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      Lacy wisps of cloud obscured the moon’s face. Isaac looked up at her. She was speaking to him. Telling him secrets. Giving him the knowledge he needed, craved, to find his way back. Back to himself. Back to them. Back in time to save them. To save himself. If only he could understand her. He was so close to learning her language. Just a few…more…minutes.

      His body shook, breaking his concentration. When he looked around, no one was there. He shook it off, raised his muzzle back up to the moon—she was so beautiful—and concentrated. He was so close.

      “Isaac!”

      The harsh whisper permeated his consciousness. It sounded familiar. He felt his body shake again.

      “Isaac. Now is not the time.”

      Isaac. That was his name. His eyes widened. Had he finally learned the moon’s language? Was she talking to him? He howled his acceptance to her, but before she could answer, a stinging blow stung his cheek.

      “For fuck’s sake, Isaac. Now is not the time for moon-crazed nightmares,” the voice hissed in his ear. “Wake up now. We have to run.”

      Isaac’s eyes popped open. Diane’s large, doe-like eyes were inches from his own, and her tawny skin almost glowed in the weak light of the Fae full moon. He reached up one hand to cup her face and marveled at the contrast between her pale and his black skin.

      She slapped him again. “Get up. Get your stuff. The queen has found us, and we need to go.”

      Her words finally penetrated his sleep-fogged brain; he leapt up, grabbed a water skin and the small pack that carried food and his few belongings, and stood at the ready. “I’m⁠—”

      She held up a hand. “Don’t apologize. Just run.”

      “Where?”

      “There’s only one place to go now,” she said. “Follow me. We’ll head to the gate.”

      Isaac shouldered the pack and fell in line behind her. He was overcome with emotion. He was leaving the Fae plane—the land where he’d been held prisoner and tortured—and returning to Earth. After what had felt like years, he was going home. Excitement warred with trepidation. Everyone he knew well was here. They’d finally come for him, and he was leaving before he got to see any of them. His steps faltered, and he looked behind him. The idyllic settlement that was supposed to shelter them had erupted with hundreds of monsters.

      “Oh my god,” he breathed. Fanned out behind them were countless creatures, each between seven and ten feet tall. They appeared to be carved out of various types of flexible granite—complete with lichen patterns—were carrying clubs, and were universally nude.

      “Run!” Diane screamed as the monsters swarmed behind them. “We’re almost there!”

      Isaac turned his back on the rock giants and put every last drop of energy he had into their run. A large projectile flew over Isaac’s head and crashed to the ground in front of him. He barely had time to spare a glance, but it appeared to be an enormous stone finger. An ear hit the path on his other side. They were throwing their body parts. He found reserves he hadn’t expected and pushed harder, staying as close to Diane as he could without crowding her and creating an even larger target. When they reached the tree line and ran into the forest that surrounded the haven, the accuracy of the projectiles decreased, even if the quantity of stones didn’t.

      After what felt like hours of running and ducking a variety of stone body parts, some of which made him cringe, Diane abruptly left the path and veered off to the right. Isaac skidded to a stop and followed her off the trail and into the gnarled underbrush of the ancient forest.

      Diane grabbed his arm and pulled him behind a redwood so immense he couldn’t see the top. “Don’t look up,” she hissed. “Look down.”

      Isaac reluctantly tore his gaze from the sky—barely visible through the treetops—and turned his attention to the ground. The tree’s immense root system snaked out in bumpy rivers through earth that was too shady to support any other plant life. He opened his mouth to ask what he was supposed to be looking at, but before the words could form, the ground shifted. His jaw dropped. The roots churned and writhed, displacing the dirt, and a hole opened up with rough dirt and stone steps leading down and into and under the tree.

      Diane grabbed his arm. “C’mon. Go before those rock trolls find us.”

      “Those were trolls?” he asked, incredulity straining his voice. “I thought they were giants.”

      “Oh, no. This isn’t the right area for giants, and besides, not only are they mostly in the Light Realm, they’re much bigger than these folks.”

      Isaac spent too much time attempting to wrap his mind around bigger monsters than the ones currently tromping through the forest and destroying the smaller trees.

      “Follow me or don’t,” Diane said. “But I will not wait here to be killed—or worse—captured.”

      Her pause belied the implication that she’d leave him behind, but the stomps were getting closer, and really, what did he have to lose? I can do this, he assured himself. I am not afraid of the dark or underground spaces. It’s just for a few moments, and then we’ll be home.

      He grabbed Diane’s hand, then let it go, afraid he’d gone too far. She smiled grimly at him and took his hand tightly. They started down the steps, quickly at first, and then more gingerly as the dirt and rock crumbled beneath their feet. Soon, they were entirely ensconced under the tree. Isaac felt his heart rate increase and his breath grew shallower. There was a tightness in his chest he hadn’t experienced in a long time, and he resolutely did not think about the last time claustrophobia had overtaken him.

      What little light there was disappeared with a groan and a snick. The way behind them, and their way out, had closed. They were trapped. Isaac sucked air through his nose and tried to think of the sky and the moon and light. He held tight to Diane’s hand and closed his eyes so he could pretend they were out for a midnight stroll.

      “Almost there,” she said. He was ashamed to admit he was a little pleased to hear the tightness in her voice.

      She stopped moving, and he stumbled forward a couple steps before also coming to a halt.

      “The gate is in front of us,” she said. “I don’t know what will be on the other side. I know where it comes out. Roughly. We should be prepared for anything.”

      “Where does it come out?” he asked. His breath was still coming in uncontrolled gasps, making speech difficult.

      “Belgium. The Ardennes.”

      The tightness in his chest twisted another couple notches, and he concentrated on not hyperventilating. “I’ve been.”

      “Me too,” she said, but she didn’t sound anxious. If he had to name her tone, it’d be anticipatory. Excited, even. “Ready?”

      “Anything’s better than here,” he said.

      She stepped up beside him and together they walked the last few steps in the darkness and into what felt like a fly trap or large spiderweb. There was resistance, but they pushed through and stumbled forward into more darkness. The solid ground disappeared beneath their feet and Isaac felt his stomach fly up as he fell down. He lost hold of Diane’s hand and curled into a ball, trying to brace for the impact that seemed to take forever to come.

