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      Blayde

      A guttural choking sound pierced the silence, yanking my attention away from the Lamborghini.

      Turning my head to the side, I narrowed my eyes at the sight of my cat. His head was thrusting back and forth, eyes bulging and tongue hanging out.

      “Tuddle!” I tried to scramble out from under the car. “Don’t you dare throw up on my new carpet!”

      He gave me a knowing smirk, his tongue flicking out. “Of course not, Love.”

      Then his stomach lurched again. Time seemed to slow as his neck stretched forward, his mouth fell open and chunky green bits projectiled out of his throat all over the carpet.

      “Ewe!” I recoiled and squeezed my eyes shut, my whole body jerking in disgust. Vomit was the worst.

      Another horrifying retching noise made my fingers tingle with unspent magic.  Magic sparked from my fingers, spurting out in one giant, frantic surge. My eyes flew open to see it hit the wiring harness above me, right between the transmission and the engine.

      “No!” I sucked in a breath, horrified. The wiring sparked, blue magic sizzling over it like a sparkler going off. Hissing like an angry cat, grey and blue smoke exploded in a puff.

      Shit. I was in so much trouble.

      It was bad enough that I was a girl working in a man’s world. Any mistake I made would be doubly scrutinized, purely because of my gender. Little did I know that this was only the beginning of the shit storm about to enter my life. In fact, it would turn out to be one of the highlights of my week.

      Pulling myself out from under the car, I jumped up and, frustrated, kicked at the fender. I yelped as it dented, and more dollar signs flashed in my mind. I was going to have to fix that now, too, as my body work guy had given the bird to this small town and flown permanently south to Mexico for a life of sipping margaritas on the beach. “Argh!”

      I ran my fingers through my hair and swiveled around to face my orange tabby cat. “Tuddle. I’m going to kill you.”

      The brownies, little-sized people, who’d been watching me all day from the top shelf giggled. One of them picked his long, green nose, then shoved the booger in his mouth. I shuddered, more disgusted about that than the vomit, and turned back to Tuddle.

      He sat next to the puddle, licking his paws, pleased as punch.

      “I just replaced this carpet, you asshole.” I stomped towards him, ready to put the smash down on my stupid cat. “You’re going to clean that up. I’m not doing it! And you’re going to scrub every inch so that you can’t even tell it was there, even if you have to lick it up with your own tongue.”

      Tuddle stopped licking his paw and tilted his head towards me, a bored look on his furry face. “I don’t clean up my own vomit, love. That’s a hooman woman’s job.” He layered his fake British accent on thick; he knew I liked it and always did that when he was in trouble. It was his way of buttering me up, even though he’d never visited the great isles in his life. “One for the nanny. Mary used to do it all the time.”

      Years ago, I’d magicked my cat so he could speak his thoughts. That was before I knew what a deluded, misogynistic jerk he was. “Mary Poppins was never your nanny, and you know it. And said nanny never was available. She died in 1802 when nannies went out of style and children were expected to do their own cleaning.”

      “It’s not my fault you put white carpet in a mechanic’s office.” He glanced down at his vomit, a look of disgust on his furry face. “I really hope it doesn’t stain.” Then he stood, flicking his tail and trotted off without a care in the world, only glancing back to flash me a haughty look. “Besides, I’m not the one that looks like Freddy Krueger had trouble opening an oil bottle. Just watch. There’ll be oil and dirt eating this floor within the week.”

      I grabbed an oil rag and flung it at him, hitting him right in the back of his head. He hissed and sat down, his paws grappling at the cloth. I laughed at how ridiculous he looked, then turned back towards the car, frowning. If I focked up the wiring in the car, all my earnings from replacing the tranny would be flushed down the drain. It’d taken me all day and way into the night to do it. The asshole owner of said car wouldn’t be back for a couple of weeks, but I’d eagerly jumped into finishing it, the promise of actually earning some good cash burning a hole in my pocket.

      I might actually be able to buy some fruit and vegetables instead of Ramen noodles for the week.

      I marched back towards the car, glancing at myself in the large mirror occupying the whole back wall of the shop. Oil and car dirt caked my hair and was smeared across my face and stomach. As for my tutu skirt? Flattened with a large spot of transmission fluid covering the front of it.

      Well, shit. Tuddle was right. I’d never really paid that much attention to how dirty I was before now. I glanced down at my black leather combat boots and smirked. At least they were still spotless, which had nothing to do with the cleaning spell I’d put on them right after I bought them.

      Tuddle hissed, and I jerked towards him. “What do you want, cat?”

      The oil rag had been shredded to pieces, of course. Instead of circling it triumphantly like I expected him to do, he was staring out the shop’s bay at a figure emerging in the dark of the night.

      Someone was pushing a car, a man, with broad, muscular arms that made the shoulders of his white t-shirt strain. He had golden-brown, wavy hair that flowed past his shoulders, and it glistened in the flickering street light like sand flowing through an hourglass. Something about him made me still, and a deep aching in my gut blossomed, filling it with an intense and indescribable longing. He paused to shake his bangs out of his face and time hovered in between real life and movie slow-mo, where all I could do was stare at him in awe.

      I wanted to snuggle up next to him, to touch his skin, to taste it on my tongue, to fill my nose with his smell.

      Ridiculous. And yet, as real as the Spanx my old high school Spanish teacher used to wear.

      I blinked, coming back to reality and followed the lines of the car down to the driver’s seat. I could vaguely see the outline of a body steering the car. This time, electricity danced across my skin, sending a buzzing, popping sensation into my fingers and the tip of my nose. I shivered, wondering what the fock was wrong with me. There was something about the smell in the air, the clenching feeling in my gut, their sudden presence in the otherwise quiet night, that made all my senses sit up and take notice.

      Only years of training and mom’s voice in my mind kept me from stepping out of the safety of my garage towards them.

      Needing to do something with my hands, I grabbed another rag and wiped it across my face and stomach absentmindedly, while watching them cautiously. Tuddle’s hissing grew louder. “Shut up, would you?”

      “That’s trouble, love. Stay away.” He darted out the back door, but not without dropping his typical Tuddle wisdom. “May the fur be with you.”

      “Force,” I automatically corrected, still unable to keep my eyes off the approaching broken down vehicle.

