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      Welcome to Havenwood Falls, a small town in the majestic mountains of Colorado, where nobody is what you think, where truths pose as lies, and where myths blend with reality. A place where everyone has a story, including the high schoolers. These are only but three…

      Written in the Stars by Kallie Ross

      The Kasun wolf pack has always been led by a female alpha, and now that Willa Kasun’s about to come of age, she’ll be taking that role. Except Willa hasn’t shifted yet. She has until her next birthday to shift and claim her place as alpha, or she’ll lose it forever. But Tarron Wilde, a sarcastic and striking elf, makes her wonder if being alpha is really what she wants. The future of her entire pack relies on Willa’s choice—embrace what was written in the stars so long ago or choose to fight for what her heart desires.

      Reawakened by Morgan Wylie

      Like all young witch hunters in Havenwood Falls, seventeen-year-old Macy Blackstone has been spelled to control her killer instincts. Reawakened too early, though, she’s overwhelmed and flees town, only to discover more witch hunters living nearby. They are nothing like her family, and she has one moon cycle to uncover their nefarious plans and return home before the town’s wards wipes her memories of her family, her home, and her one true love. And if she can’t remember them, she won’t be able to save them.

      The Fall by Kristen Yard

      Seventeen-year-old Serena Alverson has no interest in a social life. She’s never had a serious boyfriend and has rarely left the safety of Havenwood Falls. But she has big dreams for her future. When Mother Nature finally comes knocking, she hands Serena not only her womanhood, but also a wicked lifetime curse with the potential to destroy everything and everyone she loves.
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      On her first day back in the Havenwood Falls High lunchroom, Willa Kasun leaned on the doorframe, watching the human and paranormal students carefully shelve themselves into the right sections, as if it were a grocery store. Vampires hovered around a refrigerated soda machine in the corner that served more than cola. Most humans, unaware of the supernatural community around them, wondered why the bottom left button never worked for them, so they stopped pushing it.  Elves basked in the sun at a wall of windows to the left. Shifters huddled with their kind, clustered around tables at the center of the room, where Willa’s wolf-shifter pack made the most noise. And humans, well, they actually outnumbered them all.

      Humans unknowingly fist-bumped shifter athletes, sipped soda with vamps, and made plans to go to the Burger Bar after school with supes. Living a normal life was the point of living in Havenwood Falls, and Willa looked forward to stepping out of the comfort of her pack and into the melting pot of high school. She wondered where she’d fit in. She wasn’t human and she hadn’t shifted. She belonged nowhere and everywhere.

      Havenwood Falls High was the picture of diversity. Every kind, color, and race walked the halls, but pride, fear, and ignorance had a way of keeping most supernaturals with their own species. While popular teen movies about supernaturals missed the mark about much, they nailed their angsty adolescent attitudes, even with nearly half of the population in Havenwood Falls being supernatural. Their ability to shift or exert super-strength didn’t make life any easier, because they hid all the messy magic stuff from the humans who walked the hallways with them.

      Willa heard and felt a growl vibrating from her right, and as she glanced up, she caught the dark eyes of a brooding dragon shifter. He set his tray down as another student, an elf, scooted over for him. But, as a shifter, he should have joined the other dragons three rows back.

      Willa tilted her head, confused.

      The dragon—Bale, if Willa remembered correctly—made himself comfortable with a group of supernaturals who resembled the checkout lane of the grocery more than the aisles—an array of items piled together. Multiple supernatural races had convened, all courteous and reticent, and no one outside their bubble seemed to take notice. Willa certainly hadn’t regarded them in years past.

      “Hey, Will,” Willa’s brother, also named Will, short for William, called.

      Willa rolled her eyes. “Hey, li’l Kase.”

      Growing up with a sheriff for a dad and no mother had Willa acting like another one of the boys in their small community, so she’d often been called “Will.” To keep the confusion to a minimum, though, and because her brother was the mini-me to their father, everyone called Will “li’l Kase.” Half of the nickname fell by the wayside when Kase outgrew his dad. Among the pack that lived in the woods, the Kasun twins had a reputation for being mischievous, and the nicknames helped distinguish between the two when their older brothers wanted to blame one of them for something. A few of the elders had referred to them as the boy version and the girl version.