      Landing knocked all the air out of his lungs. Isaac gasped for air, sucked in water, and floundered his way to the surface while his bones, cracked from the force of the crash, knit back together. It took a moment to realize he’d hit water and not land—the impact was that great. He heard a second splash a moment later. They’d made it. They were here. He looked around. A faint phosphorescence gave the cavern an otherworldly glow. They were floating in frigid water in a goddamned cave.

      He treaded water for a moment, trying to get his bearings. Even with his superior night vision, it was almost impossible to find where the land encroached on the water. There should be walls and rock formations, but everything was dark and quiet; the only sounds were his breathing and the rippling of the water as he attempted to keep his massive frame afloat.

      His head whipped around. The only sounds he heard were the ones he was making. “Diane!” His voice was hoarse and gritty, like he was suffering from a cold or a three-pack-a-day habit. The only response was his voice echoing back in what felt like a mocking manner. He was shivering, and his clothes were weighing him down almost as much as his dense shifter musculature. He pointed himself in the direction of where he thought he’d heard Diane hit the water and attempted to replicate the clean efficiency of the freestyle stroke he’d seen while watching the Olympics. He floundered more than sliced through the water and spared a brief frenzied moment to consider switching to a doggie paddle before tipping himself back upright and treading water again. It was only when his foot scraped the bottom that he tried to stand upright.

      It wasn’t comfortable—he had to balance on tiptoes to keep his face out of the water—but it was possible. He hopped a bit in every direction until he found an upward slope that allowed him to walk. Once he was standing still, he could feel the light tug of a current. He was freezing his balls off in an underground river without the one person who could keep him marginally sane. He felt a laugh well up in his chest and tried to keep it down. He knew it’d sound mad and hysterical, and he didn’t want to hear that bouncing off the walls of the cave.

      The laugh bubbled out despite his best efforts, and the hyena-like chortles came back to mock him.
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        * * *

      

      Consciousness crept over him slowly, and he shivered as the damp chill of his clothing entered his awareness. His mind was cloudy, but the moon still tried to peek through and shine its light on places he didn’t want exposed. Something was missing. Someone was missing.

      He pushed himself upright and tried to get his bearings. It was too dark to see more than the vaguest of outlines. He needed a source of light. Diane probably had something useful in her pack. She was very efficient.

      “Diane? Where are you? Do you have a flashlight?” His voice was raspy, and his mouth parched. The dampness of the cave had done nothing to alleviate his thirst.

      His words echoed back at him, and he frowned. It didn’t sound right. Not like him at all. They were plaintive and weak and shallow. He was an Alpha, and that meant strong.

      The moon began to burn through the wisps of cloud in his head with her cold fire. He heard her whispering his name. “Surrender Isaac,” she chanted. An old memory surfaced of a girl and a witch and a cowardly werewolf. Had there been a vampire, too? He shook his head. Couldn’t remember. Wasn’t important. It wasn’t time to listen to the moon. He had to find Diane.

      “Diane?” he called again, then blocked his ears to avoid listening to the cave’s mockery. When he was sure the echoes had stopped, he cautiously released one ear, then the other, and waited. The only voices he heard were the echoes of echoes and the moon’s voice in his head.

      His tongue was stuck to the roof of his mouth; everything felt gluey. He looked towards the river he knew was there and tried to remember if he needed to be worried about parasites in the water. Could wolves get giardiasis? He tried to swallow, but had no saliva left in his mouth. When was the last time he’d had something to drink? His stomach growled, reminding him that it’d been a while since his last meal, as well. He thought back…he didn’t know how long they’d been in the cave, or how long they’d run from the trolls, or how long he’d slept before Diane had woken him to flee the Dark Realm, but it had been long enough for a burning thirst and gnawing hunger to set in.

      He pushed himself upright. Water was necessary. Even if it was full of parasites. He was a wolf, and he was strong.

      Isaac shuffled to the water’s edge. His clothes were nearly dry and had started to stiffen. It’d been a long time since he’d been allowed to care about such things as personal hygiene, but he desperately wanted warm, dry, clean clothes.

      When his toes hit the water and interrupted the steady lapping as the river brushed against the shore, he sank to his knees and scooped up a handful of the icy water. He held it as best he could, giving it a chance to warm up with his body heat, before drinking it as slowly as possible. He repeated the process until his thirst was quenched. The water had a strong mineral taste but wasn’t unpleasant. It reminded him of blood and a little of bourbon. He shook off his curiosity. It didn’t matter. He kept getting distracted.

      Isaac rose to his feet and squinted, trying to pierce the darkness with eyes that were closer to amber colored now than the rich, dark brown eyes of his human self. He shook his head. He had another self. One with more acute senses. The wolf couldn’t swim as well as the man—who couldn’t swim well, either. But he could see and scent the air better.

      He took a few steps back, braced himself, and began the excruciating change. He flowed into the wolf form, bones breaking and reforming, organs shifting to accommodate his new shape, and hair, teeth, claws growing until the man was gone and only the monster remained. He twisted and wiggled a few times to ensure everything was there—everything was always there, but it didn’t hurt to double check—then shed his pants and padded down to the edge of the river. He could see it now; the ribbon of water was darker than the cave walls and floor and the slow current was clearly visible.

      Isaac glanced around the cavern. The ceiling was too high to make out, but the walls were alternating bands of color. There were clumps of…something…at the base of the walls and Isaac padded over to investigate. It was metal. He nudged the pile nearest to him with his nose, and it collapsed. Lights and…outlet boxes? And there were coils of wiring too. The cave was a tourist cave, which meant there was a way out.

      Pleased with his discovery, he trotted back over to the river, lifted his muzzle, and scented the air. Everyone had an individual scent, like a fingerprint. He never forgot a scent. He might forget who it belonged to. There were blank spots in his memory that were occupied by smells and not faces, but he always filed the scents there, in case someday his memories returned.