      Tuddle’s words made me leery of their presence, like a dark omen looming in the night. I watched them more carefully as they headed straight towards my shop. Usually I would rush out to help anyone pushing a car, but the man moved as effortlessly as if he was pushing a stroller at the grocery store. As they moved under the street lights, I took mental note of the shiny red paint job on the brand new Chevy Corvette Stingray and smelled money.

      They had plenty of it.

      And that was something I needed. Desperately. Especially after my recent fiasco with the Lamborghini. Maybe Lady Luck was with me tonight.

      I glanced through the air, searching for signs of the mysterious creature, but she was nowhere to be found. Figured.

      When I turned back towards them, I gasped. Two large black wings protruded from the guy’s back, unfurling with such glory and might that I stared at them in complete and utter shock.

      Tuddle’s dark warning suddenly made sense and I wanted to race to turn off the bay lights and claim I was closed for the night. It was almost two in the morning. Any respectable mechanic would be closed by now.

      And that’s exactly what I was. A respectable mechanic. Not a demonfae in hiding from the rest of the magical world.

      And these guys… they spelled trouble with a capital F. As in, Focking Trouble.

      If anyone ever discovered that I was a demonfae, I’d immediately be put to death. They’d skip right on through the trial and, instead, the only discussion would be to gauge between whether or not to do it quickly, or as painfully slow as possible.

      When I realized I was staring, I slammed my mouth shut. I was supposed to be a human, and humans weren’t supposed to see wings. Especially demon wings. I step toed back, intending to shut the bay door and pretend I hadn’t seen them, but my eyes drifted back towards the driver’s seat and dark, mysterious eyes met mine.

      Shit. He saw me notice them. I couldn’t escape now.
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      Blayde

      A wave of foreboding washed over me, dark and unrelenting. I swallowed down the knot in my throat, with mom’s words ringing in my ears: don’t ever speak to demons. It was rule number one in our house.

      If we ever saw a demon, we immediately looked the other way. Pretend we didn’t see it. If you caught its eye or if they tried to speak to you, you got out of there as fast as possible without drawing attention to yourself.

      Mingling species between demons and fae was forbidden; forget about falling in love or having sex. It was a firm rule, punishable by death in our world, and thus, the reason why my whole family lived in hiding.

      It didn’t matter that my mom had been a fae princess, or that my dad was king of one of the Torch empires where the demons lived, or, where humans call hell.

      They’d fallen in love and run away from everything, leaving behind their responsibilities and a shitload of chaos in their wake.

      It was a Romeo and Juliet story, and had ended the exact same way, except more violently.

      The car rolled to a stop right outside my bay doors and the demon sitting behind the wheel stepped out. His friend came around to the side of the car, eyeing me just as speculatively as I was eyeing them. I checked my own blue wings, satisfied that they were tucked in tight and subtly rippled my fingers, feeling my magic flow through them in preparation, just in case.

      Pulling a razzle-dazzle charm pop out of my biker’s top, I checked the glamour that hid my heritage one more time before stepping into the yellow light from the parking lot, ready to refer them to the mechanic down the street. He was a shitty and underhanded mechanic but I wasn’t worried about a couple of demons.

      I got right down to business. “What happened to your car?”

      The one who’d slid out from behind the wheel stepped forward, his eyes taking me in. I straightened. People were generally attracted to me; it was an effect of my specific fae genes and could either be useful or the cause of more trouble.

      In this case, trouble was calling for me because this demon was sinfully hot.

      He held his hand out in greeting. “Something’s wrong with the engine.”

      I glanced down at his extended hand, acknowledging it, and then ignored it. Demons could do all kinds of things through touch, and I wasn’t willing to take the chance they would do something to me. Like convince me to take on this job.

      Instead, I unwrapped my blue, razzle dazzle sucker and popped it into my mouth, sucking on it. “Duh. What’s wrong with it?”

      Instead of being offended like I’d hoped he would, he casually leaned back against his car, looking unaffected by my diss. He had hollow cheek bones, a dignified brow, and an elegant nose line. His features were noble, aristocratic almost, but he disguised it with a rebellious hair cut—shaved on both sides and long in the middle like a shaggy mane.

      He also wore what looked like two-day-old stubble. It gave him a rougher vibe that made my toes curl.

      His eyes dropped to the lollipop in my mouth. “What’s your name?”

      I sighed as if it was the biggest imposition to reveal it. “Blayde.”

      His eyebrows furrowed even though his gaze hadn’t left my mouth. “Interesting name.”

      “I’m an interesting person.”

      His amber-gold eyes snapped up to mine, focusing, sharp and intelligent. “Maybe.”

      I frowned, scowling at his rudeness. I’m the rude one here, buddy. To get back at him, I pulled out one of my special lollipops, the kind I’d hexed to induce burping, hiccupping, and farting, out of the leather pouch at my hip. I offered it to him, biting down on my lip to keep from smiling. “Want one?”

      “Sure.” Not bothering to thank me, he shoved it into the pocket of his black skinny jeans.

      Twirling my charm pop on my tongue, I nodded towards the Stingray. “Your car?”

      “I’m not sure what’s wrong with it. That’s why we brought it here.” The corner of his lip tilted up in a smirk like it was super obvious why he’d brought his car in. Jerk.

      I decided I hated him.

      Except for the little annoying fact that I also wanted to jump his bones.

      Did I mention his red, gleaming hair? It was so shiny and alluring I wanted to run my hand through it. I was a sucker for that blatant display of fighting genes.

      Damnit. I was in some serious trouble. I wanted to hate-jump him.

      “I’m Nix.” He jerked his head to his car-pushing friend, who’d yet to say a word. “And this is Maverick.”

      I nodded my head, not even looking at the friend. “Nice to meet you, but I don’t work with idiots.” I gave Nix a cheeky grin. “But the mechanic up the street does.”

      Again, Nix didn’t react how I’d expected. Instead of getting angry, he put his hand to his heart. “You wound me. Tell me, what makes you call me, a person you just met, an idiot?”

      “Your car making a knocking noise?”

      He nodded. “Yeah.”

      “Your engine’s busted. I smell burnt oil. When’s the last time you changed it?”

      Nix’s smile faltered. “Change?”

      I sighed heavily. “You’re supposed to change your oil regularly, otherwise it gets dirty and dries out. Then your engine’s focked.” I turned away, reaching up to close my bay doors. “I’m done for the night.” I thought about the wiring I was probably going to have to redo in the morning. “In fact, I’m booked months out. I don’t have time for an engine redo.” I grabbed the door and tugged it down, glancing back over at them.

