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Chapter One


          

          SUNDAY
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        They say that someday the desert will blossom like a rose. Roses don’t bloom in the desert, but cacti sure do. They bloom at different times of the year and can be just as fragrant as a rose blossom. But to me, they are prettier and more exotic than any rose will ever be.

      

      

      

      The kiss was everything a guardian’s kiss should be. Full of dark chocolate and roaring ocean waves. The guardian himself wasn’t bad looking either, with his deep brown eyes and rock hard abs. He wrapped his hands around my waist and leaned into me for a deeper kiss. It tasted so good. And he smelled amazing. Sunscreen, with a hint of chlorine. He smelled like summertime. I might have moaned.

      But his name escaped me. Johnny. Jack. J-something. It was so freaking embarrassing and distracting. I couldn’t really enjoy the kiss when I knew I would humiliate myself afterwards, when he would offer to give me his number, the way they all did. Hopefully he wouldn’t notice I couldn’t remember his name. His number would just be deleted later, but still, I didn’t want word getting around that I couldn’t even remember names. My reputation was bad enough as it was.

      “Sunday?” Ginny called.

      I extracted myself, and the boy licked his lips and raised his eyebrows suggestively. Perhaps Ginny could rescue me from this.

      “I should go,” I said and tried to escape around the side of the greenhouse toward the pool, where Ginny would be waiting. Probably with a lecture ready.

      “Wait.” He grabbed my hand. I met his eyes, which was a mistake. I was such a sucker for pretty faces, and this boy had the prettiest brown eyes. It didn’t help he was a total sweetheart.

      What was his name?

      I had to think fast because I’d already stepped onto the path, and the stones burned my bare feet. I smiled at him and took a few steps backwards. He didn’t let go and stumbled after me.

      “Look, Sunday, I know you don’t normally do this, but I really like you. Maybe we can catch a movie later or something.”

      How sweet. He thought this was going somewhere.

      “I’d like to, but I don’t think that’s a good idea. Puck says I’m not allowed to date you guys.” For once, I was grateful for Puck’s stupid rules.

      “Sunday!” Ginny called again. If I didn’t get out soon, she’d come looking for me, and I didn’t want her to catch me hiding behind the greenhouse with a shirtless boy. We’d been swimming, so the shirtless was somewhat appropriate, but it still didn’t look good.

      “What do you call this? Doesn’t Puck have issues with you kissing us?”

      Damn he was hot. Those abs.

      Concentrate.

      I shrugged and tried to back up again. My feet were killing me. “He doesn’t know. If he did, we’d both be in trouble.”

      The boy tugged at my hand and pulled me toward him, into the shade. I was so relieved I didn’t register how close we were.

      “Then at least promise to meet me again. Please.”

      He planted his lips on mine, and without thinking, I wrapped my arms around his neck. Oh heaven.

      I heard the toe tapping first. Ginny was good at that, but I couldn’t bring myself to untangle from that angel boy.

      “Sunday, why don’t you introduce me to your friend?”

      I jumped away from him. J-something at least had the wherewithal to look guilty.

      “Sorry,” I muttered.

      “I didn’t ask for an apology. I asked for an introduction.”

      Now, if the boy was smart, he’d introduce himself. But of course he wasn’t one of the suave ones.

      “Ginny, this is one of Puck’s minor guardians. He was swimming with me, and we found that we liked each other’s company.”

      She smirked. Ugh, she knew.

      “And his name is?”

      I held her gaze. I never backed down from a fight, but my cheeks reddened. “I can’t remember.”

      Then I met his eyes because I owed him that much. His easy smile turned into a frown, and he stormed off without saying a word.

      I picked up my cat, Lincoln. His patchy fur scratched my bare skin. He’d been nudging me since before Ginny had arrived. He didn’t like confrontation, and he knew it was coming. I patted his head and waited for her lecture.

      “Sunday, this is the fourth boy I’ve caught you with behind the greenhouse. This needs to stop.”

      I dropped my eyes. Four wasn’t that bad. I didn’t even know how many boys I’d really kissed behind the greenhouse. It’d been three years since Naomi rescued me from my wretched destroyer father. At first I wasn’t sure about the boys, but they spent a lot of time hanging around Puck’s place, especially by the pool, and after a year or so, I’d nearly forgotten what it was like to be holed up in a house with destroyers.