      Diane’s had an associated face. There were memories there, and conversations. There were…emotions. He could smell her in the air, although she was fading from this area. The stronger scent floated downstream. They’d hit the water hard. She could’ve been knocked unconscious and slowly tugged downstream, unable to answer him or call out for help.

      Isaac eyed the water. He had to go after her. But should he risk it as a wolf, more likely to sink and not come back up but with heightened senses to track her, or go as a man who would be a marginally better swimmer and have the use of his voice to call out to her?

      The risk of drowning in unfamiliar waters made the decision for him. He shifted back to his human form, grimacing as the rough fabric of the remnants of his shirt—the only item of clothing that hadn’t fallen off during his shift—scraped against his skin, hypersensitive after the change. He waded into the frigid water and paused as it crept up his body, causing his balls to shrink back into themselves and eliciting a full body shudder.

      He paused and let the cold numb him enough that it wasn’t painful, then continued. He had to stop once more when the water hit his chest and caused his heart to stutter. Finally, he was in up to his neck and facing the direction in which he’d smelled Diane.

      Isaac took a deep breath, tipped forward, and dog paddled downstream, fighting to keep his head above water. He passed through an opening barely large enough for him to fit through without scraping the walls and entered a tunnel. The water was shallower here, he could reach the bottom with little trouble, but the walls and ceiling were too close to make standing comfortable. Isaac’s breath quickened. But before he could panic, he left the tunnel and entered a cavernous room that glowed with an eerie, dim light. A scent assaulted him. Soil and spices overlaying an almost cloying sweetness. His breath caught, and he floundered in the suddenly deeper water. This time, the panic hit hard and fast.

      Vampires.
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      Light flared around him and Isaac flung his arm over his eyes to protect them, but not fast enough to prevent a stab of pain as they adjusted to the sudden brightness.

      “The cave has been good to us this week,” a woman’s voice said. Something about her words was off, but Isaac couldn’t figure out what.

      “Is this one Fae, too?” a voice asked.

      “Does it matter?” a third person snarled. “We won’t get to taste him, either. Nothing but vermin for us. Isn’t that right, Tara?”

      Isaac blinked rapidly to clear the red filaments of light still floating in his vision. He’d come out in a huge room where the river had spread into a sizable lake at least a five hundred feet in diameter. It was a rough oval, with the water lapping directly against the walls at its widest point. The far shore was host to at least a dozen figures, most of whom were carrying torches. In the center was a tall woman. She was so thin her bones pressed against her skin as if seeking their escape, and her eyes were a dull black with dark circles weighing them down.

      Behind her the ground sloped sharply up to a ledge that reminded him of another children’s movie. Instead of a baboon and a lion cub, though, there was one adult-sized still figure laying on the bare rock. Isaac took a deep breath through his nose but couldn’t smell anything but vampires and his own sour panic.

      The woman in the center took a step forward. “We will all share,” she said. “Of course, we will share. I don’t know why you worry.”

      “We worry because the only meal you’ve shared with us is the flock of chickens that wandered in last week.”

      Isaac hadn’t seen who was speaking, but it didn’t matter. Tara was the one in charge here—at least for the moment. She was the one who had to go first. He took a slow step forward, predatory instincts keeping his movements steady. He didn’t want them to know he was as dangerous as they were until it was too late to run.

      “The Fae is still here,” Tara pointed out. Twenty-four hungry eyes followed her motion, and Isaac used the distraction to glide forward a few more steps. The ground was disappearing rapidly under his feet and he flailed for a moment, cursing himself for not going more slowly. He backed up, then froze as all the attention turned to him.

      “The Fae is still here, and untouched. It’s been here long enough. We’re hungry.”

      “It’s not untouched,” someone else muttered. “It’s been tasted. She has blood on her hands.”

      Tara rushed towards the speaker and put hands—that were indeed stained with blood—on either side of their head. Before Isaac registered what was happening, Tara twisted the head, snapping the neck before ripping it off and throwing it like a fast-pitch softball towards the other vamp making waves. That bloodsucker caught the head and whipped it back towards Tara while rushing towards her.

      The head caught her in the stomach and doubled her over. It fell to the ground and rolled away, ending up at the feet of another vampire. What followed could only be described as the most macabre game of dodgeball Isaac had ever witnessed, and he’d seen the movie four times. He followed the head, soon joined by three others, as they were used as projectiles to distract. At first it appeared that it was Tara against the rest, but factions formed, and three individual groups battled for supremacy.

      Isaac almost forgot why he was there. The torches had been tossed aside, but still gave enough light to see by, and he was enjoying the spectacle. Only a head narrowly missing him after an overpowered throw brought him back to his task. Diane. He was here for her, and someone, the first dead one, said she’d been tasted.

      Rage welled up, and a growl started low in his belly before making its way out and filling the cavern with the sound of mad wolf. The vampires froze, and their awkward poses struck Isaac as hilarious. His laughter, a deep chuckle that filled the space almost as completely as his growl, burbled forth. A vamp, frozen mid-duck, took a head to the side of their face, and Isaac’s laughter added a note of shrill hysteria. He made his way towards the wall. It didn’t take long for the lakebed to fall away, but he pushed forward, one hand on the slick, damp wall of the cave to steady himself.

      The remaining vamps exchanged wary glances, then united to face this new threat. They formed a knot behind Tara, who glanced over her shoulder to make sure they weren’t planning on taking her out from behind. When she saw she was safe—for the moment—she shook her head. “Try not to kill him,” she said.

      “Accidents happen. Especially when we’re hungry,” the main troublemaker said. “It’s been too long since I’ve had human blood.”

      Isaac had made his way far enough that the lakebed was once more present under his feet. A few more feet that were half walking, half treading water, and his waist was free of the water. Two more steps and he was close enough. He stopped laughing and waited for the echoes to die out. A few giggles escaped as he tried to pull himself together. This was serious. They’d hurt Diane. This Tara creature had hurt her. They’d taken her from him and drank her blood and left her on a rock with no blankets or food or water. They deserved to die.

      The echoes that came back, fainter here than in the cavern in which he’d spent the night, let him know he’d said the last part out loud.

      “You speak English. That is okay, so do I.”