      “It’s Willa at school. I don’t want you giving your entourage any ideas,” Willa warned her brother.

      He nodded his consent. “I’ll add the a if you subtract the li’l.” He nudged her with his shoulder. “Come sit with me and Ana.”

      Kase had a way of ordering his twin sister around with a smile. He could make a demand sound like a gentlemanly request, just like their dad, Sheriff Ric Kasun. Willa loved her brothers and her alpha father, but there were days her heart ached for her mother.

      “I think I’ll pass.” Willa straightened the hem of her top so that it met the waistline of her skirt. She hated the skimpy cheerleader getup, but until this year, she’d loved cheering for Kase at football games. If only he hadn’t recently hooked up with one of the co-captains, Ana Novak.

      As if Willa’s junior year hadn’t started off badly enough, she had been yanked into the seat next to Ana in history. She didn’t have enough empty brain space to listen to another cheer idea or dreamy remark about her brother.

      “I think I’m going to try something new this year.” To make her choice clear, Willa tucked a piece of black hair behind her ear, making her edgy bob look even more fierce, and shot a smile at her brother. She didn’t wait for him to respond, and turned toward the most supernaturally diverse table in the lunchroom.

      As she approached, Willa recognized a few of the occupants from her earlier classes. Most of them had grown up in the same small town, and with that came rumors and stereotypes. A witch, Scarlet, noticed Willa first. Scarlet’s long red hair swung over her shoulder as she looked back and forth from Willa to the empty seat next to her.

      “Is that seat taken?” Willa asked.

      Scarlet’s lips parted, and one eyebrow pulled up in wonder. “Well, uh⁠—”

      A lean, white-haired guy slid between them. “No, it’s not taken.” He patted the seat and grinned. “Join us. I’m Tarron, and you’re in my history class, right?”

      Willa had seen the freckle-faced guy earlier, but his boyish grin contradicted his broad shoulders and square jaw. Tarron had sat at the back of the classroom, quiet with his pen to paper, not giving any attention to the reunions taking place after the three-month summer break.

      Willa had thought the excitement overrated. She’d seen her pack throughout the summer and run into the other students at the Burger Bar and Coffee Haven, not to mention Paddlefest. The annual summer rafting event on Mathews River had come with extra tourists and drama this year. The pack dared Willa to swim against the river’s current, and while the others used their wolf-strength, she couldn’t dog-paddle five feet without revealing the fact that some of her powers were manifesting. She’d promised her dad she’d keep the development between them. That night, after her brother jumped into the water to pull her out, she felt so humiliated she moved out of her childhood home while her wolf pack enjoyed the bonfire.

      “Hi,” Willa greeted. She maneuvered around Tarron and sat between him and Scarlet, setting her bag in her lap. “And, yes, I think we do have history together, but you two,” she pulled an apple out of her messenger bag and pointed it at a blonde girl with alabaster skin and the young dragon shifter who’d growled a few moments ago, “aren’t in Ms. Bast’s history class?”

      Her apple bounced in the air back to the blonde, before she took a bite. The blonde nodded with the hint of a smile.

      “You’re new, too, aren’t you?” Willa asked after swallowing, but then the blonde’s mouth turned down as she realized her mistake. Willa sensed something supernatural about the new girl, and her cool stare and the scent of blood when she unscrewed her “water” bottle confirmed the stranger was a vampire. Willa set her apple down, wiped her hand on her skirt, then held it out. “I’m sorry. The sort I tend to hang out with don’t pay much attention to manners. I’m Willa Kasun.”

      The blonde’s stony palm slipped into Willa’s warm one. “Hi, I’m Elliot. Well, most people call me Elle.”

      Just as the new girl shook Willa’s hand, the table at the center of the lunchroom burst out into laughter. The Kasun pack’s antics served them well on the football field and in the forest on a moonlit night, but trash talk and arm wrestling in the cafeteria had led to busted tables and busted lips in the past.

