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      To my dad. RIP, I miss you so much but I know you’d proud of me. You always told me I could make my dreams come true. You warned me to not grow up so fast and I wish I had listened. But you always believed in me.

      To my mom – we have not always seen eye to eye, but you’ve never given up on me. You’ve always encouraged me and told me that I can do this no matter what. Thank you for always being there for me.

      To my husband – my number one best friend. You’ve never given up on me. I know I can always count on you when you shut the tv off and tell me to sit my butt down and start writing.

      

      To everyone who made this book and any of my others possible – you guys mean a lot to me, but naming every single person in my life who has helped me get to this point might take up more pages then the book (okay, that might be an exaggeration but it sure wouldn’t be a small amount). You guys are all rockstars and I hope you all reach your dreams as well.
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      “Why are you so intent on living there, Davina?” Tris asks, and not for the first or even twentieth time in our lifetime.

      I stare at the glimmering city. Where the tops of buildings reach toward the sky, gleaming where the sun hits their metal casings. The city is protected by wards and guards, something I’ve heard far too often is the most dangerous part of it.

      “I can be somebody there.” I sigh longingly, leaning back on my hands, never drawing my eyes from the magnificent city. “I can dance. All day and night and for large crowds and everything.”

      Tris shakes her head and leans forward, gripping the edge of the roof as she stares down. I twist the cap on my water bottle and peer down at the dirt roads as well. If I were to dump water out now, it would splash onto the road and be absorbed almost instantly. This poor land is so thirsty. I can’t remember the last time it rained for longer than half an hour, and those were never heavy rainfalls either.

      “You can still be somebody without having to go and put a show on for a bunch of strangers to ogle you,” she tells me softly, her voice practically a whisper.

      I squint my eyes at her, pressing my lips together. She’s been acting weird for days now. Almost secretive.

      “Why do you say that?” I question, nudging her with my shoulder.

      “What would you do if I moved?” she suddenly questions, taking me off guard.

      “What?”

      Tris clears her throat and draws her head up, eyes finally meeting mine. She’s been avoiding looking at me all day, and now I know why. Her eyes are bloodshot, cheeks slightly puffy.

      “Why are you crying? Tris, what’s wrong?”

      She swallows, drawing her shoulders back. “What would you do if we moved?”

      ‘We’. The operative word. And a switch from her first question. No longer just her moving, but her and Patrick.

      “Are you guys moving?” I ask nonchalantly and turn, picking up my wrapped sandwich sitting next to me.

      If she can’t see my face, she can’t see the pain that’s clearly written upon it. I promised myself the day I watched her and Patrick take their vows that I would not stop the two of them from bettering their lives. And doing that simply means moving the fuck out of this place. I should’ve seen that coming with that self-promise.

      “Patrick wants to start looking for a better job… outside of town. Somewhere else.”

      “He wants to better your guy’s lives.” I shrug. “Nothing wrong with that.”

      “I’ve never lived anywhere else, Davina. I’ve been here my entire life.”

      I vaguely recall our old place, far away from people. Nobody visited, and it took us days by wagon to get into town and buy things. Desmond used to talk about the big house and all the land we had to go with it. He used to tell me about the forts we’d made. But my time there was so short, the memories are fuzzy at best.

      “It would be good for you guys,” I tell her, my heart aching as I push the words out through my mouth. “To make a better life for yourselves.”

      She’s silent for a moment as she looks out over the dilapidated town. Most houses here are so run down, falling in or patched up so badly that there’s no telling where the good pieces of it are to keep them standing.

      “What if you came with us?”sShe asks, her voice suddenly brightening. “You can⁠—”

      “My dad needs me,” I tell her defensively, my tone clipped. “You know I can’t just up and leave him.”

      “Desmond did,” Tris says airily.

      I grimace, my shoulders tensing. “He’s part of the service, fighting in the war⁠—”

      “Is that really what you believe?” Tris says with a snort. “Come on, you’ve heard the rumors, Davina.”

      “I’ve heard them,” I agree. “Doesn’t mean they’re real, though. Desmond wouldn’t do that to us. Vampires took our mother and Evanna⁠—”

      “You don’t know if it was vampires,” Tris cuts me off, looking at me sharply. “It could’ve been shifters or witches or anything else. You know that. Why are you so convinced it was the vampires?”

      I frown and shift my gaze away from her, staring down at the dusty streets. There is no proper answer to her question; there never is. I don’t really know why I believe it was vampires, but I do. It just makes the most sense. Anything else seems so farfetched. I know it's ridiculous without viable evidence, and plenty of people have called me crazy for not having it to prove, but I know what I believe.

      “Maybe Dad told me that a long time ago.” I shrug, repeating the same answer I’ve given for so long now that sometimes, I almost believe it myself. “And I’ve just held onto it.”

      I can feel Tris’s reluctance to believe me. She knows when I’m not telling the truth. We’ve been friends, practically sisters, for far too long for her to not know and vice versa.

      “You know, you can still go with us. We can take your dad⁠—”

      “He’s too unstable to make those kinds of trips,” I defend, shaking my head hard. “It could really hurt him or worse. I’m not risking it.”

      “You’re going to be stuck here if you don’t do something,” Tris warns me and stands, wobbling a little dangerously on the precipice of the rooftop before she hops back down to the roof. “Didn’t we used to promise each other we wouldn’t get stuck here?”

      “That was before life took a shit on my family, Tris,” I say frostily. “My mom and sister were taken, my dad went so fucking senile he’s basically comatose, and my brother ran off with the army. It’s just me here. I can’t just leave.”

      Tris stops, lingering for a moment before turning back to me, shadows dancing in her eyes the way they always do when she knows something deep. “You can. You’re just too afraid, Davina.”
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      Stepping over a pile of rubble, I kick aside a brown glass bottle and hop down the steps leading to my apartment. Water pools in the corners with nowhere to go without throwing it over the railing above with a bucket. I don’t roll my eyes because of the water itself. It’s the fact that it still exists right now. It’s been two weeks since the last storm. Two fucking weeks since I asked for it to be taken care of. Two weeks of being ignored—that much is obvious.

      Tugging open the screen door, I push at the interior one, grimacing as the hinges creak. It’s one of the things that I don’t even ask to be fixed. Oil costs too much, especially just to fix a couple hinges.