      Nix still stared at me but Maverick was studying the almost-empty bay, with only the Lamborghini inside. There were no other cars in the parking lot except my own rusted orange 1969 Pontiac Firebird.

      Unfortunately, the owner of said Lamborghini was the only customer I’d had all week. My shop was placed near the freeway of an otherwise small town, so I was either busting at the seams with emergencies from traveling customers, or dead as crickets.

      Nix raised his eyebrow. “Is that so?”

      “Yep. Give me your number and then I’ll help you push your car to Todd’s shop. He’s crotchety but he’ll take care of your car.” I pulled the bay door all the way down, took out my cell, and punched in ‘idiots’ as the contact name. “I’ll make sure and give him your information in the morning. Just leave your keys on the dash, no one’ll steal it.”

      Maverick stepped forward, his hand catching my wrist and I gasped. I just let a demon touch me.

      I tried to pull away but was caught in his intense stare. He was incredibly tall, at least six foot seven, and had dark brown eyes, the edges lined a dark rose color. I was sure they’d glow red when he was angry. His body was much wider than Nix’s, who was more lean and lithe, while Maverick probably pumped iron for four hours a day. He had dark, tanned skin and his white t-shirt showed off the wisp of a tattoo that snaked up his arm. His thumb softly traced along the underside of my wrist, sending a tingling sensation up my arm. “Cielo, I need you to do this for us.”

      Something inside me softened, and my stomach fluttered with butterflies. His deep eyes seemed to swallow me whole.

      No. These were demons. I frowned, yanking my arm out of his grip. “Like hell I will. And don’t call me that. I don’t know what it means but I already hate it.” Despite my words, my heart pounded, my whole body prickling from his touch. Every part of my body throbbed, including my libido, who hadn’t gotten the memo that these dudes were off limits.

      If this was any other situation, I’d totally be down for a threesome. I’d take both of these men, along with a bottle of Hershey chocolate and a can of whipped cream in a heartbeat. But these guys were off limits. If they discovered who I was, I’d be dead.

      “I don’t know who you think you are.” Demons, I added in my mind. “But I can turn away anyone I want, and, unfortunately for you, you’re on the shit list.”

      “That’s my favorite kind of list to be on.” Nix smirked. His tongue darted out, playing with his lip ring and I watched it, entranced.

      “Why are we on your shit list? You just met us.” Maverick's dark, intense eyes bore into mine, and I shifted uncomfortably.

      “I don’t like lip rings.” I shrugged, the intense need to get the hell out of dodge washing over my body. There was something about them that drew me to them, and that was a bad thing.

      “He’ll take it out.” He smiled. “If that’s what you want.”

      “Sure, sugar. I’ll take it out.” Nix agreed.

      “My name isn’t sugar.” I frowned, nodding at Maverick’s arm. “And I don’t like tattoos either.”

      Maverick's eyes flickered to the tattoos lining my arm and the one of two birds in flight by my collar, humor flickering in his eyes. “I’ll remove them, then.”

      “Hah.” I turned away when a finger slid up my spine.

      Maverick stood closer to me, his breath moving over my shoulder, making me shiver. “We’ll pay you six times your normal price.”

      “Why me? The guy up the street is competent enough.”

      “But he’s not the best mechanic in town,” Maverick said. “We already asked around. We only trust you to fix Nix's baby.”

      I scoffed, knowing I’d pegged them perfectly. Rich little demon bastards that didn’t know what hard work was like. I should take them for all their worth.

      Maverick's finger trailed over my shoulder and I relaxed, leaning back into his chest. His body was warm and firm, and it felt so comfortable, so right, like my body was made to fit next to his.

      I bit my bottom lip, actually considering the idea. I did need the money. I sighed, deciding to make a deal with the devil. “Fine.” I didn’t even turn to look at them. “But you’re paying ten times my normal rate.”

      Nix chuckled softly. He’d known all along I would give in. They were still talking to me but I didn’t really listen. I just stared at their reflection in the bay’s windows, watching Maverick's black wings flutter. They were the color of an oil slick, and it was mesmerizing.

      Blinking, I swiveled around, realizing they were gone. Their car was already parked inside my garage, next to the Lamborghini, the hood up.

      Shit shit shit. They’d pulled some mumbo jumbo on me. I’d let them touch me and now, I was well and truly focked.
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      Nix

      Her tongue rolled round and round that damn blue lollipop and for a long time and I couldn’t take my eyes off it. Then she turned around, stretching her muscular back to pull down the garage door and showed a glimpse of the curve of her ass.

      The sight of it made the blood rush straight from my brain to my dick.

      This chick was clearly crazy with a capital C, but fuck, she was sexy as torch.

      She was wearing a tutu. Yeah, a tutu, like a goofy ballerina skirt, with a sexy leather biker bra that showed off the perfect curves of her tits. It was hella hard for girls to get a six pack but this girl was sporting it like a rainbow at a Pride parade. Oil was smeared across her perfectly symmetrical face and stomach and I wanted to Lick Every Inch. I also wanted to wrap her long, blue hair around my hand and tug, pulling her to kneel before me, those bright blue eyes staring up at me like I was a motherfucking god.

      Everything about her screamed the best night of sex you’d ever have, and then she’d jet first thing the next morning, leaving you with an aching dick and a heart ripped to shreds. It was hard not to stare, and I was a demi-god, for fuck’s sake.

      So when Maverick stepped in front of me, taking over the conversation, I could’ve kissed him. My cock was still hard and I needed to adjust it.

      Maverick rarely spoke but when he did, he could be very convincing. It was part of his demon powers and I knew as soon as he touched her, he would get his way. It was him who’d insisted that this girl was the one we’d been looking for.

      “You’re sure the car will need a whole new engine overhaul, right?”

      Maverick glanced back at her shop before we stepped off the curb and into the street. We’d have to walk far enough away that she wouldn’t see us fly back to our hotel. Demons weren’t supposed to reveal themselves in the Bin, where the humans lived. Usually I didn’t give a fuck about the rules, but this particular assignment required subtlety.

      “Of course.”

      I pulled out the lollipop she’d given me and, after unwrapping it, shoved it into my mouth. I threw the wrapper in the air, lighting it on fire. It dissolved into ash in only a few seconds. “Did we have to mess up the whole engine? Couldn’t we just have zapped the alternator?”

