretty busy in that moment and you thought you’d just watched a…an acquaintance die. You would have been vulnerable to that kind of thing.”

      “You think that’s what happened?” She glanced at the legendary hunter strolling beside them.

      Aidan wasn’t a person who stood out in a crowd. On purpose. A smidge taller than average height—so shorter than Angie—not too thin, not too fat, not too pretty, not too not-pretty. Dressed casually in jeans and a plane black t-shirt. If you didn’t look deep into her brown eyes and spot that tiny flash of red, you might not realize Aidan was anything but ordinary. Though the aggressiveness of the ordinary might give her away to someone paying attention. If that didn’t, the red in the eyes surely would. At least for those who knew what demon hunters were. Ordinary, mundane humans might just think that red was a trick of the light.

      “No,” Aidan said. “I think we spoke to a centuries old demon witch.” She shrugged. “But the other is a possibility. The problem with that logic is that the demon would have to have gotten into my head and Sebastian’s head as well as yours in those moments.”

      “Neither of you knew what Betha was supposed to look like. Why would the demon need to worm into your heads?”

      “Because if not, we’d seen through the guise.” Aidan glanced at her, smiling faintly. “We’d see a demon. It is sort of what we do.”

      “There was no demon inside my head,” Sebastian said. “They haven’t been able to do that to me since I was a kid.”

      The reminder of his past, of the time when he’d become a hunter, made her heart hurt for him a little, so she squeezed his hand. She’d only just learned his origin story. Most hunters never talked about it. Sebastian had been no exception. But he’d told her just before their last demon fight. And now, she had a deeper understanding of the impact the demon world had had on him.

      Because when he was only twelve, he’d had to watch his parents run into a demon realm and never return. When he’d gone in after them to try and rescue them, in the split second before Aidan had pulled him out, a demon had latched onto his mind and buried a bit of itself there. Two years later, it convinced an angry, scared, fourteen-year-old Sebastian to let it out of the demon realm by pretending to be Sebastian’s father.

      The manipulation and duplicity of demons was something he was intimately acquainted with.

      Angie hated that this situation would bring those memories up for him. But on the other hand, he was in a unique position to know what it was like to have a demon manipulate him into seeing and hearing what he wanted to see and hear.

      Angie hadn’t exactly wanted to see and hear a real Betha in real life. She’d been good with attempting visions to get her answers, having assumed the witch had died centuries ago. But having access to the real person was definitely a bonus.

      But she just couldn’t believe a demon would have been able to pull off that ruse. Especially with two demon hunters right there, one who’d had a demon mess with his mind before. Sebastian would have recognized the signs. Right?

      “Maybe,” he said. “I would have if the demon had tried to mess with me. But that doesn’t mean one couldn’t have been messing with you.”

      “Well this is just irritating.” She hated when the council had a valid point. They were already pains in her ass. She didn’t want to deal with them also being smug.

      “Something that was inside that world was strong enough to kill Fredericks,” Aidan said. “A Khymir couldn’t have done that. And it wasn’t just the realm itself being incompatible with all those demons that resulted in them being destroyed every time they went through that portal. Powerful blasts were coming out of the realm. If this is a demon trying to look like Betha, it would be a very neat trick. And it wouldn’t be a beast like a Khymir. They’re strong and dangerous, but not higher-level-demon, like Fredericks, dangerous.”

      That was oddly reassuring. In a weird way. Except for the part about it potentially being a demon stronger than Fredericks that was pretending to be Betha.

      Angie sighed. They’d spent a week, all three of them, recovering and resting and getting themselves ready to try this. They’d had numerous discussions about how to do it in a way that protected them all. And they’d talked about the possibility that Betha wasn’t their friend and had some nefarious purpose in store for them.

      They hadn’t considered this wasn’t even Betha.

      But… Angie needed to take this chance. So far, she wasn’t dying because of the magic she’d absorbed. But there had been no direct answers in the hunters’ secret archive. Just more questions. They had to look elsewhere. Though most everyone else thought her being able to kill demons was great, she did not. And Sebastian did not.

      The ability put a target on her back. The other demons would be coming soon.