      “But I like kissing them.”

      She sighed. “I’m afraid you’re building a reputation you won’t want in a few years. Just pick one boy.”

      “Where’s the fun in that?” I asked.

      Her eyes crinkled. “You’ve been hanging around Ricki too much.”

      I set Lincoln down. “Puck won’t let me date them. What else am I supposed to do? They’re always here.”

      She put her arm around me, and we strolled toward the house. “Maybe Puck needs to move out and find his own place.”

      “Right, and leave Naomi here?”

      She laughed. “Maybe they’ll get married this spring.”

      I rolled my eyes. “That’s not going to happen.”

      “It better. I don’t think I’ll be able to cancel on the wedding planner for the third time.”

      I grabbed my towel and sketchbook off a chair. It was open to the sketch of J-something’s chest and abs.

      Ginny studied the drawing. “Pretty accurate. But you missed your lesson this morning. You knew what the deal was when you quit school.”

      I squirmed. I was good at missing things I didn’t like. It was never my fault, but somehow stuff always happened that caused me to avoid doing something I dreaded. And I didn’t quit school. It was just one more thing I hated.

      When I first started public school, I liked the social aspects of it. But I got into a lot of trouble for talking, and I had a hard time sitting all day. I ended up in the principal’s office at least once a week. As soon as I turned sixteen, I took my GED test without informing Ginny or Naomi. I passed and didn’t look back. Ginny and Naomi still felt I had things to learn, so I had lessons with them every day. Ginny’s lessons were more of the business variety, where Naomi taught me about guardian stuff. I liked Naomi’s lessons better.

      “It was a mistake, I swear. Last night Little Ale got a hold of my phone. I got up this morning before the sunrise and left to sketch the mountain in early morning light. When I checked the time on my phone, it said eight, but when I got home, it was actually noon.”

      “You mean to tell me you don’t know the difference between eight in the morning and noon.”

      “You know I get distracted when I’m drawing.”

      “I also know you don’t like lessons on taxes and world events.” She sighed. “If you aren’t careful, Naomi is going to send you back to school.”

      I clenched my fists. “I know. I’ll be better. I promise. Can we do the lesson now?”

      “No. I need to go meet with a client. But tomorrow for sure.”

      “I won’t miss it. I promise.”

      She shook her head and made her way into the house. I checked my phone. It was just after two. I settled on the lounge chair. The door opened, and I glanced up. Maybe J-something was back.

      But nope. It was the last person I wanted to see.

      Puck.

      I didn’t like him. But that wasn’t his fault. Not really.

      When Naomi came back from Arkansas, she jumped right into his arms and didn’t leave for six months. Naomi had been like me before, trapped with an evil destroyer, and I wanted her all to myself, but every time I asked her to go swimming or watch a movie, she brought Puck along.

      I got it now. Mostly. She had a lot to process, though no one told me the whole story.

      Puck settled in the lounge next to me.

      “You seen Naomi? I can’t find her, and her phone is turned off.”

      I shook my head.

      He eyed me. “Hmm. You know. She hasn’t left you here alone in a very long time.”

      “So?”

      “So. I know she’s teaching you the ways of the guardians, but she’s been pretty protective of your lessons. I’d like to see what you know.”

      I squirmed. “Shouldn’t you just ask her?”

      “I do. She just says you are lazy and not showing a lot of promise.”

      I sat upright “What? That’s so not true. She won’t let me do anything real. I keep trying, but she tells me that I have to master the basics first. I have. I swear. She just doesn’t believe me.”

      Puck chuckled. “So. You wanna show me what you can do?”

      Oh. That was sneaky. I bet Naomi said no such thing.

      “I guess, let me go change.” I was curious what he would have me do. I wished Naomi had been as diligent about my training as Ginny was about my school. She never taught me anything real. Except shields. She taught me how to do shields first thing and told me I wasn’t allowed to let anyone know I was a shade. Most boys couldn’t tell unless they kissed me with a shield down, so I couldn’t drop my shields. Ever.

      I changed quickly and met Puck out by the pool again.

      “How’s your shield?” he asked.

      “You tell me.”

      He closed his eyes for a second. “Good. How often do you leave it up?”