      That’s what had been wrong with her words. She’d been speaking French. It’d been years since Isaac had spoken French.

      Tara continued, smirking. “We are already dead, handsome mad human. Maybe, if you’re lucky, you can join us. Looks like we’ll need new recruits. You cannot win against us. We are what your nightmares have been. Most of us know the caves better than any others alive. You cannot run and hide. We are faster and stronger than you. It is not your fault. You look very strong…for a human. But we are more. Superior. And we will take you down.”

      Isaac grew tired of listening to the vampire supremacy speech. He grinned at them, showing his teeth, then reached for his wolf and brought him forth slowly. Fur erupted on his body and his ears began creeping upwards even as his face elongated. Before he lost all power of speech, he looked at Tara and said, “I may be mad, and I am certain I’m handsome, but I am most definitely not human. I’m surprised your superior selves can’t smell the difference.” He let go of his control and let the rest of the change take him. They were rushing towards him, following the shoreline, and keeping their feet out of the water. Interesting.

      Isaac completed his change. He regretted going into battle unprotected by any sort of clothing but didn’t have time to find his clothes and strip down before every shift. He stood in the water, letting it lap at his belly, and gazed at them. In addition to Tara, there were five of the twelve remaining. Not great odds, but who needs good odds when you’re a berserker werewolf? His lower jaw gaped open, and he let his tongue loll out as he silently laughed. He walked towards them until only six feet of lake separated them, then turned around and kicked back, splashing Tara with water.

      He didn’t wait for her reaction, didn’t care if she had one. The moon in his mind was all but obscured again. No light through the clouds. No light.

      He rushed forward, leapt on her, knocking her down, then tore out her throat. He spat out blood and tissue, clamped his powerful jaws over her visible spinal cord, and pulled upward until her head was severed from her body. It rolled away, and he felt someone jump on his back and wrap his neck with powerful arms, pulling his head up and cutting off his air supply. Teeth scraped his neck. Panic took him. He would never be far enough removed from the horror that was Michelle to not panic when so many vamps threatened him; they tortured him with their teeth and filled the air with the smell of graves and rot. It didn’t matter how old they were and how refined and fastidious, he could always smell death when a vampire was near.

      “Werewolf is not the meal I was hoping for,” a voice rasped near his ear. “Your blood tastes like dirt, and you smell like a wet dog that’s rolled in its own shit. But I’m hungry, and that’s still better than chicken. Plus, now that you’ve relieved us of our leader, we’ll get our turn with the Fae, and its blood will be a real palate cleanser.”

      He quivered. Too much panic. Not enough action. He was a wolf and wouldn’t let a vampire win. Isaac bucked his head back, knocking the vamp in the chin and loosening his hold. He howled his outrage at the ceiling that was too far away to see in the increasingly dim light—the torches were starting to sputter out. He launched himself forward and lost his vampy passenger. He turned around, trying to get eyes on the five vamps left. They’d spread out more now that Tara was dead. Clever. More targets. He shook himself, water flying in all directions, and saw one of them creeping away and towards a dark opening that he hadn’t seen from his earlier vantage point across the lake. Fleeing or going for help?

      Decision made—he couldn’t risk backup coming and didn’t want to leave anyone alive who knew of his and Diane’s existence—he took off after the creeping vamp, hamstrung her, and tore out her throat. He’d have to take her head later. He didn’t have time now. He felt the rush of air as the remaining four tried to run him down.

      The vampires made an error. He was near the doorway and the corridor had narrowed enough that only one vampire at a time could come at him. They should’ve waited until he was back in the open, but the first few wouldn’t last long enough to figure out their mistake. Isaac bounded forward, startling the vampire who hadn’t expected an enormous wolf in his personal space quite so soon. Isaac reared back, placed his paws on his prey’s shoulders, and for the third time that day, ripped out a vampire’s throat, leaving nothing but bone between his head and torso.

      Blood suffused his mouth, dank and hot, and he gagged. Isaac gagged, pushing the nearly headless vampire back towards the others, and creating a blood and bile covered domino pile.

      “What is wrong with you?” someone yelled in French, climbing to their feet. Isaac growled as the vampire took out a wicked looking long dagger. They waved it back and forth. “Let me go, and I won’t hurt you. I just want to get by. I’ll even let you keep the Fae.”

      Isaac sat back on his haunches and regarded the pointy knife that was in his face. The vampire wouldn’t keep his promise. Vampires never did. They were treacherous liars who would say anything to get their way. No. This one would come back with more, if they didn’t stab Isaac in the back on the way out. He and Diane wouldn’t be safe if any of them lived.

      The vampire, perhaps sensing that Isaac was listening, continued, “My name is Jean. I don’t know if you understand me, but I don’t speak English so let’s pretend you’re not as dumb as you look. I have only been a vampire since last summer. Not even a year. Before that, I didn’t even know such things existed. But then the dark times came, and the monsters showed their teeth. I had a wife and two children. I don’t know what happened to them. I have lived in this cave ever since. The village is where we fed, at first, but now it is abandoned, and we rely on the random passersby and farm animals for the blood we need to stay alive. But now, there is someone stronger out there consolidating power and taking over the smaller clans. If you let us live,” the vamp gestured behind himself, “Greta and Jela and I can show you out or, if you like, turn you. Not sure that works on werewolves, but it’s worth a shot, right?”

      The dagger passed within six inches of his nose, and he shrank back. It was silver. The vampire would not let him live. He growled at them, and Jean held up his hands.

      Isaac backed down the corridor, and when the vampires moved as if to follow, he growled again.

      “Okay. We will stay here until you are gone, although it would be easier if you let us show you out.”

      Isaac growled for a third time, and Jean stayed silent. When Isaac got to the doorway, he turned around. One of the vampires had grabbed a torch, and they were all lit up by the glow. He sank down, then sprung forward, sprinting as hard as he could. He bowled them over and heard the dagger and torch clatter to the floor.