      And there was still the looming possibility that it would kill her. How could a human possible hold demon magic and survive?

      She wanted the magic out. To get rid of it and return to her ordinary witch magic. She’d even tolerate her demon witch ability. Though, being honest with herself, she was looking for a way to get rid of that, too. With no more demon magic, or demon witch magic, she could return to being just a witch.

      Except…

      Angie’s greatest fear wasn’t actually that Betha was really a demon in disguise. Her greatest fear was that Betha—who was still living in the demon realm and killing demons and had not in all this time gotten rid of her ability to do so—might not have any answers at all. Or her only answer was that Angie was stuck with all this power.

      Thinking of that left Angie breathless and panicky, so she shoved it aside. One thing at a time. One worry at a time.

      “We’re still doing this?” Aidan asked.

      “We’re still doing this,” Angie agreed. “But maybe we keep the possibility that she’s really a demon in disguise in mind.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “We still need to find Carmen,” Sebastian pointed out.

      Carmen was the fourth person supposed to go into the demon realms with them. Betha had warned that if all four of them didn’t go together, they would all die. Angie had no idea how that was possible, and she didn’t trust Carmen as far as she could throw her. But Carmen had helped Angie’s friends and work colleagues when they’d needed it, saving lives in the process, so Angie had to accept the woman wasn’t all bad. Just mostly bad.

      Angie was still processing her feelings from when a Khymir demon had fooled her into thinking Carmen had been killed. Those had been very bad, complex moments.

      “You know Carmen,” she said. “She’ll show up last minute like it was all part of some plan.” Mostly just to irritate Angie.

      “She’ll be there,” Aidan said. “She’s as curious as the rest of us. And less restrained about following her curiosity.”

      Angie snort-laughed at that.

      Aidan nodded to a half-empty Italian restaurant. “Let’s eat. I’m hungry. And there’s no hunts tonight.”

      Angie needed food too. And then she needed to go to another meeting. One she was dreading even more than the meeting with the hunters.

      A meeting with her bosses.
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      Because this wasn’t the sort of conversation Angie wanted overheard by the other employees, she’d requested a meeting with her bosses on neutral ground, expecting them to pick a café or restaurant in the area. Instead, they invited her into their home.

      She’d never been to Dana and Omar’s apartment. She’d worked for them for almost three years now, and in all that time, they’d been excellent bosses, but they kept a certain distance between themselves and their employees. She couldn’t really blame them. Despite the casualness of Dana’s Cauldron, a place for all things witchy and pagan, it was still a business. And they were still the bosses. Great bosses, to be sure. Protective and understanding and kind. But still the ones signing the paychecks and having to do the hiring and firing when necessary.

      For most of the time she’d worked as a psychic at Dana’s, she’d had no problems and had only had to even call out sick once, with a cold. She’d been a model employee, mostly because she loved her work so much. It wasn’t difficult to go in every day.

      But when she could no longer run away from her demon hunter issues, when Sebastian and the hunters had come back into her life, things had gotten more complicated.

      She still tried never to miss a scheduled work day. And if she had to, she made up for it. She never called out when she had regulars booked. And she covered for any of the other psychics if they needed time so that she earned herself goodwill.

      Going to New Mexico had been a long trip, though. She’d needed to retrain her magic, to regain control of it. And fortunately, her bosses had understood that. They were both witches too. She hadn’t gone into all the details. There were things about the demon hunters she couldn’t tell them even if she wanted to. And there were things about her own magic she didn’t want them to necessarily know—especially this newest ability to kill demons.

      They’d given her lots of time off while she’d needed to be in New Mexico. And they’d been very patient with her since she got back. They’d even kept her employed after her demon trouble spilled over into their place of business and endangered their employees and some of their customers. They had her back, went out of their way to look after everyone, and they hadn’t fired her on the spot.

      She suspected Dana and Omar actually knew more about her and the demon-related world than she’d admitted to them. Dana hadn’t even hesitated when Angie told her a Khymir demon had snuck into the store. The older witch had known exactly what that demon was, and the danger it posed, and gone into action.

      Angie had never been so grateful for an employer before in her life.

      Which was one of the reasons, the many reasons, she was dreading this meeting.