      I shrugged. “Most of the time. It’s just easier if I leave it up all the time.”

      He smirked. “Easier to kiss them?”

      I blushed.

      “Yeah, I heard about that. I’m going to have a talk with Joshua. The rest of them too.”

      Joshua. That was his name. For some reason knowing that made me feel better.

      “Why does it matter?”

      “For one, I need my men focused, and you’re proving to be too distracting. Plus, if you ever let your shield down while kissing, it’d be over.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Naomi is determined to keep you a secret. Herself too. Though I knew what she was the moment I kissed her.”

      “Why does she want to keep me a secret?”

      “I’m not quite sure because she used to be gung ho about women practicing openly. But she always has her reasons. You’ll have to ask her.” Puck looked over the pool for a moment. “So far, you’ve told me you mastered the basics. Why don’t we see what you are really capable of?”

      Easy-peasy. I might not practice, but I was good.

      “What do you want me to start with?” I asked.

      “Make me smile.”

      I filled his head with a vision of a sunrise and a room with the smell of tulips. A wide grin spread across his face.

      “Next?” I asked.

      We went through a few more basic exercises. I sent his own emotions back to him, counteracted negative feelings, and threw up shields.

      “Can you sense hidden emotions?” He tugged at his collar. I rolled my eyes. He was acting like I knew nothing. “What am I feeling right now?”

      “Irritated. But I’m not using my ability to sense that. I can see it written across your face. What’s wrong?” He’d been growing increasingly agitated throughout the lesson.

      He ran a hand over his face and let out a breath. “I can’t believe I didn’t see this before. You’re far more advanced than Naomi led me to believe. When do you practice? Because according to Naomi, never.”

      “I don’t,” I admitted. “It comes naturally. I don’t like practicing because I’m not allowed to actually do anything with it.”

      He leaned against a table and crossed his arms. “Naomi hasn’t done you any favors. You two need to be introduced into the guardians. You could be an incredible force. Let’s see what kind of special powers you have.”

      “Special?”

      “Some people have powers that are more advanced. I have a few guardians who can read minds, and a couple who are particularly good at predicting behaviors. A few are adept at mimicking a destroyer, but the most common one is healing. I’d say about a third of all guardians can heal. Surely, a few of the boys have offered to heal those scars on your back.”

      “Yeah, so did Naomi, but I want to keep them. I thought healing was something all guardians could do.”

      “Nope. I can’t. Come on, let’s go to the greenhouse. It’s best to practice on plants.”

      “Okay, just no roses.”

      “Naomi burned you out, huh?”

      “You could say that.”

      I followed him into the greenhouse, and we started our lesson. Puck was a better teacher. Naomi’s lessons were tedious and boring, and she never bothered to check if I’d mastered a skill or not. She would just jump to a lecture about practice. She did a lot of demonstrating and talking but didn’t often give me an opportunity to show her what I could do.

      “Let’s start with something easy.” He found a small tree and snapped a twig so it was barely hanging by a strip of bark. “See if you can mend this. Those guardians who can heal will think of anything that represents new birth.”

      I gently wrapped my hand around the broken twig. I thought about what new birth meant to me. When I lived in Arkansas, we had a farm and a few farm animals, but I wasn’t crazy about any of their births. They were always messy and gross. Then I remembered working with Mother in the garden. She taught me how to plant all sorts of things. My favorite memory was when she allotted me a patch of dirt, and I planted the beans all by myself. I watered them every day and sat for hours to watch for the little green stems to peek out of the dirt.

      I inhaled and smelled the deep earth and felt the warmth of sunshine on my face. I tasted rain. Then I withdrew my hand.

      The twig was like new.

      Puck whistled and then pursed his lips.

      He gave me a few increasingly more complex plants, and each of them was easier to heal than the previous.

      “You’re a fast learner,” he said, rubbing his forehead.

      I shrugged. “None of this has ever been difficult for me.”

      “I think we’ve underestimated you. Let’s see what you can do with this.” He held out a dead cactus. “If Alejandro was still alive, you would have never found one of these dead, but Naomi’s world is all about the roses. Give it a whirl.”

      Healing something and bringing it to life were two completely different things. I had to think for a minute before I could decide what I would use. I settled on a newborn baby’s cry, a sunrise, and the salty smell of the ocean.