      “That’s the only way we’ll have time to get to know her.”

      “There are easier ways, you know.” I scowled. “Ways that don’t include destroying my car.”

      Maverick paused, raising his eyebrow at me, his eyes glowing a soft red with humor. “You upset you didn’t get to fuck the pretty girl tonight?”

      “No.” My scowl grew deeper, then I relaxed. Maverick had a gift for reading people; there was no sense in denying it. I rolled the lollipop around my tongue, imagining her tongue wrapped around my dick. “Maybe. It would be the easiest way to find out if she has the mark.” There was nothing like running your fingers over every inch of bare skin to really get a look at someone.

      “No.” Maverick stepped back, shaking his head. “This one was weary of us. We need to go slow with her.”

      “Fine.” I sighed, knowing he was right. “Why her though? Not that I mind or anything,” I added quickly. She was a hot piece of ass.

      Maverick grew quiet, shoving his hands into his pockets and stared out towards the sky. The sound of chirping crickets was the only noise. We were in a small town where the only bar in town closed an hour ago. “I don’t know. I just have this feeling.”

      “Alright.” I trusted Maverick’s gut. I didn’t bother to push him for more information because I knew I wasn’t going to get anything more out of him. “Besides, I don’t mind taking my time getting to know this one.” I crunched into the lollipop, realizing there was gum in the center, and threw the stick over my shoulder.

      Suddenly the ground shook under me, accompanied by a loud rumble like thunder. I turned around to see Rhys standing there. The short cut of his black hair gave him a severe look in the darkness as his intelligent blue-grey eyes locked onto me. “What happened?”

      I shrugged, my eyes drifting to the small pothole his landing created. “I thought we were supposed to be subtle.”

      “Everyone in this fucking town is asleep already.” Rhys scowled at me.

      “You sure she didn’t see you?” Maverick looked over Rhys’ shoulder, back towards the girl’s shop. Rhys shook his head. “She’s already gone.”

      “Gone?” Maverick asked. “Where?”

      “I don’t know. I saw her car pull out, headed towards the freeway.” Rhys answered.

      “So late?” Maverick looked intrigued. His powers of persuasion were heavy and they usually made humans tired. “Why didn’t she sleep off the spell?”

      “Who the fuck knows, Maverick?” Rhys frowned. “Does it matter? I thought you’d have her twisted around your finger by now,” the side of his lips twisted upwards in a smirk, “or another part of your anatomy.”

      Rhys’ eyes flicked to me and I met his gaze, shrugging. “I don’t know. Ask Maverick.”

      All of a sudden, I hiccupped. “What the torch?” I grasped my chest.

      Both Rhys and Maverick turned to stare at me and I scowled. Demons didn’t hiccup, and demi-gods especially didn’t hiccup.

      It happened again.

      What a strange sensation.

      Rhys frowned but didn’t say anything about it. He turned back towards Maverick who’d already moved on and had turned towards the shop, staring at it. When he spoke, his voice was quiet. “She was suspicious; we decided to go slow with this one.”

      Rhys turned towards the shop now, his eyebrows furrowed. “You think she’s a supernatural?”

      Maverick didn’t answer but I was glad Rhys had asked, so I answered for him. “The color of her hair reminded me of one of the fae.” Ignoring the occasional hiccup, I blew a bubble with the gum, popping it. “But I didn’t see any trace of glamour.”

      “That doesn’t mean she’s not fae.” Ryker’s head tilted to the side. “What’s her hair look like?”

      “Blue, streaked with silver. If she’s human, she has a torch of a hairdresser.” Hiccup. Ugh, I hated being in the Bin. Must be rubbing off me.

      Rhys’ face grew thoughtful. “Could be. Or, if she is fae, she’d have to be powerful enough to be able to hide her glamour from you two.”

      I rolled my eyes, popping another bubble. “Not likely.”

      Rhys nodded his head, as if I’d agreed with him. “Finally, fuck, we have a good lead. I’m tired of looking for her.” Rhys turned back to Maverick, his face serious. “You were right to tread lightly. Get her to trust you. Show up every day, keep breaking the car if you have to.”

      “Damnit.” I groaned and it ended on another hiccup, completely negating my angry energy.

      Rhys ignored my protest. “But make sure you find out for sure. We can’t fuck this up. She could have a rough past and that would be the reason for her caution.”

      Maverick nodded. “I know.”

      In an instant, Rhys’ wings furled out, but before he flew off, his hand landed on Maverick’s shoulder. “Good instincts on this one.”

      Maverick just glanced at him, giving him a half smile, then Rhys jumped into the sky, disappearing to report back to boss lady. Maverick turned his gaze back to her shop. According to information we’d gathered, she lived in the small apartment over the garage. All of the windows were dark and it was completely still.

      I watched him watching her place, my curiosity peaked. Usually by now he’d have moved on. If we weren’t going to be spending the night at her place, he’d have found another chick to sleep with. I knew for a fact that a few girls had shoved small scraps of paper into his pocket when we were at the bar earlier. Girls constantly threw themselves at him and he didn’t even have to speak a word; there was something about him that drew human girls like a magnet.

      Maybe I should try to be the silent, brooding type sometime.

      I considered it.

      Nah.

      It was too fun to seduce them with softly whispered words that made their nipples perk.

      I was still wondering why the torch Maverick was so interested in this chick. She was hot as fuck, but Maverick didn’t usually care about that. In a way, I could understand his fascination. There was something different about her that I couldn’t put my finger on. Maybe Maverick knew what it was.

      I took a step towards him. “What’s got you so interested in this girl?”

      He just turned to me, the corner of his lips tilted upwards and I knew he wasn’t going to answer. Instead, his own wings unfurled and, with a sly grin, he flew off.

      Fucker.
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      Maverick

      Where the torch was she going at this time of night? The need to know consumed all my thoughts and I flew through the sky until I found her car. It was easy to spot, as most of the roads were empty this late at night. Also, the sound of her engine roared through the stillness, causing flocks of birds to take flight as she passed. I followed her until she turned onto an old dirt road. Her car disappeared under the canopy of trees, and then hurled out of the natural tunnel, coming to an abrupt stop at an old, aluminum mobile home.