      Their home was the entire top floor of a building that had gone through many iterations but was now mostly retail space and a handful of offices. Dana and Omar had held on to their loft, because after living above their own business for the first ten years of its existence, they were keen on keeping some distance between them and the business now. Not that their home in Soho was all that far away from Dana’s Cauldron’s location in the Village, but it was far enough.

      The loft was huge, two stories tall and almost entirely open. It was also almost industrial looking in its details, which Angie hadn’t expected. There were exposed steel beams, and an entire brick wall to one side. The circular staircase up to the bedroom loft was silver steel. The loft itself was walled in with wire and clear plexiglass. The couch and chairs and coffee table that made up their “living room nook” were all modern and sleek and thinly cushioned. The giant, floor-to-ceiling windows that looked across Houston Street gave a spectacular city view on one side, and a view all the way to the Hudson River on the other. The kitchen was open and filled with shiny new silver appliances. And the art on the walls was very modern abstract.

      The aesthetic was so different to Dana’s Cauldron it was a little jarring. The only thing in the place that looked even remotely like it might fit into their business was the handwoven rugs scattered around the polished, hardwood floors and the two distinct altars set up against the brink wall, underneath the bedroom loft.

      The place was sparkling clean, there was no clutter, and Angie’s footsteps echoed when she walked inside, before stepping onto one of the woven rugs.

      Dana had opened the door for her, and when she saw Angie scanning the loft, she grinned. “We’ve been trying something new. I kind of like the minimalism. Definitely feels different to the store.”

      “Yeah it does,” Angie said. There was the faint scent of incense in the air, once she was inside, and the smokey warmth of candles just blown out. That, at least, was something she could associate with her bosses.

      Omar stood in the kitchen, a stove-top kettle in hand. “Tea or coffee?” he asked.

      “Anything is fine.” Angie’s stomach was tight and her palms sweating. She’d been worried about this for a week, and now that the time was upon her, she was too anxious to think about food or drink. Which was a definite sign of her nerves since Angie always needed to eat.

      Omar gave her a wink and put the kettle on the stove. “I’ll surprise you. I’ve been working on something.”

      Dana led Angie to the thin-cushioned couch in the living room nook. “Don’t worry, he’s quite good at these little experiments. And I’ve tried this. It is good.”

      “Tea?”

      “Chai, but with his own spice blend.”

      That actually sounded amazing, and if she weren’t so nervous, Angie would be looking forward to the drink.

      “Sit.” Dana waved to the couch. “What can we do for you?”

      Angie settled on the uncomfortable looking couch, weirdly grateful it turned out to be as uncomfortable as it looked because it was easier to sit straight and she was always going to be sitting on the edge of the cushions anyway.

      But when she opened her mouth to speak, nothing came out at first. She scowled. Where did she start? She’d thought through some of the things she wanted to say, needed to say, but she hadn’t really planned how to actually start the conversation.

      Which she said aloud as Omar joined them, handing her a handmade mug with a starburst on one side of the blue glazed ceramic and another mug with a pentagram on the red background to Dana.

      Dana smiled up at him as she took her mug. She’d settled in one of the plastic chairs bracketing the couch that looked as uncomfortable as the couch, but she seemed relaxed enough. Omar settled on the coffee table, facing Angie. Since the coffee table was made of see through plastic, the position worried Angie for a moment until it was clear the table was stronger than it looked.

      Her bosses were both in their late sixties, though Dana might be pushing seventy—she waved away age as a concept and didn’t admit to anything. They were dressed casually, Dana in wide-legged linen trousers and a red turtleneck shirt that suited her light brown complexion. She had immaculate makeup on, subtle and flawless, highlighting her hazel eyes. And she had her long white hair wound around her head in a messy, fall-over-any-minute bun. The contrast between perfect makeup and messy hair was a very Dana look.

      Omar’s full beard and mustache were neatly shaped and trimmed short, full silver to match his thick mane of silver hair. His dark tan skin showed his age around dark brown eyes, but his strong features seemed made for this era of life, giving him both gravitas and the sort of character that drew people. He was a kind man, who looked like a retired warrior monk. He wore a pair of black silk pants under a green silk robe embroidered with branch and vine patterns. Neither of them were wearing shoes, but Dana had waved off Angie’s offer to remove her own shoes when she came in, and Angie was too nervous to argue.