      The squat, round cactus turned a vibrant green with curved thorns.

      Without warning, Puck whipped out a knife, sliced open his palm, and shoved it in front of me. Before I could process what was happening, I directed all the energy I just summoned for the cactus into Puck’s hand. The bleeding stopped, and his palm was good as new.

      I didn’t even touch him.

      “Holy shit,” Puck said.

      “What?”

      “I’ve never seen anyone do that without physical touch. Ever.”

      I puffed out my chest. Yep, I was that good. Finally, someone noticed.

      Puck crossed his arms, and his nostrils flared.

      “Should I have left you bleeding? What’s the problem?” I asked.

      “You’re unbelievably powerful. That’s what Naomi’s been hiding from me. Seriously, I’ve never seen anything like you before. We should begin the official training process. You could be a guardian by Christmas.”

      I bounced on the balls of my feet. “Would I finally be allowed to do the stuff minor guardians get to do?”

      “Not exactly, but you would definitely be useful.”

      Finally, someone thought I was capable of more than just the stupid basics. I did a happy dance.

      Puck waited until I was done. “I can’t do anything without Naomi’s permission though. I wonder why she didn’t tell me.” He frowned.

      My shoulders fell. “That won’t happen. She doesn’t think I can handle it.”

      “Well then, we just need to convince her to let you join us. If we play our cards right, she’ll have to give in.”

      I could barely contain my excitement. I reached over and gave him a hug, something I didn’t think he was expecting.

      Just like that, Puck and I were friends.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          NAOMI
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        I used to identify with the bloom of a rose the most. It is beautiful and pleasant. But lately I find myself unworthy of the blooms. Now I’m just a thorn.

      

      

      

      I didn’t have time for this because I had to be home for dinner. I didn’t really want to stop here, but I made the mistake of telling Tiffany I was coming to visit my dad, and she insisted I stop by.

      I had so few friends that the ones I did have, I wanted to keep close. All three of my best friends were so different. I saw Ricki the most, but she was so intense. I chatted with Ruth on the phone quite a bit, but things with her were a little weird because she and Kai were dating. Tiffany though, she was comfortable and easy. So I stopped to see her before going to see my dad.

      If only she didn’t live with the asshole.

      Jason’s house was a fortress. The fence surrounding the property would take an army to get through. He never struck me as the peace and quiet type. Arkansas seemed like the last place he would set up camp. But Tiffany probably had a lot to do with that.

      Jason answered the door and kissed me on the cheek. He took both my hands in his own and examined them. “Apparently my intel is lacking. I heard you and Puck were going to tie the knot.”

      “You heard wrong,” I lied. I had to be careful in the destroyer camp.

      “Well, you look fantastic. The guardians have been good to you. Come on in.”

      He led me into a living room with sleek modern couches. We sat, and I made a mental note to never go for looks over comfort. These couches were not made with relaxation in mind. Not that I came here to relax. I had to be on my guard.

      “Puck can’t know I was here.” If he found out I’d come to visit Jason, he’d kill me, even if I explained that I was just going to see Tiffany.

      “Of course. I noticed you aren’t a guardian. Do you want to join the dark side?”

      I shook my head and shuddered. Where the hell was Tiffany? I didn’t want to talk to Jason.

      He laughed. “I can’t see you on my side, though I wouldn’t complain. How’s your protégé coming along?”

      “Sunday?” He shouldn’t know about her.

      “The one and only. I heard she is very powerful.”

      Damn. His intel was good. Powerful and itching to do something, Sunday was a force to be reckoned with. But I didn’t want her to rush into any decisions she would later regret. The guardians were the best place for us right now, but if she became one, that would limit her choices in the future. She was too young to make that kind of commitment. I had to keep her a shade as long as possible. In some ways, the guardians were just as dangerous as the destroyers.

      Puck wanted us to commit. He thought if we joined with the guardians, we’d just be magically accepted as any of the boys. But we weren’t boys. We were women. And women were shoved to the side like a dirty little secret among the guardians.

      So I had to pretend I thought Sunday couldn’t handle responsibility even though she was more than capable of outdoing all Puck’s minor guardians. Though they did seem to be her Achilles’ heel.

      “She’s fine, having too much fun with the boys.”

      He laughed. “Yeah, I heard that too.”