      “Shut the damn door. It’s letting the light in!” The holler grates at my nerves, but I catch the croakiness of his words.

      I don’t listen to be nice. I listen because of the rats and roaches looking for sanctuary. Any open door is free rein to them. To make my point, I slam the door shut, and multiple groans ensue. As I step out of the little entrance and into the living room, glass crackles beneath my boot. I crush it into a million little pieces, digging into the carpet patched with various stains. Lifting the toe of my boot, I stare at the brown coloring and let out a huff of a breath, moving my foot away from the heap. Only to crunch another pile of glass.

      “What the hell, Frank?” I question loudly. “What is with all the fucking glass?”

      “What is with the loud ass mouth?” Henry’s voice, far too recognizable for my liking, enters my ears. “Shut the fuck up, Davina. We’re trying to sleep.”

      I finally step fully into the living room and stare at the mess of people and items around the room. Every piece of furniture is covered with a body or two. Glass litters the ground in shards, along with piles of trash. Boxes, bags, and the like are strewn about, and the air is thick with the unmistakable scent of urine. My stomach curls, and I have to swallow back bile as it threatens to rise.

      “What the hell happened here?”

      “For fuck’s sake, Frank. Shut your whiny ass girlfriend up,” Henry snaps, stirring on the couch as he turns over, burying his face and ears in his pillow.

      My pillow.

      My purple pillow that I got as a kid before my mom… I swallow, fury burning through me as I cross the living room to him. I yank my pillow out from his greasy head, and he lands with a thwack on the cushion, groaning.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you? Are you psycho or something?” he snarls as he looks up at me.

      “Really, Frank?” I ask loudly, my eyes on Henry, glaring. “You’re going to let your pathetic little friend talk to me like this?”

      “Just shut up, Davina,” Frank grumbles behind me, and I turn to face him, my eyes dropping to the two on the ground. “Just let us sleep this off, will you?”

      The girl’s eyes flicker open, and she looks up at me sheepishly, her cheeks turning bright pink as she tugs the blanket over her bare breasts. I step aside and bend over, snatching up the beige bra on the ground in front of their heads and dropping it on the girl’s face.

      “Fine, whatever you want, Frank. I’m getting my stuff, and then I’ll leave you be.”

      “Wait, what?” His voice pipes up, wide awake now at my words.

      He scrambles up, much to the protest of the girl he shared a blanket and slobber with. I roll my eyes and turn, stepping over someone bunched up beneath their blanket so I can get to my room. On our bed lay another two people. Two girls wrapped inside one another’s arms, bare-ass naked on top of the sheets.

      I ignore them as I cross to the closet and pull out my suitcase, tossing it to the ground and flicking it open.

      “Davina, come on,” Frank whines as he enters, also ignoring the two girls. “You’re being ridiculous.”

      I ignore him as I yank down the few outfits hanging in my closet, folding them to toss in my suitcase.

      “You’re overreacting. We had a party, got drunk and a bit high. I’m sorry about that—I wasn’t thinking. Literally. Come on, please don’t do this.”

      “For fuck’s sake, Frank. Go back to your night pussy,” I snap and cross to the one dresser, pulling out my folded clothes.

      Dropping every piece of fabric into my suitcase, I snatch up the music box on top of the dresser. The only costly item that I own. When I moved in here with Frank, I had at least two more handfuls of treasured items. But he either sold them for a quick buck to fuel his partying or broke them. Mostly the former. At least he won’t get shit for my music box, so Frank has never tried to sell it. It’s valuable because of who gave it to me. Not for the price tag that could be attached to it.

      “Babe, please,” Frank pleads, grabbing hold of my arm.

      I jerk my arm back and turn to him, glowering. “Don’t touch me. I’m pretty sure I can guess where those fingers have been.”

      He holds up his hands, and one of the girls on the bed stirs, groaning as she rises. Her breasts jiggle as she sits up and stretches her arms over her head. I turn my eyes away from her, busying myself by locating all my shoes. Two pairs, plus the ones I’m wearing. I stare at the six pairs of shoes that belong to Frank, gritting my teeth at the shiny ones that remind me of the electric bill we had to go without paying for two months for them. Because he just had to have them.

      I pull my eyes away from them, shove my pillow into my suitcase as the last item, and zip it up, lifting the damned thing to a standing position. Turning to face him, I catch Frank’s eyes on the girl who has now slipped out of bed to make her way to the restroom, swaying her hips.

      “Really?” I scoff. “Fuck, you’re pathetic.”

      I don’t know what’s worse. The fact that he’ll put his dick in almost anything that has a pussy and walks or that he hasn’t put it in me for the last seven months.

      I pull my suitcase behind me, bouncing on the uneven ground.

      “Come on, it was just a fucking party,” Frank slurs as he follows me. “You’re overreacting.”

      As I pass the little table against the back wall of the living room, I swipe at the pile of mail, rifling through it before slamming it back down. “You didn’t mail the electric or sewage bills.”

      “Yeah, well—I didn’t have the money,” Frank stammers as I turn to face him. He shrugs, shifting his gaze to anywhere but me.

      “I left the fucking money on top of these.” I glance around, my eyes taking in the boxes once again.

      The broken bottles gleam at me, winking in the dim light filtering through the grime-covered windows. “You used the fucking bill money for this party.”

      “Well, food prices went up and—well, drinks. You can’t party without drinks and a little… extra, I guess.” He stumbles over his words, throwing his hands up as if it’s no big deal.

      I don’t even say anything as I turn away. The corners of my eyes burn with tears, and it's not because I’m sad or upset. No, anger sears through me, white-hot, and I know if tears don’t come out, it’s going to leave my body in a closed fist right through those teeth of his.

      I lift my suitcase up the stairs and into the crispy air of fall. The gloomy clouds above give way to an incoming storm, and I know I’m going to have to find somewhere to sleep for the night or be caught right in the height of it. Glancing up, I eye the swollen clouds warily. It isn’t so worrisome to sleep where the rain pelts. If it wasn’t for the storm, I’d be more eager to make sure I have four walls around me when the sun goes down. At least with the rain, I’m a lot safer regardless of where I have to sleep.