      He braced himself, shifted back to his human form, and grabbed both fallen items. He swiped across Jean’s chest and was gratified to hear his unholy shriek. Silver was almost as deadly to vamps as it was to werewolves, and absent the cliché wooden stake, he would have to make do with what was available. He thrust the torch in the vampire’s face and watched as the hair caught. Before things could go too far, he sliced across Jean’s throat, then turned towards the others. They were watching and wary, eyeing the corridor out, and trapped between Jean’s burning corpse, the lake they didn’t want to enter, and the mad wolf wielding silver and flame. Isaac inched forward, and they inched back until their heels brushed against the lake.

      “Why are you afraid of the water?” he asked.

      “Because of the creature who lives in the depths,” one of them—he didn’t know which was which and it didn’t matter—said. “It is hungry and capricious and none of us want to be its next victim.”

      “It didn’t eat me,” Isaac said.

      “It doesn’t eat its victims. At least not right away.”

      Isaac tilted his head, trying to detect a lie. He shrugged. It didn’t matter. He rushed forward at an angle, pinning them against the wall, then lit their hair on fire. They screamed, trying to beat out the flames before their flesh caught. While they were distracted, Isaac slit their throats. When they were both down, he cut off their heads, chucked them in the lake, and let their bodies burn. He walked around and gave the same treatment to all thirteen vampires in the room, wondered at the significance of the number, and then walked up stairs carved into the ledge to find Diane.
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      I followed Eo into the throne room, Raj and Florence at my heels. Connor and I had looked in there when we’d returned from the Dark Realm, but other than noting Eo’s absence, and more personally important, the absence of Raj, Florence, and Petrina, I hadn’t paid much attention. It’d been a little messy, but my memory hadn’t prepared me for this.

      It’d been sacked. The only battle waged for the throne had happened on Cloithfinn’s holdings, but the throne room looked like it’d been the scene of a bloody skirmish with multiple casualties.

      “What the fuck?” I asked, knowing there’d be no good answer.

      “It wasn’t like this when we came through,” Connor said, striding into the room with Florence’s sister—his beloved—at his side.

      “Yes it was,” Anoka replied.

      I tilted my head and looked at her quizzically. It was only when I heard Petrina stifle a snort of laughter that I looked around. Connor had made the exact same gesture, and if I didn’t already know better, I would’ve sworn I had a good contender for the role of doting father in my life. I wrinkled my nose at Petrina, then turned back to Anoka. “I agree with Connor but am certainly not going to discount what you’re saying. Is there something that could mask the carnage from us but wouldn’t work on you? I can see through glamour, so it wasn’t something so simple.”

      “It wasn’t a Fae glamour,” Anoka said. “I can’t see through them, which is very odd when you consider Connor’s actual appearance is how I met him, and this light elf disguise in no way matches the Fae I fell in love with.”

      “We’ve narrowed it down to ‘not Fae glamour,’” I said. “But before we speculate further, I have a question. Does it matter? I know I’m usually the first person to chase the rabbit down every hole, but I’d like to grow as a person and become more efficient.”

      “You mean you’re in a hurry to chase after your wolf, so you don’t have time for rabbits,” Eochid said. “But you are correct. It is important to know that someone tried to hide what happened here, and that however they did it worked on Fae and not those from the Earth plane. Who and why are probably more important than how, but all of those things can wait. For now, let’s retire somewhere a little more welcoming—hopefully our rooms haven’t suffered a similar fate—and discuss what needs to be done before my heir goes on her next quest.”

      “About your rooms,” I said, smiling what I hoped was a reassuring smile. “They make this place look as clean and peaceful as a children’s nursery.”

      “That might not mean much,” Petrina muttered. “I’ve read enough tales of the Fae to know there are those who delight in painting the walls with the blood of their young.”

      “I think everyone knows what I meant, right?” I asked, unable to believe in the truth of my statement by the time the end of it came out of my mouth. Most of the time, I didn’t notice my compulsion to always tell the truth—I’d long been in the habit of honesty—but there were times it made life difficult when I least expected it.

      “You’re saying my rooms are a bloody mess,” Eo stated. He looked at Connor and Anoka. “Do you two agree?”

      They nodded, and he sighed.

      “Mine were okay, if I saw correctly. We looked there for Raj, Petrina, and Florence before leaving.”

      “I noticed nothing unusual in Eleanor’s suite,” Anoka confirmed.

      “I hope the kitchens were intact,” Connor commented. “I wouldn’t mind a bite and some wine.”

      I followed the king to my rooms, which were slightly smaller but in the same wing as the Royal Suite. They were untouched, although the cart by the window that held the various decanted liquors and several dusty bottles looked like the wine fairies had visited. There was so much it barely fit on the cart, and the glasses had been moved off to accommodate the bounty. I was suspicious.

      “Raj. Did you buy me a case of wine as a welcome back gift? Because that is a lot more wine than was here when I left.”

      Raj strode over, pulled the cork of the closest bottle, and inhaled deeply. “Poison. I can check them all, if you like, but I’m betting they’re all the same.”

      “Don’t bother doing it. We’ll toss them all. I guess it was Cloithfinn who left me the parting gift. She is a generous woman.”

      Eochid growled. He’d known for some time that his consort wasn’t a true partner, and there was little love lost between them, but to find out that she was actively plotting against him and willing to murder his Heir had jarred the ancient Fae King more than he wanted to admit.

      “I’ll ring for some food,” he said, glaring around the room like anyone was going to argue. The guards and servants had been moments behind the royal party—something that irritated the head of Eochid’s security, who had argued vociferously against the King and Heir being the first two people in a palace that had fallen during the coup. As much as I valued my unfettered freedom, I couldn’t say I blamed the guards. Eochid had just survived a coup, after all. A little caution might be in order. On the other hand, our group included the three most powerful ranked Fae in the Light Realm, two of the most powerful witches I’d ever seen, not that that was saying a lot, but I’d seen the way Florence scared people, and two vampires, who were the deadweights in the group.

      “Hey!” Raj protested in my head. I stole a glance at him and saw the corner of his mouth quirk up in amusement.

      “C’mon. You know it’s true. Maybe back on Earth you’re some kind of big shot, but here? Just a hipster with an odd diet and a sunlight intolerance,” I teased.

      “I’ll have you know that I was avoiding sunlight before it was cool,” he deadpanned.