      “Who do you have in Vegas? You seem to know everything.”

      “One of those boys Sunday’s been kissing. I doubt that gives away too much.”

      It was common knowledge that both guardians and destroyers had spies among each other. Puck wouldn’t be very surprised to find that one of his minor guardians worked for Jason. Besides, that really wasn’t my concern.

      “So why are you here?” Jason asked.

      “I came to visit Tiffany, though you might be able to provide me with some information.” Might as well make use of him.

      “What kind of information?”

      “How many female destroyers do you have?”

      He cocked his head. “None. That’s an odd question. How many does Puck have?”

      “He doesn’t. Why don’t you train women?”

      He rubbed his chin. “Because we can’t find them. Not that I’d recruit one even if I could.”

      “Why not?”

      “Did you see what your mother did?”

      “We aren’t all like that.”

      “Naomi, I dare say you are one of a kind. Power like that is hard to control. Does Sunday know she can steal power from guardians and destroyers?”

      “No. She’s not ready for that yet.”

      Maybe she was, but she was so carefree, and I didn’t want to burden her with that knowledge yet. That kind of power was scary, and, truthfully, if she went her whole life without knowing she had that ability, I’d be happy.

      I sighed. The first time I used the power was an accident. Though I was grateful for my abilities, I easily took the power of someone I loved without realizing it. The power to steal was triggered by fear and anger, two things I’d tried hard to shelter Sunday from.

      Plus, the power was addicting. Once you got a taste of it, you felt invincible and did stupid things, like the curse I laid on Mr. Yerdin. He deserved to suffer, for sure, but it wasn’t my call, and now there was no way for me to undo it.

      That was the price of our power. I’d have to tell Sunday eventually, but for now I was putting it off.

      Jason studied me. “Why aren’t you a guardian yet?”

      “I don’t know. I’m just not ready.”

      Jason would use any information I gave him against me. That was the way of the destroyers. Guardians too, I was learning. There were a lot of girls with power, but most guardians didn’t even know it was possible for females to be shades. That kind of secrecy bothered me. I also found it hard to believe I was the only one they’d discovered in the last fifty years. What happened to the others?

      “You know, if Puck has you and Sunday, I’ll need to start finding my own women. I wouldn’t want him to have an advantage over me.”

      “You can’t even sense them.”

      “Maybe not. But we know how to push them to get their power to come out.”

      “I thought you said you couldn’t find them.”

      “I lied. But we haven’t asked them to join us yet, but maybe we will. Maybe Sunday will join my side. My spy tells me she’s incredibly powerful.”

      “You stay away from Sunday,” I growled.

      Jason laughed. “It doesn’t matter. Puck’ll turn you into a guardian, then hide you away. Sunday will come to me because I’ll be able to provide her what Puck won’t. Power.”

      He was exactly right, and I couldn’t let Sunday become a destroyer.

      “Naomi!” a voice squealed, and I turned. Tiffany threw her arms around me, and I returned her embrace. I’d missed her. She held out her hand, which was sporting a monstrous diamond. I rubbed my left ring finger, the absence of my own ring bothering me.

      “Jason and I got hitched.”

      “What? When?”

      “A few months ago. We eloped in New Orleans.”

      “That’s wonderful, congrats!”

      “Come, let’s eat.” She dragged me into the kitchen, and I sat at the table while she dug out bread and sandwich meats from the refrigerator. “We have a cook, but she has Tuesdays off, so Jason and I usually go out.”

      “I wish you had told me about the wedding. Was it a big wedding?”

      “No. Just a few close friends. Kai was his best man.”

      “Kai was here?”

      “Yeah, and Ruth too.”

      My heart hurt to know that my best friends had all gotten together without me. I missed Ruth, but Kai didn’t want her to have any part of our world. I wasn’t terribly surprised when he called me a few months after he left and asked if I would be okay with them dating. They were both happy. Kai and I still talked occasionally, and I respected his need to keep her out of the loop. Most of the time, our conversations revolved around Puck. I wanted the two boys talking again, but they refused. Some wounds just went too deep.

      Tiff rambled on about the wedding. I listened to the birds chirping outside. I missed the quiet of the country.

      A buzz of power floated around my head. Weird.