      Rubbing my eyes, I try to stifle the yawn, but it comes anyway as I lower my suitcase to the gravel road, tugging it behind me.

      Night shifts are fucking brutal. I need sleep, but I refuse to go to bed where some girls have come all over, and my boyfriend fucked another girl in the other room. Maybe even in our bed before the girls. Honestly, I wouldn’t be so surprised if that’s the case. It’s not like he hasn’t done it before.

      The bed I worked three straight days to pay for. The apartment I work two fucking jobs to keep. The electric and sewage I work doubles twice a month to keep on top of. All for fucking what exactly?

      I wouldn’t be walking down the street with my luggage if things were actually good, now would I?

      At the end of the block, I stop and turn to the cute little two-story house. The top window is boarded up, and the picket fence surrounding the yard has planks missing. The boards covering the house are just barely holding it up. Even so, it’s still one of the better-looking houses in this place.

      And my best friend lives within the four walls with her partner, who actually has a stable job that he’s stayed at longer than two weeks, and doesn’t have wild parties when she has a night shift. Actually, she doesn’t even have to work night shifts. So she gets to be home and in her own bed, not even having an ounce of worry about where her partner is currently because if he isn’t working the random night shift for extra money, he’s snoring right in her ear in bed.

      I’d be a big fat liar if I said I wasn’t jealous of Tris sometimes. Happy for her, absolutely. She has a chance to actually get somewhere, maybe even to the Glare one day. The big city, the place where everyone makes it to be somebody or simply has a decent and good life. Unlike here, where we scrounge for food and money and go without for days at a time. And while that’s all good and dandy, it still kind of sucks that I can’t have what she has. I got the shitty brother when I wound up with my boyfriend.

      If I could go back in time and smack the both of us for even considering dating brothers because we thought it would be the exact same deal, I would in a fucking heartbeat.

      I linger for a moment before turning away and continuing down the street. There’s no point in bothering Tris and Patrick. They have a decent life together, and it isn’t Patrick’s responsibility to get his little brother back in line. Again. And he only does it because of Tris. Otherwise, I know he wouldn’t bother with his brother. Patrick has a good enough life that shouldn’t be mucked up by someone who just cannot get control of himself.

      So, I guess shelter for the day it is. I can catch some sleep and then get off to work. I might have to borrow a uniform from the back room, so I won’t be wearing my crusty one from last night, but it’s better than nothing. I can take my stuff with me and store my suitcase in the utility closet during my shift. I’ll figure everything else out later. One step at a time. Just like usual. It’s not like this hasn’t happened before. Nobody will say a word and let me be. Which is a good thing.
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      The building is falling apart bit by bit, but it works for the most part. It’s good for what I want to use it for, need to use it for. As usual, though, I glance around, nervously making sure that nobody is paying me any mind. But this is so far from town that no one can just look out their window and spy me slipping through the broken doors.

      Sucking in a breath as I slide through the jagged glass pieces, I duck so I don’t hit my head on the poles hanging from the ceiling. I eye the desk split down the middle. Once upon a time, it had been ready to receive new dancers into this place. My heart aches as I wish to have lived in the time this place was alive with actual dancers.

      Mom used to say I’m an old soul, born far too late. I should’ve been born generations ago because I simply don’t belong here.

      My steps echo through the empty front. I can only imagine how it once teemed with life. Chatter, laughter, everything in between. The door I walk through is hanging loosely on its rusted hinges. I don’t dare push at it; they look too flimsy to be jostled. One wrong move will most likely send this building crashing to the ground, and I will be hit with it. I’m not exactly looking to be crushed alive right now.

      My destination is down the hall toward the back of the building. The giant ballroom, that’s what I call it anyway. I’m sure there’s a different name for it, something it used to be called, but I’ve never exactly found it in a book, so I just stick with what I prefer.

      The far side wall is nothing but a long mirror, and drilled into it is a pole that stretches corner to corner. Over the years, I’ve watched as the golden shine grows duller, the metal corroding. In some places, I can no longer touch it for fear of cutting my hands in the cracks and holes that have appeared.

      It’s such a sordid sight, but it’s the best I have. All that I have right now.

      The only people who know about this are my family. Dad’s memory is far too gone right now, locked somewhere inside. He would never be able to answer any questions if this place came down on me and I went missing. It would take days on end to get hold of my brother, and by then, my body would be a decayed mess. Maybe unrecognizable.

      I glance up at the ceiling above the doors that’ll take me into the precious ballroom. Water stains line it. There might even be mold poking through somewhere, but for the moment, I don’t see it. I can’t even really smell it. Most places hold some form of mold here, though, so it’s not like it’ll be foreign to me. For fuck’s sake, even my apartment has mold in a couple of the corners.

      If I was in the Glare, I wouldn’t have this problem. There would be no mold and no threat of health risks at all. That would be nice, for sure.

      But at this point, it’s not that big of a deal. Beggars can’t be choosers, and I’m lucky to have a place to lay my head at night. Not everyone gets that.

      Pushing open the door just enough to slip through, I gently pull it closed behind me. I refuse to just let it slam shut and disrupt something.

      To my side is another wall of mirrors. I’m pretty sure they’re one-way, but who the fuck knows? I’ve never gone into the side room to check my theory. This is the only room in this place I really trust.

      This studio is my place. Though my family knows about it, that’s only a safety precaution, so they can find me if needed. When I come here, they leave me alone and let me return home whenever I’m ready.

      The floorboards creak, withered from both age and weather, as I cautiously move along them. There’s a hole in the far-right corner of the ceiling. Snow gets in, rain gets in. It all falls in. I once found a nest with eggs in it. The guilt about taking the eggs home for Mom to cook twisted my stomach and made me physically ill for almost a fortnight. But then mom told me that survival is a must, and sometimes, if we can have a little extra, we take it.

      Those eggs gave us a good breakfast. We didn’t always have breakfast. Not that I really do now, but I get it now. The little extras here and there are what matters.

      Standing in front of the mirror, I stare at myself. I’ve seen pictures of women in books from the old times. Where they’re so beautiful and fluffed out. That they have curves and meat on their bones. My clothes are a bit baggy and have holes in the fabric. A few are patched to keep them intact for just a smidge longer.