      I snorted. I couldn’t help it. My boyfriend was funny.

      “What’s funny?” Eochid barked.

      “Raj.”

      “Can’t you have conversations out loud like normal people?” the king asked.

      “You do not want that to happen,” Florence said. “All deference to Your Royal Majesty’s wishes, but they are raunchy. One of Eleanor’s great failings is the absence of a mental filter and her inability to lock down her thoughts. Lack of quality parenting, I’m assuming. From what I understand her adoptive parents, while possessed of many fine qualities, were not equipped to train her to use her magical and psychic powers. I’ve done the best I can over the last couple years, and that is pretty good, but you never know when you’ll get an earful. Or a brain full, if you will. Better for you to be shielded from that, at least.”

      Eochid laughed. Florence’s snarky monologue had diffused the tension that had been twisting knots in his muscles and causing his shoulders to rise until they were even with his ears. He sat heavily on one of the overstuffed chaise lounges and dropped his face into his hands. “I don’t know how to fix this,” he said, his voice muffled through his fingers.

      “What do you mean?” I asked. “You won! You’re still the king! Cloithfinn is vanquished and banished, as are those who support her. What more is there to do other than clean up the throne room and have the midwinter festival?”

      He groaned, and I pursed my lips at him. “Don’t you have to have the midwinter festival in order for the seasons to move on?”

      “Yes, but it doesn’t have to be more than a small ceremony with a few people. I implied the need for a larger gathering so you wouldn’t question why so many people were there. They were all there to meet you, of course.”

      “Of course,” I muttered. I’d known. Kind of. But still… The Fae, who couldn’t lie, were often more dishonest than anyone else who could. It’s almost as if the inability to lie made truth a cheap commodity. “Fine. The ceremony doesn’t need to be a show of strength, but you could make it one. Would that take care of the issue of fixing things? At least the beginning bits? I still don’t understand what you need to fix, but doing the ceremony, closing out the year and welcoming the return of the sun, would be a start, right?”

      I didn’t like not understanding what was going on, which was unfortunate, since that’s how I’d spent most of the last year.

      “It would be a start,” Eochid agreed. “But only if I’m publicly backed by the two most⁠—”

      “No. I’m leaving tomorrow. I have a promise to keep and you don’t need me to herald the new year. I serve no purpose. I might be your heir, but we both know that’s meaningless.”

      “It isn’t,” Connor said. “Now, more than ever, he needs us by his side. If he wants a show of strength but the next two strongest people in the kingdom aren’t there, rumors will start.”

      “Does anyone on this godforsaken plane do anything but start rumors?” I grumbled. “How much of what you do is dictated by the fear of what others will think of you if you don’t do it?”

      “You’ve spent too much time learning human rules,” Eochid declared, waving off my objections. “You don’t understand our ways.”

      “She doesn’t understand human ways, either,” Petrina said. “They, too, rely more on shows of strength and performative allyship than transparent, ethical leadership.”

      “I think you just insulted me,” Eo said. He smiled, though, and the predatory look on his face when he assessed Petrina—who’d barely spoken in our entire time on the Fae plane—was enough to make me reach for my knives and to make the temperature of the room drop several degrees, courtesy of Florence.

      Eo held out his hands in front of him. “Florence, you have no reason to feel threatened. Your partner is safe. I need a new consort, but I wouldn’t choose a vampire from Earth.”

      Petrina laughed and turned towards Florence. “You have no reason to feel threatened. Not only is there nothing on either plane that could induce me to be the consort to a king, I’m not the kind of vampire who’d step out on someone who considered me a true partner.”

      The bite in her words was colder than Florence’s ice magic, and I winced in sympathy. The tension that had dissipated a while ago reasserted itself. “Where is that food and drink?” I asked. “Are we sure all the wine is tainted? I can’t be the only one who could use a drink right now.”

      As if summoned by my words rather than Eochid’s bell minutes before, there was a knock on the door.

      “Enter,” Eochid said, the majesty of his office suffusing his voice. He sat up and smiled at the person entering the room.

      Florence and Raj stared at the servant until a sweat broke out on his brow. He bowed clumsily and averted his eyes while still gazing towards his king.

      “How may I serve you, Your Majesty?” he asked.

      “Are the kitchens clean and operational?” Eochid asked.

      “Yes, Lord.”

      “Please bring wine, cheese, and bread. We also require a food taster and someone to dispose of the wine found here in my Heir’s room. It is all poisoned.”

      The servant blanched, turning a remarkable shade of pale for someone who’d started out the color of bleached paper. “I… It wasn’t… I don’t…”

      “Of course not. Get a hold of yourself,” Connor said. His voice was warmer than Eochid’s, and the servant stopped babbling and took a breath.

      “No one is accusing you of anything,” I said. I smiled at him and watched him relax even further. I liked it when I nailed ‘comforting,’ rather than ‘psychotic and deranged,’ with my smiles. “We’re all just a little on edge, what with the attempted coup and my wine being full of poison. Do you think you can get the food and wine ordered as well as a food taster—not you, of course—and someone to safely dispose of the wine that is here?”

      He nodded, and I watched him swallow several times, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down with the effort. He backed out of the room, bowing every few steps, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. If this was royal life, count me out.

      “You know, there’s another good reason to stay for the next ten days, besides shoring up your father’s image,” Florence said.

      I wrinkled my nose at her when she called him my father. Sure, it was widely known that Eochid was my dad, but he and I, not to mention everyone else in this room, knew that wasn’t the case. No one knew who my dad was. Well, I had a name, and the person who’d told me that name was Connor, so at least I kinda knew what was going on. Connor might know more, but he wasn’t revealing anything. Of course. Goddamn Fae and their fucking secrets. I revisited what Florence had said. “What reason is that?” I asked, thinking as hard as I could how much I hated Eochid being referred to as my dad.

      “You have at your disposal the two most powerfully ranked Fae in the Light Realm. They might be able to teach you a few tricks that I don’t know.”