      I glanced around, figuring I’d find a minor destroyer skulking in the corner, but no one was there. On second thought, it didn’t feel quite right for destroyer power.

      “Does anyone else stay here with you and Jason? Maybe some of Jason’s business associates?”

      Tiffany shook her head. “He doesn’t want me around them. He does all of his business in town. We own a couple other homes, and they sometimes meet there.”

      “Do you know what he does?”

      “No. He said he didn’t want me knowing, and that as long as I didn’t get nosy, I’d be taken care of, but if I ever found out, even accidentally, things would have to change. I like the way things are, so I don’t ask.”

      I figured out where the power was coming from.

      Tiffany.

      But she never had power before. I would’ve noticed it right away if she were a shade, and we’d been friends for over three years. Unless I was just getting better at sensing it. She wasn’t very strong, but strong enough that if I found her on the street, I’d want to train her. I found it amazing that Jason couldn’t see it. Maybe he did and didn’t want her to be a destroyer.

      We were shades because our souls were fallen angels. It wasn’t something that suddenly turned on. The power could be stolen and given to her, but I couldn’t imagine Jason would want her to have that. Plus, he would’ve had to kill someone to get it for her.

      We chatted for another hour or so.

      “I don’t have much time, and I need go visit my dad.”

      Tiffany stood and embraced me once again. I couldn’t figure this out.

      She walked me to my car, and I slowly made my way out of her driveway. The trip to my dad’s took about twenty minutes. I didn’t miss the dirt roads.

      He flung the door open. “Naomi. I missed you.”

      I kissed him on the cheek. “You too. How’s my rose?”

      He shrugged. “Massive, but manageable. It seems to like me.”

      “I’ll have to check it out before I leave, but first can we talk? I don’t have much time.”

      His face fell. “I was hoping you’d stay for a couple of days.”

      “I can’t.” I bit my bottom lip. “I shouldn’t even be here.”

      Dad’s eyebrows creased. “Come on in then.”

      We sat in the living room. Dad had changed out the furniture. It all felt very rustic now.

      “Can you tell me about Grandma?”

      “What about her?”

      “How many people knew about her?”

      “Not many. She was mostly kept secret. She wasn’t really allowed to use her powers. That’s why she kept the garden. It provided an out for her powers.”

      “Why?”

      “Why what?”

      “Why couldn’t she use her powers?”

      “I don’t know. Women are so rare, and I guess they just didn’t know what to do with her.”

      More like, they felt threatened by her. But I didn’t say that.

      I chewed on my nail, unsure if it was a good idea to tell my dad my ideas, but he’d be able to help me. I hadn’t told Puck yet, and I needed someone to confide in. Dad might just be the right person. Or not. But he was a good person to test the waters with.

      “I doubt I’ll ever join the guardians,” I said, and Dad raised his eyebrows. “Or the destroyers. I’m thinking I might start my own group, just for women.”

      He leaned forward in his chair. “Why?”

      “Because there’s a need for mediators between the guardians and destroyers. That’s a perfect position for us.”

      “Why do you think there is a need someone to intervene?”

      “Because problems between the two come up all the time, and they resort to spying and sneaking around. It takes forever for resolutions to be reached. Women need a role to play without being kept secret. This is a good place for us.”

      He rubbed his chin. “How many girls are we talking about?”

      “I figured I’d start with twenty or so. After a few years, I expect we’d number in the thousands.”

      “How is that possible? Where are you going to find so many women with power?”

      “We are everywhere. I sense them almost as much as I sense the men with power. Sometimes even more. Most are weak and not worth training, just like men, but there are a lot more of us than you think.”

      His eyes went wide, and his mouth dropped. He sucked in a deep breath. Then he shook his head. “Why are you sharing this with me?”

      “Because I can’t share it with anyone else. I’m afraid Puck will get mad. Will you help me?”

      “Can I think about it? I am a guardian. This could be seen as a betrayal.”

      I nodded, even though that wasn’t the answer I wanted from him.

      An uneasy feeling settled in my stomach. This trip was supposed to make me feel better, but instead I felt like I shouldn’t have revealed so many of my secrets. I clenched my fist. I wouldn’t make that mistake again. I’d keep my secrets close to me until I was absolutely sure I was ready to reveal them.
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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
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"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.
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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
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
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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,
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