      “Why don’t you just get to the meat of it,” Omar said, with a gentle smile. “No need to pretty things up for us.”

      Angie let out a small chuckle, glanced out the huge windows. The day was bright and she knew there was a lot of traffic below on Houston, but none of the sound traveled through those huge windows.

      Okay. Straight to the meat of it. “I… I’m going to need more time off,” she said bluntly. “But I don’t even know how much. I have no idea how long I’ll be gone.” Or if she’d come back at all. But she was afraid to even suggest that out loud. “So I completely understand if this means you can’t hold my job for me. I’ve already taken advantage of your generosity enough. I know that. And then I went and brought demons to your store, and endangered your employees, and now I need to…leave again. It’s not fair to you, or the other psychics or employees, so… So. Yeah.”

      Dana frowned over her mug. “Are you handing in your resignation?”

      “I don’t want to quit,” she admitted. “But I can’t ask you to hold my job.”

      “Why not?” Omar asked, reasonably, smiling.

      “I…” She hadn’t been except that response. She had no idea how to answer it. Mostly because what she’d just said should have made the answer obvious.

      Omar chuckled. “Angie, you are an excellent psychic. One of our best. And most requested. Your regulars miss you when you’re gone and would be very disappointed to hear you’d quit. Worse yet if we fired you! Now, if you gave us reason, we would fire you. Of course.”

      “Of course,” she said hoarsely.

      “But you’ve never given us reason.”

      “The demons…”

      Dana waved that away. “We run a store for witches. Do you think this is the first time demons have come into our store? Why do you think we started drawing the circle around the place?”

      One of the things Angie had loved best about Dana’s Cauldron was that every year, Dana and Omar built a special circle around the store. It made anyone who came in intending harm to anyone inside the store restless and itchy to leave. It grated against them until they couldn’t stand to be inside and left quickly. Occasionally, dangerous people did walk into Dana’s, including demons. But they walked right back out again.

      And until they did, there were a whole bunch of witches around to defend the mundane humans and take care of each other.

      She’d felt at home in Dana’s the instant she’d walked into the place. And the added bonus of it being a safe space made it her home away from home.

      The demon that had gotten through just a week ago, disguised as a customer, had been jumpy and restless even before Carmen had pointed out it was a demon. It had only stayed inside the store so long at that point because a fight started.

      That was the incident Angie had been sure would result in her being fired. That they’d kept her on after had been such a relief. And now, here she was asking for more time off.

      “It’s not fair of me,” she said.

      “Fair.” Omar huffed. “If life was fair, there’d be no starving children and there would be world peace. Fair is an aspiration, but not current reality.”

      “That’s very pessimistic of you, my love,” Dana said fondly.

      He grinned back as if she’d just given him a compliment.

      Angie raised her brows.

      Dana chuckled. “What we’re telling you, in our own way, is that you have yet to do anything that we either haven’t seen before or are not prepared to deal with. Our store, and our lives, are not…mundane. And we do not expect our magical employees to function the way a mundane human can function.”

      “It’s a shame we can’t sometimes,” Omar said. “But it is what it is.”

      Angie looked between them, her throat thick with emotions she was working very hard to hold in. She didn’t cry in front of people if she could help it. Certainly not her bosses! But she’d just broke down and bawled in front of her friends and coworkers at the store last week, so maybe this was her now.

      “I don’t know what to say.”

      “Tell us if there’s anything we can do to help,” Dana said.

      “No. I can’t even really talk about it.”

      “Then we won’t pry,” Omar said. “Privacy is as important as flexibility in our world.”

      “Just know, you have a job when you get back,” Dana said.

      Omar nodded. “And if you need someone to look after your cactuses while you’re gone, just let me know. I quite love cacti.”

      Angie shook her head and didn’t try to hide the single tear that slipped over her cheek. “Thank you. I was dreading this conversation because I didn’t want to quit.”