      Every half-year marker, free clothes are handed out. If I need any before then, I’ll have to figure out what’s good for a trade. I don’t have much left as it is, so I have to make my clothes last as best as I can.

      My face looks hollow, my cheeks sunken in, and my dark hair falls down my back in waves, brushing along my ass. The photos I’ve seen of ballerinas tell me that I might’ve just made the cut. They always look so lithe in their pictures that I’m sure I would make it. But I don’t have the proper outfit for it. Those leotards or tutus. I’ve heard that the dancers in the Glare have them.

      I want so badly to be part of that. To have an actual outfit, to be part of a dancing team. To learn from an actual teacher, not from books. I know I still have a lot to learn because books can only tell you so much. I’d like to think that I know enough for a teacher to take me in if I ever get to that place.

      The books also say that one should have music when dancing, something to follow the beat to. I’ve never had that. The Glare does, though.

      Positioning myself in front of the mirror, the heels of my feet press together. I bend my knees slightly, clutching the pole as I do my crunches, stretching. My eyes stay on my form, trying to keep my focus on myself.

      I dance to make everything else go away. To allow me to forget that the rest of the world even exists. When all I can do is think about dancing and my movements, it’s easy to let myself pretend that I live in the Glare as a ballerina. That I’m one of them.

      All I want is to be one of them.

      But I have to take care of Dad, or he has nobody. Maybe Margie, but he isn’t her responsibility. Some would also argue he isn’t my responsibility, but he and I are all either of us has left. Dipping out on him to try and attain a farfetched dream would just be selfish of me. Just because Margie was Mom’s best friend doesn’t mean it’s right to ask her to do so much. Besides, the diner she owns has its own set of responsibilities for her, and the fact that she lets me work there is a blessing in disguise. Without that job, I would have no idea where I would even be right now. Or what I’d do.

      I can feel the air move around me as I push off the pole and twirl. When I dip, the world turns with me. And as usual, everything melts away. I can hear the clapping, the cheering, even the low hum of the music, though I’m not entirely sure what it even sounds like to know it exactly.

      With my eyes open, the world around me turns into a multitude of colors. Ribbons twirl around me, tugging me in the directions I need to move, twisting my body around. I feel so light when I dance. I feel so right when I dance.

      Only I exist, and that’s all I want right now.

      Until my foot catches on a board jutting out of the ground, sending me toppling over. Falling head over heels, I land on my back, sputtering out a breath. Black spots flash in front of my vision, and as they fade, everything falls down on me.

      Not literally.

      The pain from my fall shoots through my body, and the rough fabric of my clothes scrapes against my skin. Pushing myself to a sitting position, I shake my head, the spinning calming down. My legs tremble violently as I stand, just like always when I come out of a dancing haze. As usual, it takes a few moments for my body to settle so I can step forward without losing my grip and falling to the ground.

      The air presses down on me again, and all the worries and woes of before fill my head once more. I’m desperate to return to the swirling colors and ribbons.

      Instead, I have to push my hair back and away from my sweat-covered face. I know I smell like it, too, but I don’t dare sniff myself. I did that once. Never again.

      Tilting my head back, I look up at the ceiling. A few spiderwebs stretch between the beams, their silky threads glittering from the light of the sun beaming through the holes dotted above them. I watch as one of the eight-legged owners scuttles around it, pincers snapping. It stops and looks down with beady eyes.

      “Hello there, little one,” I muse. “Don’t worry, I won’t disturb your home.”

      Its pinchers clack together again, and it returns to its shenanigans, ignoring my existence now. Yeah, I’d pretend I’m not around with how covered in perspiration I am, too.

      Looking to my right, I catch sight of my sweaty-looking face. It’s shiny on my flesh, just like in the books.

      Now that I have to actually be back in reality, I feel so crushed. No one is here clapping or cheering for me. Nobody is waiting for me with a bouquet of flowers, gushing in admiration for my dancing. It’s just me, in the quiet.

      Anger surges through me, fresh, hot, and ready to explode. But I push it down, down, and down. If I let it out now, there is no going back. Things get broken when I get angry, and I can’t afford for that to happen. Especially now that I don’t have a place to return to.

      Stupid Frank and his little dick. He deserves the gutters he’s about to be put in without me around paying off all the debts. He’ll either learn his lesson or shackle some other poor girl who will simply land in the same spot as me. She’ll realize eventually, and then Frank will come crawling back, pleading for me to take him back. It's the same old game, just different girls every time.

      I won’t go back this time. He isn’t worth it. He shouldn’t be worth it anyway.

      Turning back to the mirror, I stare at myself all over again.

      I deserve so much better. That’s what Mom would’ve told me by now. Probably multiple times, too. Maybe if she was around, I wouldn’t have to put up with Frank, to have someone to live with all so I wouldn’t be alone. That’s the part I hate the most, in all honesty. I hate being alone.

      I know I’m done dancing for now. I let that idiot get back into my head, and it’s going to take a bit to shake him off and get back into my dancing head. What I also know is that, however it happens, hours tend to pass when I’m dancing. The world slips into that colorful stream of ribbons, and along with that, so does time.
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      “Davina?” Margie’s voice is thick in my ears, pulling me out of my slumber.

      I stir and turn my head, blinking awake. “Hmm?”

      She straightens in my view, her eyebrows bunched up together in question and worry. “At least you aren’t on the street.” She sighs, beckoning me up.

      I sit up, letting the scratchy blanket fall to my lap. Rubbing my eyes, I glance down at my suitcase, but it sits in the same place as I left it. Untouched, unopened. My eyes flicker up to Margie, and I smile tightly. “How did you know I was here?”

      She smiles softly, a lot kinder than mine. “I know people.”

      I roll my eyes. That’s code for being called because I’m here. Not the first time, but I really want it to be the last. However, I feel little hope of that happening.

      “Come on, you can stay at my place. You should’ve just come there. You know you’re always welcome,” she chirps as I scramble up and grab my suitcase.

      I say nothing. Only because it would turn into a pointless argument about how I just don’t want to be anyone’s burden. It isn’t their fault that my boyfriend is shitty and takes my money and is selfish with it instead of trying to help better our lives. It’s not their fault he’d rather party and sleep all day instead of fucking working. They shouldn’t have to pick up the pieces every time.