      The siding was old and rusted, with two worn lawn chairs out front and green curtains covering the windows. Colored light-bulbs and an old, crooked picket fence lined the front yard, as if someone had tried to make the house more homey. There was a soft, flickering light on inside, like the light from a TV.

      I sat on a tree branch, watching as she climbed out of her orange can of a car. I tilted my head to the side, intrigued, as she leaned back in, giving me a view of the luscious curve of her ass. When she climbed back out, she had a hissing cat in her arms. As soon as they were free of the car, the cat scratched her and she yelped, yelling at him as he jumped from her arms.

      I held back my laugh, watching as she scowled and gave the cat the middle finger, then she stomped over to the front door. The view of her backside was just as stunning as the front. Well defined muscles lined it, creating a dip in the spine that disappeared into her skirt. Her hair cascaded down to the middle of her back, so shiny it almost sparkled. Her legs were also well defined, and the oil slick lining her skin from her work on the cars shined in the darkness.

      Some would say that her tutu, combined with a studded black biker bra and combat boots, made her look cute. But they didn’t. This woman wasn’t cute. Instead, she had a sexy, intriguing allure that I couldn’t look away from. The minute I saw her, I knew that she was exactly what we were looking for.

      Sometimes I just knew things, and today was one of those days. From the minute I awoke this morning, I knew that today would be the day. We’d been looking for the human with a particular mark for months, probably longer than a year even. The assignment was exhausting, although it did have its perks, but I was ready for it to be over. We only had to verify that she had the mark, and then we could move on to the next phase of our plan.

      The squeaking door jerking open caught my attention and my eyes flicked to the shadowed figure inside. It was too dark to see any details of his face, but I could clearly see a naked chest that led down to loose jeans hanging on his hips. An uncomfortable feeling swirled in my chest and I was tempted to jump down to get a better look. I forced myself still as he spoke to her, his voice a low growl in the darkness.

      They spoke in mumbled tones for a few moments before he stepped back and she entered the home, then slammed the door behind them. I counted to a thousand in my mind, just in case she was only dropping by for a second. When she didn’t reappear, I jumped down from the tree and crept closer.

      The gate to the fence was lined with firethorn climbers and I peered into the climbing bush as my curiosity grew stronger. Firethorn had magical properties, which included the cleansing of your auras, as well as other healing properties. The plant was common enough around here but since it had been intentionally planted, it could mean something more.

      What if the human we’d been looking so long for was actually a supernatural?

      My eyes narrowed in thought.

      Could she be fae?

      I could just walk up and ask her. Or force her to tell me through my special powers, but decided instead to take a more subtle approach. Rhys would be proud.

      I quietly opened the gate and it creaked loudly in the night.

      I stilled, waiting for a reaction. When none came, I slid silently through it and crept across the lawn towards the windows. The closer I moved, the more the uncomfortable feeling in my chest grew into a twisted, aching feeling.

      She’d come here, visiting a guy, in the middle of the night.

      Of course, he was probably her boyfriend. Or, as the humans liked to say, a booty call.

      For some reason, the thought made me angry.

      Shoving down the feeling, I peeked through the window, then was disappointed to discover the curtains were thick enough that I could only see the soft light and nothing else. Frowning, I turned around and leaned against the harsh aluminum, tilting my head to the side, trying to listen.

      “Fine. If that’s what you want,” a deep voice growled out, “but I won’t go past two weeks. You know I’ll go crazy if I stay here too long.” Something inside me relaxed. It didn’t sound like they were screwing.

      “It’s not like you have anything else to do,” I heard her say.

      “You’ll also have to do my grocery shopping,” he ignored her comment, “bring me lots of Pop Tarts.” Her humming sound was her only response, and he continued on. “Oh, and I need a new stash of hash. I’m running low.”

      Now I could hear a slight protest. “I just got you some.”

      “I know, but it’s been worse lately. I’m smoking more than usual.”

      There was silence, and then she spoke. “I can tell, your place looks like shit.”

      His voice was so indifferent, I could almost hear him shrug. “It always looks like this.”

      “Not this bad though. When was the last time you took out your garbage?”

      “Are you judging me?” His voice hissed, then lowered. “You have no fucking idea what it’s like.”

      Wow, this guy sounded like a prick. He was too angry to take out his trash?

      “I know I don’t, and I’m sorry,” she rushed in. “I just think that it would help to clean⁠—“

      The sound of hissing caught my attention and I turned around to see her cat facing me, his back arched and his hair on end. Shit. I stepped forward, needing to quickly calm him so it wouldn’t draw their attention. The cat only backed away from me, his meowing noise growing louder.

      Frustrated but knowing it would be better if I was calm, I squatted down, holding my hand out and whispering softly. “It’s okay, kitty.”

      The cat suddenly stopped its howling, its ears perking up, a suspicious look on his face. Taking that as encouragement, I lay on my belly, my hand still extended. “See? It’s okay.” I made a kissing noise. “Come here, kitty.”

      The cat slowly crept forward, its tail up. When he got to my hand, his paw stretched forward and he tapped it, then quickly withdrew, jumping back.

      Remembering that I had a piece of chocolate in my pocket, I slowly reached in, careful not to startle him. I pulled it out, unwrapping it. As soon as it was in my hand, the cat stalked forward with a curious look on his face. I held it out and he leaned down, his whiskers tickling my hand as he sniffed it.

      “There you go,” I crooned.

      A soft tongue came out and a rough wetness touched my hand as the cat licked the chocolate. I gave him a little bit of time to get comfortable before I slid upwards in a sitting position. He settled on the ground right next to me, purring as he licked the sweet candy. I smiled, rubbing his head and he leaned into my hand, encouraging me. After petting him for a while, he rolled over, showing me his belly. Laughing softly, I took a chance that he wouldn’t scratch or bite, and rubbed his belly in soft strokes. He purred even louder.

      “What the hell is going on?”

      The voice startled me and my shoulders jumped, my head jerking towards it. Blayde was standing at the top of the stairs of the trailer, her arms folded over her chest, an angry look on her face. The guy stood at her back, a scowl on his face. It was then that I noticed his eyes were dark globes of blackness. I’d never seen eyes so dark before. A chill moved down my back.

      Well, shit.
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      What the actual fock? I stared down Tuddle the Traitor with disbelief on my face. “You’re letting him pet you?”