      “I can’t imagine anyone knowing something you don’t,” I said. “But you’re not wrong. My magic is different than yours, and it’d be irresponsible to not take advantage of that, particularly if my presence can help shore up the throne, too. After all, if I’m the heir, I guess I need to have a throne to inherit.”

      “Neither of us have the same level of power as you,” Connor said. “I’m speaking confidentially, of course. Publicly, you’re still behind both me and your father in power.”

      “Of course,” I said, sticking out my tongue at him. “So, if I outstrip you in power, what can you teach me?”

      “Control,” Eochid said without hesitation.

      “Precision,” Connor said. “You have the ability to exercise both—your proving showed that—but it’s not instinctive. We can help you make it second nature to evaluate a threat, determine what it needs, and deliver the exact right amount and the right kind of power. It’ll keep you fresher in battle; you’ll be less likely to get fatigued and more likely to be able to find the right weapon in your impressively expansive arsenal.”

      I glanced behind me at Raj.

      “Do it,” he said. “We have time. We’ll find Isaac. And these skills will be invaluable. For this and for anything else that might come up.”

      I appreciated that he avoided mentioning Medb’s name. I was avoiding all thoughts of her, too.

      “Fine. Let’s do this. Ten days of training in exchange for one night of winter solstice revelry.”

      “And a gate out,” Florence added.

      “And a bottle of unpoisoned wine,” I threw in.

      “Now you’re getting greedy,” Anoka teased. She’d stayed in the background for much of the conversation but walked forward now and took Connor’s hand. “I will help with your control lessons, too. But you will have to give me something in return.”

      I shrugged. There wasn’t much I wouldn’t give to my best friend’s sister. “Name it, and it’s almost certainly yours.”

      “Let me sift through your memories.”

      “Why?” It sounded so personal and vaguely violating.

      She smiled, and her enigmatic ‘I’m not gonna tell you shit’ smile was so like Florence’s, I did a double take and checked to see if my witch friend was still on my other side. “I have reasons.”

      “Whatever. I have little to hide anyway. What’s one fewer boundary?”

      A knock on the door interrupted whatever else I might say, and food and wine and several people poured in. My stomach growled and the space between my shoulder blades itched. I could not wait to be back Earth-side. My dragon needed to stretch her wings without the Fae finding out who I was and passing that intelligence onto the Dark Queen. It was too soon for her to know the threat I presented. I closed my eyes, and a smile spread across my face. I could feel the crown above me, waiting to be placed on my head. Soon.
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      Sunlight hit my face, and I groaned, throwing the tea towel from my breakfast tray over my eyes. It’d been a long time since I’d felt hungover, but the amount of Fae wine that’d been consumed last night was determined to give me this rare experience.

      Usually, the Fae wine spiked my libido, but either I was becoming immune to that effect, if not to the intoxicating power of the magical grapes, or the sheer number of people who were staying in my suite rather than in their own rooms was enough to dampen my ardor. Raj was still asleep in our bed. In his stillness, he looked more beautiful than should be legal. His skin was burnished bronze and his face was framed by ebony hair. His nose was strong and regal, and when he was awake, eyes so dark brown they appeared black stared back at me…except when he was angry. Then his eyes flashed ruby red. The first time we’d met socially, I’d compared him to a Bollywood star in my thoughts, and that still held true.

      He was still, but not motionless. When he slept on Earth, however infrequently that happened, he resembled a godlike corpse more than anything else, but here, he was alive when he slept. Here he had dreams.

      Someone knocked on the door. “Are you ready?” Anoka called. “It is time to start.”

      “Now?” I answered. I could hear the pathetic plaintive notes in my voice, and I hated them. But not enough to try and mitigate the situation. I was hungover as fuck and magic practice was the last thing I wanted to do.

      “Now,” she said. “Have a glass of water, wash the stink off, and be in this hallway in fifteen minutes.

      Part of me wanted to ask, “Or what?” The rest of me—the sanest bits of me—knew I wouldn’t like the answer. “Be there soon!” I called. Then I looked at the breakfast spread in front of me, complete with everything that wasn’t coffee, and walked to the door. When I opened it, Anoka was on the other side of the hallway, leaning against the wall and smirking in the most Florence way possible. There were times I doubted their familial relationship, but now wasn’t one of them. They both smirked in the same way—with that almost but not quite insufferable look of knowing more than you ever would and declining to share what they knew.

      I scowled. “Want some breakfast? There’s tea.”

      “Any food? I’ve had tea.”

      “Scones and cream and jam, and for some reason, blood sausage.”

      “Sounds wonderful,” she said, pushing herself off the wall. “I’ll eat while you dress in something comfortable you can move in.”

      “And when do I eat?” I asked, resigning myself already to the almost certain answer of “later.”

      Anoka laughed at me. Fucking mind readers. I was surrounded by too many mind readers.

      “You guessed it. Get dressed. Clean your teeth. If you haven’t eaten yet, you don’t have time.”

      I rifled through my drawers until I found what I was looking for. Thick tights, gold since I was royalty, that allowed for free and flexible movement. A long tunic that resembled one of my yoga tank tops from home completed the outfit. I had soft, leather booties that were part of my travel kit on this plane, and my hair was already pulled back in a braid.

      I regretted that I’d never been a leggings aficionado. My stance of “leggings aren’t pants” had done me no good and prevented a lot of functional outfits. I’d always been proud to have been a jeans woman until I’d had to move quickly and efficiently. Jeans were great for a lot of things, but fighting wasn’t one of them.

      “Ready?” I asked Anoka, turning around to find her mid-bite in a scone and the plate of sausage several pieces lighter. She took a swig of her tea, dropped the rest of her scone, and stood up.

      “I was born ready.”

      She looked so serious that I didn’t know what to think, straight off. The glimmer of humor in her eye matched the twitch of her lip, and I grinned at her joke.

      “You’re pretty funny for a witch who missed the best comedic cinema era of all time,” I said.

      “I’ve never been to the pictures. Maybe someday, you and Florence can take me.”

      “There are few things I’d enjoy more,” I said. “If technology ever reasserts itself enough that theaters are a thing again, I will make it happen.” I already had visions of Jaws 3D floating in my head. What good was introducing someone to the movies if you didn’t try to make them wet themselves?