      Neither should I. I know that very well. I just can’t stop clinging to the hope that one day, he’ll change. I think I’m getting tired, though. I think I’m losing that hope, sliver by sliver. Hopefully, soon, before I pop out one of his kids and am stuck in a game with the asswipe, I’ll finally allow myself to never look back. Then again, it’s not like he can knock me up with the lack of sex. Guess there’s a silver lining to having to make my own orgasms lately. I can’t knock myself up.

      Plus, I don’t want to be stuck here. I want to get out. To have a better life. To not have to scavenge for food half the time. I want to not have to worry, stress, cry in the dead of night, get sick with worry that one wrong step is going to toss it all away, and everything I have accomplished will be for naught.

      Trailing behind Margie, I look around the place. It reeks just as bad as my apartment this morning. People soil themselves, unable to control themselves. Most are still fast asleep right now, tweaked on something or another. Faerie dust, vampire blood, or even wolfsbane. I’ve read books that depict a world where humans were on top, and the drugs of choice were called ‘cocaine,’ ‘meth,’ ‘ice,’ ‘alcohol.’ Things like that I can’t imagine, simple things fucking people up compared to these strong drugs and drink choices of today’s world. But they did, so I guess we’ve evolved in ways to destroy ourselves. Because, of course, we would. Why would we not want to be healthy and strong and fight against the predators that rule today’s society?

      Why would we not want something better for ourselves?

      Human nature, I guess. Find the easy way out. Ignore the hard shit.

      Pulling my gaze away from the bodies littering the place, I feel the clench in my chest. The only difference between me and them is that I don’t let myself fall prey to the drugs and drinks that influence our minds and keep us happy enough to simply obey commands. Other than that, I’m not better than they are. I bellyache and moan and scream about what an atrocity all this is. Something needs to change.

      But exactly what do I do to help make it any better?

      Nothing. Absolutely fucking nothing.

      Then again, it’s not like I have time nor money to even dare risk a chance.

      “So, how is your father doing?” Margie asks as we fall into step on the cracked and broken sidewalk, my suitcase bouncing behind us noisily.

      I side-eye her. Is this a serious question, or is she just trying to make minimal conversation so we don’t walk in silence?

      “He’s the same. Pining for people who won’t come back, collecting anything and everything in sight. He’s a shitshow.”

      Margie shakes her head, her pudgy cheeks flapping slightly at the movement. “When are you going to see him again?”

      I want to say never. I want to put my foot down and refuse to go. But both Margie and p know that won’t happen. He’s all I’ve got, and vice versa. “Tomorrow afternoon, after I get some sleep from my shift. I have tomorrow night off, so I’m going to take him dinner again.”

      Weekly dinner, I should add. I know I don’t need to, though.

      “I’ll make some soup, and you can freeze it for him. Give him at least two extra nights of dinner,” she tells me.

      Sweet, kindhearted Margie. Dad is well enough to connect the kindness, and he will eat the soup on designated nights, so he isn’t munching on crackers or stale noodles at least. It’s a good thing, too, because if he ever puts me in the position of having to lie to Margie about the meals, like if he suddenly starts selling them or whatever, maybe I would have words with him. For now, I pretend to not notice the disarray of his current lifestyle. So different from when he raised us.

      I grimace. Dad doesn’t talk about Mom or Evanna. Very rarely does he bring up Desmond. Tris tries to, but I guess I take after the old man because simply considering they had once existed, let alone anything else about them, just hurts way too much.

      When I have to, I like to pretend they got out. They got to go to the Glare and are living their best lives. One day, I’ll join them. Even if, logically, I know they won’t be there. Still, a girl can dream, right?

      “I’ll also make you some cookies,” she continues. “Double fudge, right?”

      I wrinkle my nose. “Replacing that fudge is too expensive, Margie⁠—”

      “I only get the extra fudge for you, Davina,” she cuts in gently. “For your birthday and pick-me-ups. It’s the least I can do.”

      I know better than to argue with the older woman. She and Mom were best friends, and if it wasn’t for her, our family would’ve drowned after Mom just… disappeared.

      Carina was after her. That broke Dad. Desmond got into the Raiders to track both of them down. But that was six years ago. I swear things would be a lot worse if Margie wasn’t around.

      We don’t talk about my mother or brother or sister. I shouldn’t even be thinking about this. It hurts so fucking much. But they’re all I think about half the time.

      Margie’s little one-bedroom apartment is three blocks away from the shelter, up a flight of metal chairs that twist and turn. It’s not the first time I’ve lugged up my suitcase, but even so, it strains my muscles to do so, and I hate it all over again. When we finally make it to the top landing and turn to walk to the end of the row of one-bedroom apartments, a wide-open door stops us. Margie steps in front of me, holding her arm out protectively, and I step back, peeking around her as best as I can to see what’s going on.

      I’m not sure I’ve ever noticed her neighbors before. This place is for singles or childless couples. Occasionally, some spend the night, but it’s not a place for a family unless it’s the absolute last resort to simply stay off the street. Which, actually, isn’t very farfetched.

      A lanky figure steps out of the open apartment door, straightening his shoulders as he dabs at his mouth with a handkerchief. Turning his head, he stares at us with shining eyes, and the corners of his lips curl upward into a cold smile. A trail of red still lines his pale face, down his chin, coating the collar of his shirt. My heart picks up speed, hammering in my ears.

      His eyes shift to me, simmering as the corner of his lips curl into a smirk. I shift behind Margie, grabbing hold of her floral dress. She wraps an arm around me protectively, straightening, daring the fanged stranger to come at either of us.

      Goddess, I hope he doesn’t come at us. I know well enough that Margie will throw herself in front of me to give me a head start. But it’ll only be two minutes at the very least. Once he’s done with Margie, it won’t matter with his speed.

      “Ladies.” He gives us a curt nod and turns on his shiny shoes, heading for the other side of the railing to the stairs.

      Margie clears her throat and edges forward, beckoning for me to follow. I watch as the fanged man descends the steps, hits the landing, and turns to look up at me.

      Come here, the baritone voice whispers in my mind. Don’t take the stairs, though. Just jump.