      “See what I mean?” Willa joked. “It’s probably my twin doing his impression of the biology teacher.”

      The growling guy leaned in and scanned the area. “So, you’re the shifter girl from the Kasun pack who can’t, you know—” He snarled and cupped his hands above his ears, mimicking a wolf. Willa thought they must all be supes if he felt confident enough to bring up her sort of being a werewolf, but she played it safe anyway.

      “Can’t what?” Willa’s eyes narrowed, and her blood began to boil. She took the pendant hanging from her necklace between her thumb and finger, and slid it back and forth. A calming, methodical motion she’d perfected since she’d received the gift.

      “Bale didn’t mean anything by it.” Tarron leaned in and nudged Willa’s shoulder with his. “Did ya, big guy?”

      Bale shook his head, and she caught a half-smile before a curtain of shoulder-length dark hair fell forward. “Nah.”

      “What Bale meant to ask is, how did you get out of wearing one of those gigantic bows the other cheerleaders are wearing?” Tarron nodded in the direction of Ana and her friend Maria, both giggling at Kase. “Are you sure they’re not the twins?”

      Everyone chuckled, including Willa. Then she caught her brother looking their way. She quickly moved her attention back to Tarron and bumped him back with her elbow.

      “The co-captains were pretty ticked when I chopped off my hair right before cheer camp, but those bows are a hazard when I’m flying or tumbling.”

      “I like it.” Tarron smiled as his gaze slid from the top of her head to her cheer uniform.

      Bale looked up. “Flying?”

      His question broke her own examination of Tarron. “When they throw me up in the air. Wolves tend to like it on solid ground, but I’m not like the others.” Willa picked up her apple and took another bite. “And, for the record, I may not have shifted yet, but that doesn’t mean I’m any less a Kasun.”

      The defense she’d built over the last few years sounded rehearsed, and for good reason. Willa repeated the same words to herself whenever a pack member doubted her. She’d moved out of the pack’s community in the forest more than a month ago. It hurt too much to be surrounded by a world she couldn’t be a part of. Her dad knew the bullying had become intolerable, and he spent most nights with her. It was the best way to keep the rest of the pack from noticing her developing strength and speed, while he secretly investigated if there was another reason for her not shifting yet. Being away from the skeptics and having most of her family’s support kept her anxiety at bay.

      “So, Elle, where are you from?” Willa asked, trying to divert the eyes from her.

      Bale’s eyes widened. “Oh, don’t start the list again.”

      Elle giggled.

      “Hey.” Scarlet pointed a finger at Bale. “Let the girl speak. I don’t want to have to use this.”

      “You can’t, and you wouldn’t.” Bale ran his hand through his hair, revealing a handsome face with high cheekbones and full lips. “Anyway, you’ll just get all sad that you haven't been to any of the places she has.”

      Elle looked from Bale to Scarlet to Willa. “How about I keep it simple? I’m from a little bit of everywhere. My family came to Havenwood Falls so I could finish high school with my own kind. But I’ve never had vamp friends before, so I don't know why they think I’d want them now.”

      “Well, I’m glad you came to sit with us,” Tarron said to Elle. “None of us are misfits, except maybe Willa here, but we like it here with each other more than our own.” He shrugged and pressed his lips together into a tight smile.

      Willa filled her mouth with another chunk of apple, trying to keep her retort to herself. She didn’t know if Tarron was flirting or trying to allude to something else. Willa remembered her oldest brother, Conall, telling her that other supernaturals had a way of knowing things they had no business knowing. Maybe Tarron was referring to her moving out of the family’s cabin.

      But she couldn’t be the only one with family issues. She regularly heard humans complaining about curfews and siblings as she maneuvered the halls between classes.

      “What’s so bad about the elves?” Willa asked Tarron and noticed his jaw tense. “Or the witches?” She turned to Scarlet to avoid Tarron, then looked at Bale. “Or the dragons?”