      Tuddle just blinked big, childlike eyes up at me. He didn’t even bother to climb back on his feet. In fact to add injury to insult, he wiggled his little body, encouraging the demon even more.

      My mouth dropped open. I couldn’t believe it.

      I stiffened, my nose widening in disgust. “What a hypocritical tramp.” Tuddle was the one who warned me not to mess with the demons and here he was, on his back, snuggling up to one of them.

      Maverick’s eyebrows furrowed in confusion but I ignored him, taking advantage of the fact that Tuddle wouldn’t dare talk back to me, not in front of the demon. Tuddle stood up, his whiskers sniveling in disapproval and offense. He lowered his head, picking up a small, brown square, then trotted off towards my car. My eyes widened when I saw what was in his mouth. “You gave my cat chocolate?” I screeched, running down the stairs. “Chocolate is bad for cats.”

      I chased after Tuddle, which is much more difficult than you’d imagine. He was too smart for a cat and it took me a full five minutes of running after him in circles around the yard. He stayed within reach just enough to taunt me before he’d dart ahead again.

      Annoyed, I yelled over my shoulder at Maverick. “You know you’re only proving my point about you being an idiot.” I glanced back to see my brother, Lennox, lazily staring after me, a smirk on his face. A deep rumbling sounded from Maverick. He was actually laughing as he watched me grab at Tuddle. “You guys could help out, you know!”

      The jerks.

      Tuddle hissed as I finally scooped him up, my finger sliding into his mouth to make him drop it. “Bad kitty. You know you can’t eat chocolate.”

      He bit me and pain shot up my arm to my elbow. I yelped, yanking my hand out of his mouth, but still making sure to hook my finger around the chocolate as it came out. He meowed a great sound, as if calling out in angst to his ancestors in protest. Then he jumped to the ground, his tail flicking upwards as he ran off.

      Gross, my fingers had slobber and crushed chocolate all over it. Scowling, I turned to my brother. “Thanks for your help, asshole.”

      “You’re welcome.” He just grinned, crossing his hands over his chest, then his eyes moved towards the demon. I followed his gaze, then yelped out again as I saw a flash of his hair flying in the air as he jumped over the fence, trying to escape. I scowled at my brother, pointing to him. “This is all your fault.”

      His smirk only grew bigger and he leaned against his door frame, watching me as I raced across his lawn.

      “Maverick, you’d better get the hell back here or I’m going to pummel your ass!” It was a ridiculous statement. My five foot five inches was nothing on his six foot seven.

      He didn’t even look back and, stomping through dandelions and ankle-high grass, I ran after him. I vaulted over the fence, landing in the bushes on the other side. Magic sparked all around me, cleansing my aura and I immediately felt calmer. Ugh, stupid firethorns. Those were supposed to be for Lennox, not for when I was chasing a nosy demon.

      I scrambled out of the bushes and a ripping sound alerted me to the tearing of my skirt. Ugh, this one was my favorite!

      Growling, I climbed to my feet and looked around the darkness, ready to pounce on his ass just for existing. My heart dropped as I realized he was gone. The smell of sulfur hit my nose and I knew that he’d smoked out of here.

      Demons could teleport away in a puff of smoke, and he’d taken advantage of the bushes distracting me to get away.

      I sighed, running my hands through my hair, pulling out a leaf. If I’d been able to use my wings, I would’ve caught him before he had the chance to smoke, but staying as human-like as possible was more important than capturing him.

      He’d be back, I knew it, if the state of Lennox’s current mood was any indication. The darker Lennox’s thoughts, the more he seemed to attract the supernaturals into our town.

      I also remembered the loving look on Nix’s face when he talked about his car. Yeah, he’d be back.

      I took the long way around the fence to give me a moment to calm down as I walked back to Lennox’s trailer.

      My twin was half fae, half demon, just like me, obviously. And while I was more like my mom, a light fae, my brother was gifted with a large portion of demon genes from dad. Lennox’s powers were wild and uncontrollable, and attracted all things demon like a huge magnet scraping across the Torch.

      When we’d moved here as babies, our town was small enough and a good distance from any large leylines - spots under the earth that drew in power - to keep supernatural interest far away. It was the reason my parents had chosen this place to settle.

      But when our powers manifested, all of a sudden large groups of demons and dark fae began to visit the small town. It was a time of chaos for my family, with both of us trying to learn how to control our powers, and my parents trying to keep our existence under wraps. It took my parents long enough to realize that Lennox’s uncontrolled powers were drawing the supernaturals here, but by then it was too late.

      Within weeks, my parents were dead and we were orphans. We were too old to be in the foster care system and I’d been taking care of Lennox ever since we were seventeen.

      He did not react well to my parents death.

      Although I didn’t blame him, he’d been the cause of it.

      I wasn’t there but I came home to the house on fire, a very bloody room, and my parent’s dead bodies at Lennox’s feet. He never explained what had happened but his haunted eyes told me everything.

      Passing through the firethorn gate calmed me again and I was able to push away the memory of the worst day of my life as I made my way towards Lennox.

      He was still leaning against the door, but now, a sober look crossed his face. Orange flame licked his skin and his blue-silver hair waved about his face as if he was in the middle of a storm. His eyes were a dark black and I knew that he’d already forgotten about the chocolate incident. A chill ran through my body as the dark orbs landed on me. I came to a stop, not wanting to go any further. I knew not to go near him when he looked like this. Something had set him off.

      “Toto, I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore.” Tuddle leaned into my leg, his soft fur a comfort even though I knew he was leaning on me for support. Big eyes looked up at me. “E.T. go home?”

      “Yes, Tuddle. It’s time to go home.” I reached down and scooped him up, holding him to my chest.

      Lennox didn’t speak or even move, except to give me a nod.

      We’d come to an understanding earlier. He would stay home for a couple of weeks while I fixed the demon’s car and sent them on their way. While he was home, he would try and cleanse his energy, which mostly meant he would smoke a bunch of pot to help him calm his raging powers. My dad had died before he could teach Lennox how to use his powers, and so his control over them was still sketchy. My brother had a good heart though, buried under all his anguish and demon powers. He lived in the middle of nowhere so that he wouldn’t hurt anyone.

      For now, staying home and cleansing his energy would hopefully stop his powers from attracting even more demons into our lives.

      It had to, to keep us safe.