      “Glad we could put that worry to rest,” Omar said. “Now, for the important part. How is that chai, and should we serve it in the café?”
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      Angie was staring at the medallion her mentor Esmerelda had given her in New Mexico when her doorbell rang. She wasn’t expecting anyone, and no one had rung up from downstairs to be let in. Sebastian was out settling some things—she hadn’t asked too closely what he had to settle—and then picking up food. Aidan had disappeared to do Aidan things—Angie didn’t ask. She didn’t get people dropping in, not even work people, without prior arrangement. And her neighbors only rang her doorbell unexpectedly if they’d picked up some of her mail on accident. When that happened, they often as not just slipped the mail under the door—she knew and was friendly with her neighbors, but they all went about doing their own thing and rarely interacted. She liked that about her building.

      She considered ignoring the buzz, because she wasn’t in the mood for small talk with a neighbor who was trying to be more friendly, and she wasn’t in the mood for dealing with someone who wasn’t supposed to be in the building.

      And if it was someone dangerous, well, she had wards on her door and was, even now, reciting a shield spell. She didn’t want to deal with dangerous unexpected either, though.

      Angie needed to call her parents and her brothers. Because if she didn’t come back, she didn’t want to just disappear on them. She wanted to say a few baby words to her niece, make sure both her brothers were doing well, check in with her dad to see how his soccer teams were doing since the season was ending, and then she wanted to have a nice long talk with her mom.

      Whether or not she’d tell them about all this…

      That’s why she was staring at Esmerelda’s medallion. Hunting for wisdom. The conversation with her bosses had gone remarkably well, and she was still a little emotional over their support. But they were witches, and as they’d pointed out, used to the supernatural world. Outside of Angie’s mother, who was more kitchen witch with small magics and a close coven of friends who liked to meet a couple times a month to chat and exchange recipes, the rest of her family were mundane. Perfectly ordinary people who’d normally have no idea demons were real and magic the likes of which Angie could do really existed.

      Her family did know about her magic, and her ability to open portals, and outside of her younger brother Christopher who wanted nothing to do with supernatural things these days, her family was quite accepting of who she was. No one had ever made her feel scary or abnormal or dangerous or wrong. Or like she didn’t belong in the family. She was loved unconditionally, and she loved them the same way. Even her brothers who could bug the shit out of her at times were the best brothers and she’d fight anyone who said differently.

      The thought of disappearing into a demon realm and they never knew what happened to her was horrible. Not something she wanted to do to them. Or to herself.

      But explaining what she was about to do, on purpose…

      That was going to be a difficult conversation. As bad as the one she’d anticipated having with her bosses. Worse, because she couldn’t quit her family to keep them safe from getting hurt.

      The doorbell buzzed again, insistently this time. Someone holding it for a long time before releasing it. Then through the door, she heard, “Angie, I know you’re just sitting there. Answer the door.”

      Gabriella?

      Okay, that was not what she’d been expecting and it was very weird. The older hunter was not someone who dropped by unexpectedly. Gabriella knew where Angie lived, but she’d never been here. And they’d said all they needed to say at that frustratingly pointless meeting with the council. She couldn’t imagine what Gabriella would want.

      Given Angie’s very recent experience with a Khymir, though, she didn’t take the identity of the person on the other side of her door for granted. She was much more…leery of people she was supposed to know who she met unexpectedly since the last demon fight. Probably she should have been all along. It surprised her how unguarded she was sometimes, given the world she lived in. Even when she thought she had herself well guarded and insulated from surprises.

      She had a shield spell up and had stacked an illusion spell and a confusion spell in the wings by the time she’d made her slow way to the door. She peeked out the little peephole and sure enough, Gabriella was standing outside. Looking impatient and annoyed.

      She was also carrying a large cloth reusable shopping bag with pictures of fruits and vegetables decorating it.

      That was…unusual. The last time she’d seen Gabriella with a reusable shopping bag, she’d been collecting a dangerous artifact from Sebastian.

      Angie opened her three locks and slid the chain off the hook. When she opened the door, Gabriella was scowling at her.

      “Why have I been waiting for ten minutes out here in this hallway?”

      “Because you didn’t text me ahead of time to tell me you were coming, I don’t get unexpected guests, and my last fight involved Khymirs.”