      “What’s so bad about the Kasun werewolves?” Tarron pushed back, but didn’t sound angry. His mockery wasn’t lost on her, though.

      “Point taken,” she conceded. Something about being different kept her and the others from revealing how different they were. No one at the table made eye contact, and Willa realized her social skills needed help. “Can I try this whole first-impression thing again?”

      Tarron inched closer to Willa on the bench and nodded for her to proceed, while everyone else at the table gave her silent permission. A cacophony of teenage hormones and competing voices served as background noise until she came up with a question to redirect their conversation.

      “So, what did you guys do for fun this summer?” she asked, forcing a smile.

      “Hmmm…” Bale rubbed the stubble along his chin. “I hiked up to the falls a few times, slept 76% of each day away, met a girl, and binged on Netflix. Is that basic enough?”

      “You met a girl?” Tarron’s eyebrows were lost in the fringe of white hair falling across his forehead.

      Bale looked across the table at Scarlet, where his eyes lingered a moment too long. Tarron followed his gaze, and Scarlet fiddled with the hem of her skirt.

      Willa leaned forward, blocking Tarron’s line of vision, and propped her chin on her fists. “What about you, Elle? Did you move here from somewhere exciting, like New York City? I bet summers in the Big Apple are amazing.”

      As Willa took another bite of her apple, Elle twisted a few strands of her long blond hair between her fingers. “We actually moved here from Alaska. It was as cold and dark as it sounds, not that the cold really bothered me. Moving here and getting a tattoo that allows me to be out in daylight was the highlight of the last decade for me.”

      Tarron cleared his throat, and all eyes turned to him.

      “Don’t do it,” Bale warned Willa, folding his arms over his chest. “Don’t ask him about his summer. Tarron is baiting us.”

      “Why would he want to—” Willa was cut off when a hand slapped the table. The sound startled her.

      Kase.

      His bicep flexed as he leaned over the table.

      “Hey, guys,” Kase gritted, his face straining to maintain a smile. “Will, I need to talk to you.”

      “Will-a,” she growled back.

      “Willa, a word?”

      Willa reached past Tarron and placed her hand over Will’s. “Sure thing. How about after practice?” She squeezed, released it, and looked to Tarron. “My new friend here was about to tell us what he’s been up to this summer.”

      Will’s frown deepened in frustration.

      “Hey, man,” Tarron said to Kase. “You’re more than welcome to join us.”

      Willa marveled at the two guys’ familiarity with each other. Everyone in Havenwood Falls knew about each other, but it didn’t mean they were friends. She wondered if her brother and Tarron had a class together. No. Tarron played football last year.

      “No, but maybe I’ll run into you on the field,” Kase snarled at Tarron.

      The elf leaned back in his seat and kicked his feet up. “Not this year. I’ll be leading the archery team to State, instead of carrying the football team.”

      Kase flinched. “Come on, Willa, I never see you anymore. Eat lunch with me.” His eyes inspected the table’s occupants. “And I don’t have the patience or time for whatever charity work you're doing here.” It was a line straight from Ana’s arsenal, her influence oozing out of him.

      “Excuse me?” Scarlet seethed behind Willa, looking between the twins.

      Willa stood, not amounting to much compared to her brother’s six feet of muscle. “Shut your muzzle, Kase. I’m not sitting with or talking to you, because I’m tired of the crap your friends say behind my back. Every one of them thinks I’m a dud-wolf. For the past two years, I’ve only sat with the pack at lunch and cheered at football games for you. I’m doing this,” she waved at the group, “for me.”

      Kase opened and closed his mouth without a sound.

      “I’ll talk to you after practice.” Willa sat back down.

      Kase blinked. “Fine.” He walked back to Ana and let her coddle him with whispers and kisses, testing the strict no-public-display-of-affection policy.

      “Well, he’s a peach.” Scarlet rolled her eyes. “How are you two related?”

      Willa shifted in her chair. “He’s not always that bad, just protective.”

      “Don’t you have two older brothers, too?” Bale asked. “Deputies or something? That’s gotta be rough.”