      My legs move on their own, fingers releasing my suitcase. It thuds in my ears, but I don’t care. I have to listen, do what I’m told. The need to obey buzzes through my entire being. Reaching the railing, I clutch it, fingers curling tightly as I lean over just slightly to make sure he’s still watching. He has yet to break eye contact.

      My vision darkens, and the hold on me snaps like a rubber band being released. I suck in a sharp breath and stagger back with a gasp, breathing heavily.

      “Inside. Quickly,” Margie demands, her voice shaking. “Goddamn bloodsuckers,” she mutters and grabs my suitcase, leading me into her apartment.

      Making sure no one else is around outside the door, she closes it and latches the lock into place, leaning my suitcase against the wall.

      “They’ve been coming around frequently. I thought those were just rumors, you know? That people are paid to be fed from.” She shivers. “It’s true, though, and it’s happening here.”

      I flinch. Desperate people do desperate things. Like letting bloodsuckers drink from them for coin to pay their bills. I’ve been in low places with bills, electricity turned off and no food for a few days. But I would never let myself be soiled by those wretched creatures. No matter how desperate I am.

      “I’ll make us some tea.” Margie smiles shakily, smoothing her hair back as she holds up her chin and makes her way into the small kitchen.

      I glance at the small round table next to the door and edge to it, sifting through the pieces of mail piled on it. Bills, junk mail, nothing major. Until I hit one near the bottom with familiar writing. Simply her name and address. No return sender. No name to say who it’s from. But I know.

      I flip it over, taking in the folded flap, telling me it’s already been opened, read, and put back.

      With the randomness of bunking here several times a month, I assume by now that if Margie didn’t want me seeing it, she would’ve made sure it was hidden a lot better. Or, at the very least, I shouldn’t be going through her mail. But Margie had always said there are no secrets between us.

      Except, I’m not entirely sure right now that statement is as valid as it once was.

      My stomach curls as I pull the flap out and tug the folded piece of paper out. It’s just one thin piece of parchment that, if you aren’t careful, will tear easily.

      “He’s coming home,” Margie says before I can even open the letter, making me jump in surprise. “I just got it last night. I was going to give it to you tonight.”

      Desmond is coming home? My brother’s coming home?
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      Desmond is coming home. It’s all I can think. It’s all that repeats in my mind. I’ve practically forgotten how to do anything else. At the diner, I’ve messed up at least five different orders, gotten yelled at over it, and completely missed two, those of which I’ve also been reprimanded over. But it’s Desmond, for fuck’s sake. Desmond is coming home.

      I can get my life back in order with him here. Dad will sort of come out of his funk when he sees his only son again. Life can knock sort of back into place. As long as he stays, that is. If he stays, then we can get things on the right track. My hands tremble in the excitement and spill a few drinks when I give them to the customers, who sneer my way and roll their eyes. I just ignore them. They have solid reasoning to be asses tonight, but it’s not uncommon for them to act this way.

      The bell over the door jingles, drawing my eyes up to the new person. Instantly, I turn on my heel to greet them. But as soon as I see their gaunt-looking face and dark eyes, my heart plops into the pit of my stomach, and my breath catches, feet gluing themselves to the ground. Silence rushes through the diner as all eyes snap to him.

      The corners of his lips curl upward, parting to show the sharpened canines jutting out, and he playfully snaps at us. Gasps filter through the small space, making my heart thump hard against my chest. It nearly kills me to breathe, but I have to suck in a breath of air before I pass out.

      Blinking, I shake my head and drag my foot forward, plunking it down on the cracked linoleum ground. I repeat the same with my other, pushing myself toward him. I can feel the tremors rushing through my body, blood gushing in my ears, and drowning everything else out, including the thoughts spinning round and round. He quirks a crooked smile as I near him. Still, I keep several feet of distance between us.

      We aren’t allowed to deny vampires a place to sit, eat, or whatever it is they’d like to do. Still, the mere sight of the fangs and the threat of them ending one’s life is enough to make us all cower like scared little dogs and tuck our tails between our legs.

      “Hello,” I greet, but I can hear the squeak in my voice. “Table for one?”

      “Three,” he corrects me smoothly, his eyes sweeping down my body before finding my eyes and latching onto them. “I’m meeting a couple of friends.”

      I swallow hard and nod, stepping to the side to beckon for him to follow me. As I turn to the rows of tables, the eyes of the customers land on me. None are happy about this situation, but I’m not about to be the one to deny this bloodsucker a place to sit. I don’t know what he’ll eat or drink or even do. He’s meeting friends, so maybe it’s just a small stop on their way to have a meeting of some sort. Who the fuck knows? But either way, I will not be the target of their wrath for denying them a table. That’s asking for trouble.

      I take the bloodsucker to a back table, as far from my other customers as possible, and let him sit. He chooses the furthest one against the window, folding his hands on the surface. His eyes draw up to me, dark like a stormy night, and capture mine. His ashy-colored locks flop over his forehead, shrouding one eye beneath them.

      “What can I get you?” I ask, reaching into the pocket of my apron to pull out my pad.

      The clearing of a throat turns my head to see two customers standing, their nostrils flaring. The jackasses who keep sneering at me and love to look down my shirt when I bend over. “Are you really going to let him be here?”

      “Law states that all are welcome.” Margie’s voice interrupts before I can even say anything. “Unless he tries any funny business, he is welcome here just like you are.”

      The guy snorts and snatches up the two coins he generally leaves as a crummy ass tip and spins on his heel, storming out. Margie watches the two depart, the door slamming as the bell rings furiously to alert us. The noise restarts, but this time, it’s simply whispers as people keep their attention tuned to the vampire sitting in front of me. They want to hear everything. If anything is juicy, it’ll be around town by dawn. And if the wrong person hears it, we’re all fucking toast. But especially me and Margie. We work here; she owns the place.

      “I don’t need anything,” the bloodsucker tells me, pulling my attention to him again. “You just let my friends know that I’m back here when they arrive, that’s all.” He flashes his fangs at me again, and my stomach churns.