      Gabriella’s mouth flattened but she gave in with a shrug. “I didn’t text because I want no evidence of this visit. I didn’t know you didn’t get people dropping in, though I should have expected that. And I forgot about the Khymirs. I need to come inside for this, though. So I will give you permission to touch my hand and reassure yourself I’m not a demon. For ten seconds max. If you can avoid it, don’t read any deeper than that.”

      This was a big deal offer from a demon hunter. They avoided her touch because they knew she could see far more than they wanted her to. She didn’t blame them. She didn’t want to see too much into most hunters lives and psyches either. The entire council had purposefully never allowed her to touch them in case she read them. Either on purpose or, occasionally lately, even possibly on accident. That one of them would allow it to reassure her they weren’t a demon meant that Gabriella really wanted to come inside and had something very serious to talk about.

      Angie’s gaze dropped to the bag Gabriella was carrying. Then she said, “Put your hand out, palm up. I won’t need more than a second. I barely had to touch the one who’d disguised itself as Carmen.

      And that wasn’t an experience she hoped to repeat. But eliminating the possibility now was important.

      Gabriella held her hand out in front of her, palm up, her mouth as tight as her bun, hiding her emotions otherwise. Angie didn’t abuse the trust. She set her fingertips against Gabriella’s skin for a second, no more. She really didn’t need much to know the person standing in front of her was a person and not a demon.

      A person who could will her not to know much about them. So again, the openness was telling.

      And, if Angie were being honest, a little scary.

      She stood back and let Gabriella. “Would you like some coffee, tea?”

      “No thank you.” Gabriella moved from the short hallway, past Angie’s closed bedroom and bathroom doors, into the main room of the apartment and looked around.

      The kitchen was open to the living room, separated by a counter where Angie had her microwave and some stacks of protein bars and tea. One wall of the apartment was brick, a detail Angie loved, and the fireplace in that brick wall, though blocked off and not a working fireplace anymore, had made a great space for her cactus garden. The windows at the far end of the apartment looked out over a side street in the Village, giving her a nice view but not too much traffic noise. And her neighbors’ windows were far enough away, she didn’t have to worry about people looking in through her open curtains all the time. She kept her altar under that window, the small wooden cabinet currently cleared of any ceremonial paraphernalia. But the smell of candle and incense and tea lingered in the air of her space, not unlike it had at her bosses’ loft.

      Angie loved her little apartment. But she wondered what Gabriella saw when she looked around. It was small, and nothing like the grand mansion in the city where visiting hunters lived. Angie didn’t know what sort of place Gabriella lived in. Maybe it was a simple apartment. Or maybe she lived in a fancy place on the Upper East Side. Angie wasn’t really sure she wanted to know. But she was passing curious about what Gabriella saw when she looked at Angie’s living space.

      “It suits you,” Gabriella said with a shrug. She didn’t smile, but she didn’t scowl either, so Angie took the comment as a compliment.

      “Would you like a seat?” Angie gestured to the couch.

      “No. I can’t stay long. It’s important no one knows I’ve been here.”

      “Even Sebastian and Aidan?”

      “I doubt they’ll say anything to anyone, and they are going with you, so I suppose they must know, but… It will complicate my life significantly if anyone, on the council specifically, finds out about this meeting.”

      “You’re freaking me out, Gabriella.”

      She lifted the shopping bag. “I’ve brought you something that I think will be useful in your quest. I still think it’s a bad idea. But if there’s something I can do to help you get home safely, well… We still need Sebastian and Aidan quite a lot.”

      Angie rolled her lips into her mouth so she wouldn’t smile at that. “And me?”

      “You’re very useful too.”

      “Such a flatterer.”

      Gabriella snorted. “Do you want my help or not?”

      “So long as it’s not putting you in danger.”

      Gabriella blinked at that. And Angie wondered why she looked so surprised. Did she seriously think Angie would want her endangered? She’d assumed Gabriella thought better of her.

      “Yes. Well.” Gabriella shoved the bag in Angie’s direction. “These are delicate. Be careful with them.” She let out a sharp breath through her nose. “Well, as careful as you can be, given where you’re going.”