      “Yeah, one’s a deputy and the other is still a cadet. They used to be more like Kase, constantly checking on me or giving me the third degree, but now they’re too busy working,” Willa explained.

      “There’s no way you can really be related to Kase.” Tarron shook his head. “I still think those cheerleading bow-heads are the twins,” he added with a grin.

      And he winked at Willa.
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      Willa, surrounded by blue and silver pom-poms, spotted Tarron across the football field as she took her place at the top of the Wolf Wall Pyramid. She figured Ana chose the cheer stunt because of the name—one more way for her to slight any other supernatural in her midst. Tarron’s white hair stood out in the sea of green grass past the blue jerseys as he stretched a bow and arrow in his hands. His muscles pulled taut as he aimed at a bale of hay painted with red circles. Tarron paused, glanced over his shoulder at the stacked cheerleaders, and released. The arrow pierced the small red circle at the center of the target. A human, Ginny, gasped as her eyes widened at the feat. When Tarron turned and saw her, he shrugged and acted just as surprised.

      The crack of plastic football helmets smashing together startled Willa, and her twitch had a domino effect.

      The pyramid shook. The girl holding Willa wobbled and pulled her leg. With the bend of her knee, the center of the formation crumbled. The co-captain, perched on the third level of their pyramid, tumbled down as well, and her backside thumped the turf. The wall had become a pile of bloomers and bows. Willa untangled herself from the pile of limbs and tried to escape blame by searching for her water bottle.

      “Which of you inbreeds took your eyes off the mark?” Ana seethed as she stood. She pressed her hands down her skirt, not that it covered much. “We have a pep rally this Friday, and a game to follow. I will not be humiliated by one of you.” Her pointer finger bounced up and down in front of her.

      “It was my fault.” Willa stepped forward. There weren’t allegiances among the girls, and any of them would have outed her. They all pivoted to look back and forth between Ana and Willa.

      Ana looked to her big-bowed best friend, Maria, then back at Willa. “Well, don’t let it happen again.”

      The girls from the Kasun wolf pack had known each other all their lives, and everyone was practically family, but Ana had been trying to needle her way into Willa’s immediate family for years.

      “Of course. I’m sorry,” Willa offered and twisted her lips. Apologizing was torture. “I think I need a break.”

      “I think she needs to head to the weight room,” Maria said under her breath. The two girls giggled, and a few of the other girls joined in. Willa forced herself to wear a blank face. Standing so far away, she shouldn’t have heard the snide remark. She picked up her messenger bag and cheer duffel, and waited for Ana to dismiss her. With a wave, Willa bailed.

      They didn’t know Willa could hear from so far away, or see Tarron so clearly across the field.

      The pack was aware Willa hadn’t shifted yet, and the town had quickly caught on when the kids her age started training, while Willa worked at her family’s outdoor supply store. At the age of twelve, her friends in the pack, including Kase, all shifted for the first time and all received a special marking. The enchanted tattoos kept them from being hunted while in the forest, but they were also tied to wards at the high school enforcing a no-magic policy.

      Because Willa hadn’t shifted, she never went through the marking ceremony. So the wolf traits she’d developed, like heightened hearing, agility, and sense of smell, weren’t being blocked on the field. She did wish her sense of smell was less heightened during football practice.

      Even though her abilities were a secret between her and her father, the hint of power gave her hope the first few months. But by the end of her sophomore year, Willa had resigned herself to never shifting.

      “Willa!” Her brother’s voice called from a huddle of players as she walked down one of the racing lanes around the track.

      She waved, only able to differentiate Kase by his number, and hoped he would leave her alone. As the starting quarterback, she had a feeling he wouldn’t be able to get out of practice.

      He’d pestered her every day via text to move back to the family cabin, but she’d been content in the apartment above Backwoods Sport & Ski. The family’s store had belonged to them for a century, and while some of the pack members were employees at the town square shop, she still had privacy on the second floor.