      “I don’t understand your thoughts, which is infuriating but difficult to really complain about. I will see your shark movie. Shark, yes? We did not have many fish on the reservation.”

      Her humor was even drier than Florence’s. “You’re amazing,” I said. “To have a sense of humor after what you’ve been through. To be able to love. How have you kept those parts of yourself?” There were other questions I didn’t ask, but I knew she’d pick up on.

      “How have I maintained my humanity even when treated as nothing more than chattel?” she asked.

      I nodded, not wanting to give voice to my biggest concern. She walked towards me, and I flinched out of her way. When she continued through the doorway and into the hall, I shook myself. This wasn’t about me. Not everything was. I followed her, pulling the door gently shut behind me.

      We were ten minutes away from my room and presumably closer to wherever we were going when Anoka spoke again. “Your vampire was waking, and I wasn’t sure you were ready for him to hear your greatest worry.”

      “That is kind, but he’s always in my head. If he’s awake, he’s with me.”

      “Don’t you find that intrusive?”

      “Of course. It’s bizarre to have someone listening to you all the time. But I’m growing used to it. I can hear him, too. Not without effort on one of our parts, but he’s there. Always there.”

      “I don’t think I’d like it if Connor always knew what I was thinking. I love him, but sometimes he infuriates me, and I think unkind thoughts.”

      “That happens with us, too. It is uncomfortable when I have uncharitable thoughts that are more often based in anger and frustration than reality, but when I’m over it…or enough removed that I can talk about it, I’m able to let him know what was genuine and what was genuinely mean for the sake of mean. It’s forced us to have a lot of uncomfortable conversations and our relationship is better for it. It was an adjustment period, though, for sure. I was shocked at how many mean thoughts I have with no basis for reality—my thoughts probably shocked Raj, too. I generally regarded myself as a nice person. Not someone who went out of their way to be nice, but someone who was naturally nice and didn’t go out of their way to be unkind. Now I know that I have always been able to lie to myself as long as I don’t know I’m telling lies.”

      “Do you now tell yourself you’re unkind?” Anoka asked, veering right and going up the third inexplicably long and steep staircase in as many minutes.

      “I don’t post negative affirmations with pictures of dismissive animals by my bathroom mirror or anything, but I don’t waste time reassuring myself that I’m anything other than Fae—cold-blooded, and expedient whose passions run more to war than to random acts of kindness.”

      Anoka stopped so suddenly I crashed into her back, or, more accurately considering the steepness of the stairs, her ass. I wobbled and grabbed for the bannister only to be met with nothing. I tried to stabilize myself. I’d never been known as the graceful one but finding my power and learning to use it had given me the confidence to mimic grace most of the time.

      Anoka was on her knees on the stair in front of me and looked as though she wasn’t going anywhere. I was still in a precarious position, but thought that if I took a step down, I’d have the room to fall forward, too. I stepped backwards and glanced over my shoulder. I couldn’t see the bottom of the staircase, and a wave of panic swept over me, increasing my already too-fast pulse and suffusing my face and neck with heat. I couldn’t take a deep breath and gray spots danced in front of my eyes. I was going to pass out. I wasn’t afraid of heights…not exactly. I was a dragon, after all, even if I’d been hiding that side of me on the Fae Plane. I could fly.

      “Use your air power,” Anoka snapped. “You don’t have to fall.”

      I looked up. She’d gone up to the top of the staircase—we were almost there—and was sitting cross-legged on the top step. Air power. Yes. I had that.

      I didn’t need to ground and center—I was always grounded here. I needed to act. I closed my eyes and concentrated, ignoring my acrophobia and the accompanying vertigo, and used a modified version of my air shield to catch me as I tumbled backwards. I started with the air shield I typically used to distort vision and dampen sound then thickened it until it was a translucent mattress. I laid there, eyes still closed—I didn’t need to catch a glimpse of how far I’d fall if my magic failed—and slowed my breathing. Once my pulse and respiration were almost back to normal ranges, and the sweat that had shown up with the heat of the panic attack had dried, I had the mattress float me slowly up the stairs, over Anoka, and then tip me upright before I dispelled it.

      “Any more stairs?” I asked, trying hard to sound casual but succeeding only in squeaking breathlessly.

      “That was the last set. You did very poorly on your first test. I am disappointed you did not figure out how to save yourself without prompting. You need more than control and precision. You need to imbed your magic in your psyche so you can bring it out when necessary.”

      “I don’t want to always fall back on magic,” I protested. “There are so many other tools at my disposal.”

      “That is a very good attitude to have. But magic is one of the tools and one you didn’t think of when it was the only one that could’ve helped. You need to take down the barriers between you and your power. You are magic and need to let it suffuse your being. Only then will you be able to competently assess whether it’s the best tool for the job…hard to know what will work when you’ve tucked your magic away where you can’t see it.”

      I didn’t have a retort, or even a response. She was right. Everything Florence had been pushing me towards over the last year and a bit suddenly gelled. When the lessons hadn’t been enough, she’d goaded me, hoping that anger would be the motivator that knowledge and self-preservation weren’t.

      The flush that spread up my cheeks this time was shame, and I dipped my head so Anoka wouldn’t see the expression on my face, even if she’d know what I was thinking.

      “It’s a start,” she said, rising to her feet with a fluidity that belied her age. “The practice room is at the end of the hallway.”

    



OEBPS/images/raven-cropped.jpg





OEBPS/images/bwp1.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/animals.jpg
2





OEBPS/images/mayic--mayhem-nl-header.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

AMY ®ISSELL

MAGIC & MAYHEM AT THE END OF THE WORLD






OEBPS/images/fae-map-2.jpg
L ighe e Oapk peal

1) €he Sl Of Elenn






OEBPS/images/fae-map-realm-color-flipped.jpg
NV3DQ LNIJEES XIS







OEBPS/images/em-60-ornamental.jpg





OEBPS/images/book-6.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

VA MY GRS S EL |

« P
\
“‘K/’Au ELEANOR MORGAN URBAN ‘FA TASY VENTURE

# W’K SIX