      Angie took the bag gently, frowning. She wasn’t entirely sure what she expected to find—some secret demon hunter weapon, a collection of magical artifacts, protein bars so she didn’t pass out trekking through demon realms—but what was inside the bag left her breathless.

      A small, simple book with a plane outer cover, and a portfolio folder filled with yellowing pages. Angie looked up at Gabriella in time to see the small red dots in the depths of her brown eyes flare.

      “This isn’t…” Angie took a deep breath. “I thought these couldn’t leave the archive.”

      “They can’t. They haven’t.” Gabriella lifted her chin.

      “I see.” Angie looked into the bag again.

      The small book was a diary. A diary written by a woman several centuries ago, about her lover—a demon witch who opened multiple portals onto the demon world and was looking for some sort of “medicine.” The portfolio folder filled with documents… Angie was sure those were the records of a demon hunter’s encounter with a demon witch several centuries ago. A witch who killed a demon in front of him and who opened portals into demon realms.

      Thanks to Angie opening her psychic senses to each of these documents, she learned they were about the same demon witch. She even learned her name.

      Betha.

      Until her visions, the hunters hadn’t known these two documents were related or described the same witch. They had an idea of the time period for the demon hunter Yusuf’s record of his fight with the witch—which it turned out hadn’t been a fight—but they didn’t have any specific date for the diary.

      Thanks to these two documents, Angie knew that not only had Betha opened multiple realms, not only had she absorbed something in those demon realms, she could and did kill demons. Despite being human.

      Gabriella had told her, after the fight with Sokolov’s demon, that Yusuf claiming the witch had killed a demon had always been considered…literary license, even though Yusuf couldn’t “literary” if his life depended on it. The hunters had dismissed the idea that the witch had really killed a demon because they knew humans couldn’t do that. Yusuf had also been wounded and this record taken down while he was in hospital, so his recollection of what had happened was taken with a grain of salt.

      But in Angie’s visions, she’d known Betha could kill demons. From inside Betha’s perspective.

      She’d also learned that the “infection” Betha had picked up in the demon realms, the infection that she thought she’d passed to her lover Eloise and that was killing Eloise, was what allowed Betha to kill demons.

      The links were impossible to ignore.

      Angie ensured her psychic senses were well controlled before she reached into the bag to pull out the diary. Eloise had written this. Before the “infection” had taken her. She’d been very vague about the incidents she was writing about, and for good reason, so a lot of what Angie knew about her had come from the visions. She’d even seen Betha through Eloise’s eyes, seen Betha open multiple portals in a way Angie hadn’t even know was possible.

      There as a lot she hadn’t known was possible until these two documents.

      “Why are you giving me these?” she asked quietly, looking up at Gabriella.”

      “Because I think some of the answers you seek are in there…somewhere. Buried in the document and the thoughts of the people who wrote them. Things that only you can find and decipher. The documents aren’t helpful in the archive. They might help you. And if they do, if they bring all of you back unscathed, or at least only scathed enough you still survive, then it will be worth the risk of you taking them.”

      “And if I don’t come back?” she asked quietly.

      “Then they’ll be lost,” Gabriella said pragmatically. “And I’ll probably have to deal with the consequences of giving them to you. But the hole in our knowledge of demon witches will not be much worse than it is now.”

      The demon hunters had wanted her to believe they knew everything there was to know about demon witches. But they didn’t. They knew more than Angie. But after she’d been allowed to see everything they kept in the archive finally, it turned out they didn’t know nearly as much as they’d claimed.

      “You might also need…help in dealing with this witch,” Gabriella said. “Can’t hurt to have some evidence of your knowledge.” She didn’t meet Angie’s gaze as she said this, her gaze skimming over the apartment again.

      “I’ll bring these back to you,” Angie said.

      “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.” Gabriella straightened her shirtsleeves. “I have to go now.” She turned toward the front door without waiting for Angie, but turned back at the hallway. “Take care. Stay safe. You would be…missed, if you didn’t return. And not just because you’re a horrible but useful demon hunter.”

      Angie stood in place contemplating Gabriella’s last words long after the apartment door closed behind her.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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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
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