      Before she moved in, Willa’s dad had used the space to hunker down when he was working on a case all night. Her dad still spent four nights out of seven on the couch in the living room, but this way Willa didn’t have to wake up every morning and endure the inquisitive stares on her way to school. No one else seemed to care she’d moved, except Kase.

      “Hey there, wait up.” Tarron’s voice called from behind her. “Why are you leaving practice early?”

      “I guess my heart isn’t in it today,” Willa said with a hint of sarcasm.

      One corner of Tarron’s mouth pulled up. “Today?”

      Willa burst out laughing. “I only cheer because of my brother. Otherwise, I would not be able to put up with the bow-twins.”

      It was Tarron’s turn to laugh. “Ana Novak has been a conniving bully since kindergarten. She talked me into giving her my vanilla pudding at least three times that year.”

      “What did she trade you?” Willa asked.

      “That’s the thing. It was always something disgusting, like carrot sticks.”

      Willa frowned. “That’s horrible, but I can outdo you. So if I don’t shift before my birthday in October, Ana will assume the position of alpha for our pack.”

      “No pressure.” Tarron patted Willa’s shoulder with a tight grin. “But, can a girl really be alpha? I thought your dad was in charge.”

      The comment earned Tarron a swift punch to the arm.

      “Ow!” He rubbed his bicep and pouted. “That came out wrong. I like a woman who can take charge.”

      “Did that come out wrong?”

      “Nope.” Tarron winked at her again.

      “My dad is standing in until I shift. But if I miss the cut off, the responsibility will be passed to Ana, since her dad is beta. My pack always had a female alpha—that is, before my mom died.”

      “Wait. Beta? Does that mean you’re related?” Tarron’s face soured. “She’s dating your brother, right?”

      “Beta means he’s second in command.” Willa tilts her head. “Our families are old, like ancient, so there’s a good chance we’re related. I think the Novak bloodline is related to Kasun blood from when our pack lived in Croatia. It’s been several generations since our bloodline split, but it’s the purest.”

      “Oh.” Tarron shook his head. “It still sounds really bad. Kentucky bad.”

      The two chuckled as they approached the school’s parking lot. A few students hung out in the lot, but fewer eyes watched them than the athletic fields behind the school. Tarron pulled his bow over his shoulder, against his quiver, and then started removing his arm guard. Willa’s head tilted, inspecting the metal weapon and shooting gloves.

      “What?” Tarron asked.

      Willa shrugged. “I just thought your bow would be wooden.”

      Tarron placed his hands on his slim hips. “You’re thinking about Lord of the Rings, aren’t you?” He pulled his hand through his messy blond hair. It was long on top and shaved short around the sides. Willa thought she noticed a slight point at the top of Tarron’s ears. “Sorry to disappoint, but I’m not glamouring waist-length hair or leather armor under here.” Tarron motioned at his chest, covered by a graphic T-shirt sporting a taco with the words “Let’s taco bout it.”

      “No need to be sorry, and if it makes you feel any better, I’ve never seen the movie. I’ve only read the books.” Willa folded her arms across her chest.

      “Impressive.”

      “Well, I’ve had a lot more time to myself lately. Living in town has its benefits, including more reading time and less fighting over Netflix.” Willa fiddled with the strap of her messenger bag, wanting to ask Tarron if she could hold his bow. The request sounded crazy, and a little dirty in her head, so she filed it away for another time.

      “Where do you live in town?” Tarron asked.

      Willa turned down the sidewalk that led to the town square. “Off Eighth.” She pivoted to walk backwards and smiled. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Stepping down onto the next slab of concrete, Willa didn’t take into account the roots of an old oak having shifted the path or a student speeding out of the parking lot. She tripped into the street, the car screeching to a halt, but unable to stop fast enough. Tarron darted to her side. His reaction appeared in slow motion to Willa. She saw panic widen his eyes and fear pull the corners of his mouth into a frown. As he reached for her hand, she glanced at the driver of the car. Zara Shannon, a junior, jerked the steering wheel of her car to the left. Her friend, Viv, sat in the passenger seat and lifted her arms over her face. The front end of the blue vehicle still threatened to bash into Willa, and instinct kicked in. Willa flexed every muscle in her body, bending at the waist and changing the direction of her fall. She found her balance on the curb unnaturally.