      I nod and stagger back before turning, tripping over a couple ruts in the ground before I right myself and scurry away, eager to get as far from him as possible. I avoid all the gazes shot my way, the curious looks full of questions and wonder. Some people actually don’t mind these bloodsuckers. As long as we leave them alone, for the most part, we’re left alone. We don’t get much help here in the Gritz from them, but at least we’re alive. I’ve heard of people being grateful for that alone.

      I loathe them. They’re the reason my family is broken up. The whole lot of the creatures. Bloodsuckers, shifters, witches, and warlocks, the fae. Every single one of them is why humans live at the bottom of the gutter, and no one gives a rat’s ass to even try to find my sister and mother. I don’t care what anyone says. They are the bane of our existence. But if it means death by defying their rights, then I’ll keep my mouth shut. I’m not grateful they’ve let us live. I’m angry they have control of everything. But I also don’t have a death wish.

      As I check on a couple of tables to ensure they’re doing alright, the tingling of the bell draws all of our attention back to the door as two more bloodsuckers step through the door. They look a bit more rugged than the first one and even sniff the air. Their eyes dart around before landing on their friend, hunger glazing their eyes as they move toward him. As they close in on me, I step away, holding my breath. Their lips curl upward into smirks, eyes flitting to me upon passing before returning to their friend. Letting out a heavy exhalation of breath, my heart thundering against my chest again, I have no time to recoup before the bell tinkles again. Turning, it sets my heart off all over again, leaping into my throat.

      He stands at the door, clad in full uniform, lips a thin line. It’s a simple black uniform with a belt dangling with daggers and various other weapons. Easy to be mistaken as a hunter if you don’t know what you’re looking for, but he showed me once. The symbols lining the arms of his jacket say it all. They’re deeper threads, only showing beneath the right light when squinting hard enough to see past the inky blackness. But they’re there. His mousy brown hair is shaggy now, brushing across his shoulders, and a five o’clock shadow lines his face, stubble poking along his cheeks and chin. Dark circles cover the bottom of his eyes, and his cheeks are sunken. But the bright brown of his eyes tells me he’s human, that he still has a beating heart. That he’s still very much my brother.

      “Desmond,” I breathe, my heart skipping a beat for completely different reasons this time.

      His eyes shoot to me, but they’re blank with recognition, and my mouth goes dry, lips parting to say something or cry out for him to remember. No sound escapes, though. His eyes look over my shoulder, taking the trio of vampires and his face sets. Completely ignoring me, my brother pushes past and heads for the back table, my eyes following his every step. He gives no indication of being a bloodsucker, so it rattles me when he sits down so easily and leans over the table to lower his voice to speak with them.

      My shoulders square, teeth clenching as I watch them fall into a conversation. I have no idea if I’m supposed to take their order now that they have an actual human with them or not. I guess I should, but I’m also a little perplexed at the fact that it’s my goddamn brother being all cozy with the fucking bloodsuckers.

      Deciding to finally do my goddamn job because there are debts to pay, I push my feet forward and head for the table once more. Stopping in front of it, I look right down into my brother’s eyes. He blinks up at me, his face twisting as recognition finally floods through.

      “Davina?”

      “Hello, Desmond,” I greet. “What can I get for you?”

      He sits back, eyes wide in bewilderment. “You work here now?”

      I grind my teeth, eyebrows arching up my forehead. “Margie owns this place. Why wouldn’t I work here?”

      His eyes narrow, lips pursing. “She does?”

      “Oh, Dessy, who’s your little friend here? Your girlfriend?” the girl bloodsucker purrs, her dark eyes lighting up as she assesses me, licking her lips.

      Desmond’s shoulders square. “No. She’s nobody. Nobody important.”

      “I’m Davina, his⁠—”

      “Nobody.” Desmond cuts me off quickly with a hiss. “Are there any other waitresses?”

      “Nobody important?” the first bloodsucker with ash-colored hair echoes. “Is that so?”

      “Yes,” Desmond states, his voice hard. “She’s nobody.”

      Cold hands wrap around the back of my neck, pressing hard. I somehow missed his movements. I’d heard that they were quick, but seeing it in person is almost nausea-inducing. His nose presses against my cheek, and my breath catches.

      “Let her go,” Desmond demands.

      Ashy boy chuckles, his breath blowing over me, peppermint smelling. “If she really is nobody to you, then why do you care?”

      “Yeah, Dessy,” the girl whines again and giggles lightly. “Why do you care?”

      “I—I just—this is a public place. It’s bad form to feed in a public place like this. You aren’t this gross. Are you?”

      “Mmm,” the bloodsucker murmurs in my ear, his tongue flicking along my jaw. “She tastes just fine. I wonder how her blood would taste in my mouth.”

      “Desmond,” I choke out in a plea, my heart racing.

      “Fine. She’s my sister,” he says quickly, fear curling in his words. “Now let her go.”

      The vampire’s icy grip disappears from my neck as he grabs Desmond, tilting his head back. “What did I tell you about fucking lying to me?”

      “You won’t do shit to me,” Desmond hisses. “You need me alive.”

      “Yes, but I don’t need you uninjured. I can torture you to the brink of death if I goddamn well please, and there’s not shit you can do. At least you’ll live.”

      Desmond’s nostrils flare, but he doesn’t break eye contact. “Go ahead. Just leave my sister alone.”

      “No more.” Margie’s voice cuts in. “This is my diner, and I will kick you out for being unruly. Not for what you are. You can either behave and not harass my waitress or leave my diner. Hello, Desmond. It’s good to see you again.”

      The bloodsucker clears his throat and releases Desmond, taking his seat again. I step back, letting Margie take control now. I have no desire to be part of this, but I know that she’ll leave me to them eventually. My eyes find my brother again, my heart sinking at realizing that he’s up to something with these monsters.
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      “Desmond,” I start, but the sharp glare he shoots in my direction snaps my mouth closed.

      The bell over the door jingles, and Margie and I both turn toward it for the new customer. But a group walks through, their black coats giving away their identities all too clearly. Scuffling steps alert me to the other customers scurrying to get out of the way. I stand my guard, watching as they near me, stopping within feet of us. My brother and the three bloodsuckers stay put at their table, undisturbed by these newcomers.