      I nodded back to him, then slowly backed out of the gate, not willing to turn my back on him until I saw his door close.
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      “Hooman, we have a problem.” A soft head rubbed across my nose.

      I groaned, pushing Tuddle off me. “Go away. I’m still sleeping.”

      A few seconds later, a rough tongue scraped across my forehead and I shot upwards, rubbing my palm across it. Gross as all get out.

      “Tuddle, you know I don’t like it when you lick my face.” Frowning, I opened my eyes into slits, just enough to search for the cat, who was blinking up at me innocently. There was a banging noise at my door but I ignored it, instead, flipping onto my side and yanking the covers up to my face. “It’s too early to get up.”

      The banging sound grew louder and I groaned, grabbing my clock and blinking at it. Four in the morning.

      What the fock? I’d gotten exactly one hour of sleep. Who the hell was at my door so early?

      I had a feeling I knew the answer to that question but I tried to ignore it, squeezing my fingers into my ears and closing my eyes. After five minutes of trying to go back to sleep, I opened my eyes to see Tuddle’s face in mine. His large green eyes blinked at me. “The devil is at the door.”

      “I know.” I sighed, grabbing him to pull him into my chest. He purred as I stroked his fluffy fur, and I tried to decide what to do.

      The banging didn’t stop and I knew that it wouldn’t stop until I opened my door. Exhaling a large breath, I dragged myself out of bed and grabbed the bat under my mattress. I was going to kill these demons. Why did they insist on barging into my life? Was it really Lennox’s energy attracting them? Or was there something else going on here? I walked sluggishly towards the door, trying to determine if I was going to bash their heads in immediately, or give them a second to run away first.

      I opened the door, scowling. “What?”

      “Is Tuddle okay?” The concerned look on Maverick’s face made me soften. Was this dude actually worried about Tuddle?

      I hesitated too long. Both demons brushed right past me and the sound of my mother’s words blared through my memory. Never let a demon into your home. Well, I’d already focked that one up, didn’t I? Putting down the bat, I folded my arms across my chest and turned to glare at them. They were both walking around my apartment as if they were searching for something. Maverick’s golden hair was pulled up in a half bun and he held a brown paper bag in his hand.

      I raised my eyebrow at them. “What are you guys doing here?”

      “Where’s Tuddle?” Maverick only briefly glanced at me before walking down the hallway towards my room.

      “How do you know the name of my cat?” I started to follow him, then thought better of it, so I lingered in the hallway between my room and the living room. Nix was opening and closing my cupboards, his dark red hair tussled, as if I wasn’t the only person Maverick had woken.

      “I heard you yell it when you were chasing him earlier.” Maverick's words trailed down the hallway.

      “You could’ve helped me, you know.” He didn’t answer so I focused my attention on Nix, trying not to laugh and cry at the same time. How the hell did I have two focking demons in my house right now? What would mom say if she could see me now?

      Nix, head down, was looking through my junk drawer as if Tuddle would be hiding away among my ChapStick and unpaid bills. Tuddle was in fact hiding on top of the cupboards, only a few feet away from him, and I was hoping Tuddle would jump on Nix’s head, as he’d done to me several times.

      I rubbed my eyes. Fock, I was so tired. Too tired to deal with whatever this was. I should just let them get to the point, then they’d go away faster.

      Leaning back against the wall, I crossed my ankles and put on an unaffected look. “I never would’ve agreed to fix your stupid car if I had known you were going to end up uninvited in my apartment.”

      Nix suddenly stopped, his face moving upwards to glare at me. “Stupid car?”

      I crossed my arms across my chest, tilting my head up. “Your fancy new car would get blown away and your shiny paint dirtied up by my Firebird in a second.”

      His eyes roamed over me. “You’d have to be one hell of a driver.”

      Like he was a better driver then me. I smirked, then agreed sarcastically. “Suuure.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “You’re on. Any day. Any time.”

      I puffed air through my lips. “Nah. I don’t have time for that.” Actually I did. I had lots of time to spare, especially when my shop was empty. Last week I tried to teach Tuddle how to play solitaire. But I didn’t want to encourage any more time spent between me and the demons. They were already intruding into my life enough as it was. Clearly.

      His lips tilted upwards. “Why? You afraid you’ll lose and have to do something else with that dirty mouth of yours besides talk shit?”

      When I didn’t answer him, his eyes suddenly lowered as he took in all of the glory that was me. From my tousled hair to my cut off Metallica t-shirt that came down mid-thigh. I wasn’t wearing a bra or sleeping shorts, and it was clear where his eyes paused on my body that he was very aware of both those facts.

      Hey, what did you expect? They woke me up.

      I just smirked, letting him take it all in. If he was hard under those jeans of his, I couldn’t tell. Regardless, he wasn’t getting any piece of this ass.

      Demon, remember?

      He grinned. “If you’re worried about it, I promise I won’t wipe your tears when you lose.”

      “Oh, I’m not worried.”

      Smirking, he slammed the drawer shut, his eyes going back to my lips with a smoldering gaze. I bit my lower lip, trying not to show my own emotions. God, he was sexy. And the way he was looking at me was making my lady bits all wet.

      “You always sleep in that?” He nodded at my shirt, then he reached down to grab another lollipop from the bowl I kept on the counter and shoved it in his pocket. I bit down even harder on my lip. He would definitely pay for his greedy little grabby hands in the most delicious way.

      “Do you always break into people’s houses and rifle through their drawers?”

      “We didn’t break in. You opened the door.”

      “And can you please tell me why I opened the door for you idiots at four in the morning?”

      “We’re looking for Tuddle,” a rough gravelly voice said right next to my ear and my panties melted. Okay, not really, but it felt like it. Why did demons have to sound so damn hot? And how the hell did Maverick sneak up on me so quietly?

      “Tuddle isn’t here.” I changed the subject. “Why were you following me?” I didn’t turn to look at him but Maverick wasn’t having that. He leaned forward, his fingers going to my chin, and slowly pulled my face towards him. My eyes met his dark brown ones and I knew that he was about to magic me again. Why the hell did he care so much about Tuddle all of a sudden? He was trying to kill him earlier and then he was Mr. Humanitarian? His thumb swiped across my bottom lip, shooting heat right to beneath my thighs.

      “Tell me, where’s your cat?”