      Zara’s car screeched to a stop and her head peeked out of the driver side window. Tarron shoved two fists into the air and bumped their sides together twice, successfully flipping off the girl like one of the characters from Friends.

      Zara’s mouth gaped open at Tarron as she started to get out. “Are you okay?” Zara asked Willa in an exaggerated British accent.

      “I’m fine.” She waved the human back into the car. “I promise.” She placed her hand over her heart and felt it racing.

      “You sure?” Zara asked as Viv opened her door.

      “I am, thank you.” Willa straightened the straps of her bags over her shoulders. “I’m good.”

      Willa tried to act distracted, hoping the two girls hadn’t noticed her using her wolf abilities. They looked at each other, and Zara patted the top of the car.

      “Well, if you’re good, then . . .” She buckled back into the sedan, Viv following suit.

      “Yeah, I’m good.” Willa nodded.

      “Okay, see you tomorrow.” Her accent drifted off as they drove away.

      Tarron turned to Willa and his eyes widened. “How did you⁠—”

      Willa ran her fingers along the chain of her necklace. “I can explain.”

      “We’re still on school grounds, and the wards—” Tarron pointed to the Havenwood Falls High signage less than twenty feet away. His eyes narrowed, and he shoved his hands into his pockets. “Go ahead, start explaining.”

      “I really gotta get home. How about I explain tomorrow? Or, we could forget about it?” Willa scrambled to get out of telling Tarron the truth. She figured she could trust him with town gossip, but keeping the secret about her abilities was a level of trust she hadn’t even given her brothers. The most she knew about Tarron was that he liked to flirt and could hit a target without looking.

      “How about you explain while I walk you home?” Tarron suggested.

      “I don’t want to inconvenience you.” Willa started walking, annoyed at herself for being so careless. “Thanks, though.”

      Tarron followed. He met her pace and remained five steps behind her all the way to First Street. Along the way, he started whistling. The tune floated on the August breeze and lulled Willa’s footsteps into a steady cadence.

      Willa tried to ignore Tarron, watching the cars pass by and the townspeople of Havenwood Falls tidy their yards. One neighborhood on the outskirts of town—Havenwood Heights—had become primarily exclusive to the Old Families, but the streets surrounding the town square were more like a mixed bouquet of wildflowers—supes ingrained in the everyday, normal lives of the townspeople. Tourists who made their way to town couldn’t tell that a witch lived down the street from the town drunk, and if she was being honest, Willa wouldn’t be able to tell either if it weren’t for her wolf instincts.

      Willa passed a man mowing his lawn and waved. The burly, bald guy had spent a few nights in the town’s holding tank for getting too loud after a few drinks earlier that summer. Willa had brought her dad dinner at the station, and the man had made a pass at her. She’d laughed it off, but her dad threatened to charge him with indecent behavior with a juvenile.

      At the end of the block, a street sign reading “2nd Street” towered over Willa. She waited under the metal guidepost for a car to pass, and Tarron stepped up next to her. He happened to be on the opposite side of the metal pole, and Willa remembered elves and faeries having an aversion to iron. He stood almost a head taller than her, and when he looked down in her direction, he smiled. Dark freckles peppered the bridge of his nose and cheeks, each a stark contrast to his pale complexion and hair.

      “Can I ask you a personal question?” Tarron asked.

      Willa folded her arms over her chest and pursed her lips. “You can, but that doesn’t mean I’ll answer.”

      He nodded, “Fair.” He rubbed his hand against the back of his neck, hesitating. “So, do you really want to shift and be the next alpha of the Kasun pack?”

      Willa’s head tilted to the side. No one had ever asked her what she wanted. “If I don’t try and implement the training I’ve received, if I don’t give myself over to the wolf, I’ll be letting my whole family down.”

      “It just seems like a lot of pressure in addition to ACTs, driving tests, showing up to cheer for your brother every Friday night, not to mention any potential dating relationships on the horizon.”