      Margie grips my shoulder, holding tight in an effort to keep me from trying to… well, I’m not entirely sure what. I’m not stupid enough to launch myself at one of them and try to stab their stone-hard skin, for fuck’s sake. They’ll rip me to shreds within minutes with their fangs, and no doubt enjoy every minute of it. Fucking vampires.

      “We’ve come to collect your debts, Margie,” the one in the front of the group announces.

      “Why do you need an entourage to do such a thing?” I question, jutting my chin in the direction of the group standing behind him. “Surely a big bad vampire like yourself can collect debts on your own?”

      The corner of his lip curls up, a sneer of amusement. He steps forward, and his fingers slam into my throat before the wall hits my back, and my head slams against it. I feel it crumbling down around me at the impact and instantly reach up, scrabbling to pull his fingers off my neck.

      I have a feeling he’s barely holding onto me, though. For him, it’s nothing to keep me pinned against the wall.

      “You know, Kingston, I took you to keep better company,” he drawls, showing his fangs to me with each word he speaks.

      So close to me. Ready to slice my throat open if he just dips his head the right way. I know he wants to. That’s all they care about.

      “She’s my best employee.” Margie speaks from behind him. “You kill her, and my payments will get smaller. People like her. They’ll stop coming if she isn’t here. You want your debts? Killing my best employee isn’t the way to go about getting them paid.”

      The bloodsucker leans forward, pressing his nose against my cheek. He runs it down my jaw and neck, his tongue flicking out to take in my taste. The blood rushes to my ears, drowning out all other sounds, my palms pressing against the wall behind me. The sharp edges of his teeth graze along my neck, leaving behind a tingling sensation.

      “That’s enough, Blaine. Let her go,” the vampire who had pinned my brother speaks. “She’s a mucky local around here. Her blood is tainted. You don’t want her.”

      Blaine draws his head back and flicks his fingers, forcing my head to the side and straining my neck.

      “You aren’t allowed to kill or feed from people in public places. This diner is a public place.” Desmond speaks up now. “You kill or feed from her, especially right in front of me, and I will be obligated to take you in right away.”

      Blaine purses his lips, thinking over the words spoken. Finally, he releases me, and I slump against the wall. Stepping back, Blaine watches me for a moment, a glint in his dark eyes telling me that this isn’t over. For whatever reason, I’m now his target. Maybe just because I’m human or because Desmond is protecting me. I doubt Blaine recognizes that I’m Desmond’s sister, but the protectiveness makes him bristle regardless.

      “You need to pay your debts,” Blaine says in a clipped tone, turning back to Margie. “Now.”

      Margie nods and turns, scuttling to the back of the diner. The group of bloodsuckers moves to follow her, leaving me alone with the three and my brother once more.

      “Are you alright?” Desmond asks when they’re out of sight. I have a feeling they’re still within hearing range.

      My eyes snap to him. “Why do you care?”

      He flinches. “I can explain, I was going to explain tonight when I came over to Margie’s⁠—”

      “They’re the reason Mom and Evanna are gone. You know that.”

      Desmond shakes his head, his locks flopping on his shoulders. “There are… it’s complicated, Davina. I can explain everything, though.”

      “I don’t want to hear it.” I yank my apron off and throw it at him. “Fraternizing with… them is wrong. You damn well know that.”

      “Who is Evanna?” Kingston asks, cutting in.

      I narrow my eyes at my brother, refusing to look at the bloodsuckers. “Our younger sister. You.. your kind took her and our mother.”

      “That’s why you joined the Raiders,” Kingston says, not a question. “To find them.”

      Desmond clears his throat. “I told you I had my own personal agenda. Everybody who joins the Raiders has their own personal agendas.”

      “Oh, I know. I’m not surprised about that. I’m surprised by the fact you never explained it.”

      Desmond snorts. His eyes don’t leave me, though. “Once I found out the type to be in the Raiders, do you honestly think I’d be so willing to open up?”

      “Everybody has a personal agenda, Desmond,” Kingston reminds him. “None of us are Raiders willingly. We aren’t like the others. You’ve obviously learned that by now.”

      “I’m still human.” Desmond breaks eye contact with me as he looks at Kingston. “What did you expect from me?”

      Kingston presses his lips together, and I step around the group, edging toward the door to get out. For the moment, they’re all focused solely on Desmond. I take the chance to hurry, desperate to escape. But fingers digging into my hair and yanking me back, hurling me to the ground, say that I’m not allowed to leave right now. As my head hits the linoleum, the edges of my vision curl in blackness and red spots flash over my eyes. Gasping for breath, I scrabble at the ground, sputtering.

      “She’s my sister,” Desmond says defiantly. “Get the hell away from her.”

      The girl stands over me, smirking in pleasure at my suffering. “That’s not going to happen, Dessy,” she purrs, her eyes flickering to him. “She knows too much now.”

      “Davina won’t tell,” Desmond promises on my behalf.

      “Oh, don’t be so naive, Desmond. They always tell. Their friends, boyfriends, lovers. Whoever it is. They always tell.”

      “I’m not going to tell anyone,” I breathe. “Desmond will make sure of that, too.”

      “Mmm,” the girl muses and presses the tip of her boot to my chest. For now, it’s light, but I know once she pushes down, I’m doomed. “Dessy is trusted, for the most part. A little secretive, but trusted because he has gone through the training. He’s proven himself time and time again. You, on the other hand, are a nobody to us.”

      “Not to me,” Desmond counters, his voice tight. “I already told you. She’s my fucking sister.”

      “Let her go, Pearl,” Kingston orders. “There will not be any killing today.”

      She hesitates for a moment before removing her foot and stepping back. Sitting up quickly, I look behind at the group and scramble up, straightening myself out and glowering at Desmond. “You fucking traitor,” I hiss.

      Desmond shakes his head, his jaw tight as he clenches his teeth. “You don’t understand, Davina⁠—”

      “I don’t want to understand,” I cut in. “I won’t. You are traipsing around with a bunch of fucking bloodsuckers. Our family alone—” A hand slams over my mouth, cutting my words off.

      I thrash in their grip, feeling the frosty bite of their hold on me and know it’s one of them. Her, probably as the other two are still at the table with my brother.

      “Do you have a place we can go to talk, Davina?” Desmond asks. “Your own place, maybe?”
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"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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