      This time I knew what to expect. I wiggled my fingers at my side, silently breathing the words to the spell and marking an ‘x’ across my thigh. I felt the tingle of my magic lightly shoot through my body, overpowering his demon magic. I frowned. “Why the hell are you looking for my cat, you satan worshipper? You fed him chocolate earlier, and now, what? You’ve come back to take him so you can sacrifice him to some demonic god?” I leaned in so that we were close enough to kiss. “Not happening, buddy.”

      His eyes clouded over with confusion, probably trying to wonder why his magic wasn’t working on me. He opened his mouth to respond when there was a loud shriek. We both turned to see Tuddle, who’d finally picked the perfect time to make his entrance. He’d jumped onto Nix’s head, who was grappling at the cat, trying not to be an asshole and throw him off. I burst out laughing at Nix’s girly scream and even Maverick chuckled.

      “Get. This. Cat. Off. Me.” Nix glared up at us and Maverick’s smile suddenly disappeared.

      Tuddle jumped down, then tiptoed across floor, his tail flicking. He saddled up to Maverick, rubbing against his legs. My mouth dropped open. Stupid focking traitor.

      Maverick leaned down, scooping him up in his muscle-ey arm, not that I noticed or anything, and began to stroke his head. “Well, hello, Tuddle. I’m so glad to see that you’re okay.”

      I huffed. “This is what you woke me up for?” Of course, under any other circumstances, I would be worried too. The reason I wasn’t was because I’d stayed up to make him a healing remedy. I quickly glanced at the kitchen, relieved to see that I’d left no traces of it out.

      “Of course.” Maverick looked up at me, an exasperated look on his face. Like I was the one who’d fed Tuddle chocolate. “I looked it up and you should never feed them chocolate.”

      I threw my hands up. “Well, duh!”

      “We’re supposed to watch him for vomiting, diarrhea, and…” Nix’s nose scrunched up as if he was trying to remember what else. He looked so cute. “And stuff.”

      “Great,” I turned around and started down the hallway, yawning. “You guys watch the cat. I’m going back to bed.”

      “Not so fast.” Maverick grabbed my wrist, pulling me back into the room. He held up the paper bag. “We should give him this. It’ll help him not get sick.”

      I was immediately intrigued. Were they actually going to help Tuddle, or were they up to something more nefarious? They were demons, after all. I eyed it speculatively, then, snapping my hand out, grabbed it. Maverick's mouth dropped open in surprise. His hand was still dangling in my face, like he was still holding the bag, and he lifted his eyes to stare at the empty space. Biting down on my smile, I peeked into the bag, keeping an eye on Nix in my periphery who’d started walking towards us.

      It looked like a cookie. I took in a deep sniff and… smelled rosemary, gingko, and primrose oil. Yeah, good luck getting Tuddle to choke that down. I knew it would take them forever because I’d just spent twenty minutes trying to shove the exact same ingredients down his throat.

      Well, at least they weren’t trying to poison him.

      I shoved the bag back into Maverick's chest. “Well, good luck with that.”

      “Err…” Maverick looked uncertain. “Don’t you want to give it to him?”

      “Nah.” I looked down at Tuddle, who was still stalking across Maverick's legs, his level of purring completely obnoxious. “Looks like you’ll be fine.” I cupped my hand over my mouth, faking a loud yawn. “I’m going to bed. I have to get up tomorrow and rebuild an engine.”

      Nix, who had come to stand next to us, looked at Maverick. “I think she should stay up with us, don’t you think? What if the cat starts throwing up?”

      Maverick nodded smartly. “You’re right. I mean, what if it gets so bad Tuddle needs to go the vet?” He turned soft, pleading eyes on me. “You wouldn’t want something bad to happen to him, would you?” His voice caught in the perfect imitation of true angst. “He could die.”

      “Ugh,” I stomped my foot. “That’s why you don’t give chocolate to a cat in the first place!”

      “You’re right.” His hand reached forward to pull my hair behind my ear and my chest buzzed at the contact. This time he wasn’t using his special demon magic on me. “I’m really sorry.”

      Damnit. He was being nice now.

      I raised my eyebrow. “What I want to know, is how you plan on getting the cat to eat that smelly thing?” I pointed at the paper bag, my nostrils flaring in memory of the smell.

      “With this.” Nix held up his hand, showing me a bottle of peanut butter. My bottle of peanut butter. Well, make yourself at home, demon dude.

      “If it makes you feel better,” Maverick said, “you could fall asleep next to me on the couch. I’ll stay up to make sure Tuddle’s fine.”

      I opened my mouth to tell him that I could just sleep in my bed but Nix didn’t wait for me to respond. Throwing the bottle of peanut butter at Maverick, he wrapped his fingers through mine and tugged me towards the couch. I drug my feet but gave in, knowing they probably wouldn’t let me go back to bed anyways.

      My apartment was pretty sparse, but the few things I’d actually spent a decent amount of money on was a comfortable mattress, a large, thin-screen TV, and the most homey couch you’d ever set your rear into. It was where I spent most of my time: in bed, sleeping, or on the couch watching TV. I’d figured I deserved to splurge a little bit, seeing as everything else went to funding Lennox’s pot habit.

      Nix fell into the couch, immediately sinking into the cushions, and pulled me with him so that I was in his lap. He adjusted so that he was leaning back into the side, his legs sprawled out, with me in between his legs. I sat there stiffly, not daring to get comfortable. Maverick grabbed the blanket off the back of the couch and spread it over us. A warmth moved over me and I had the sudden desire to fall into a deep sleep.

      Mmm, it was nice and toasty under here. I pulled it up around my shoulders.

      Nix’s hands wrapped around me, tugging me closer into his lap. Sighing, I leaned back into his chest, discovering that yes, he was as muscular as he looked. Him and Maverick began to talk as I watched Maverick get down on the floor, coaxing Tuddle close by holding out cookie bits dipped into peanut butter. He looked completely ridiculous - a big, muscled giant of a man, on the floor, cajoling my cat to eat.

      It didn’t take him long, and within two minutes the whole thing was gone. Maverick looked up at me, a knowing grin on his face.

      I didn’t give him the satisfaction of congratulating him, mostly because I was jealous I hadn’t thought of peanut butter in the first place. Instead I gave him a bored look, then snuggled deeper into Nix’s chest, my eyelids drooping. As they talked, Nix’s fingers moved to my head, playing with my hair in a soothing motion, and it made me blink sleepily.
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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.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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