      Willa let a snort escape her, and quickly covered her nose with a hand. “Ever since my twelfth birthday party, I’ve been living in the shadow of my brother. And, there’s not one pack member who’d ask me out. I’m a dud-wolf. You wouldn’t want to date me. I mean, you’ve only met one of my brothers.”

      “Actually, I think I met your oldest brother when I got pulled over for speeding this summer.” Tarron grinned and stepped into the street. “He didn’t seem that bad. With a little of my elf charm, I got off with a warning.”

      “No way!” Willa sped up to catch him. “You know one thing I do want?

      Tarron paused in the middle of the street and turned to face her. “What?”

      Willa had slightly softened toward the elf, but at her core, she felt the need to tread carefully. “To learn archery.” She walked past him to finish crossing the street.

      “Oh.”

      “What? Did you think I wanted a social life?” Willa laughed.

      “Maybe I could help you with both.”

      Heat rose into her cheeks as she reached the sidewalk. Willa looked to the quaint blue house on the corner to keep Tarron from noticing. She admired how the white shutters and door made the place look anything but supernatural. Willa waved at a small woman watering plants on the porch, a witch with waist-length red hair. A white streak of hair grew from her temple, making it difficult to guess her age.

      The witch waved back.

      “You know Ms. Howe?” Tarron asked.

      “Not really.” Willa shrugged as they passed the white picket fence. “Her herb shop is a few doors down from Backwoods Sport & Ski, and I’ve watched her sweep the sidewalk in front of her store countless times. How is she related to Scarlet? I noticed her coming and going from the shop a few times.”

      “She’s Scarlet’s grandmother.” Tarron nodded back at the house. “All the women in her family look alike. From a distance, I can’t tell Scarlet’s mom and grandmother apart. Her mom, Rose, doesn’t have as many wrinkles, or as many talismans hanging from her neck.”

      Willa looked up at him, confused.

      “You know, like the one you’re wearing.” Tarron nodded toward the necklace. “It’s pretty. Did you get it from their shop?”

      “I’m not sure who made it into a necklace, but the stone was my mother’s.” She looked down at the pendant. “Do you know what talismans do?”

      Tarron shrugged. “It depends.”
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        Chapter 2.5

      

      

      Monday 8:25 PM

      Willa: Are you home yet?

      

      9:04 PM The BOY Version: On my way

      Willa: Don’t text and drive

      

      9:49 PM The BOY Version: Ok, home

      Willa: Do you remember where dad had my necklace made?

      The BOY Version: Where is this coming from?

      Willa: Never mind, forget it

      The BOY Version: Wait . . .

      

      10:13 PM The BOY Version: I just asked Tate

      Willa: Ugh. Why did you have to pull him in?

      The BOY Version: He was playing D&D online, he didn't even blink

      Willa: Fine

      Willa: What did he say?

      The BOY Version: It was mom’s ring

      The BOY Version: Sheriff asked the Novaks to change the setting

      Willa: I hate it when Tate calls dad Sheriff

      Willa: Maybe I’ll change Tate’s name in my phone to Sheriff

      The BOY Version: Give him a break, it’s his way of dealing

      The BOY Version: Kinda like you moving out

      The BOY Version: Curious . . . Am I still ‘the boy version’ in your phone?

      Willa: . . .

      The BOY Version: You need to get over yourself

      Willa: Same

      The BOY Version: And you need to watch out for that Tarron kid

      Willa: Same

      The BOY Version: SMH

      The BOY Version: Love you

      Willa: Same
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      Willa held her topaz stone at the end of her necklace and pulled it from left to right while she waited for the bell to ring. Students scrambled into the classroom, hoping to avoid a tardy notice being emailed home on the second day of school. She made a point to sit at the center of the pattern of desks, in a neutral and new seat.

      A brunette girl bounced in, then a tuft of white hair caught Willa’s eye. Tarron, wearing a T-shirt with a kitten roaring on his chest, strutted to the empty chair next to her.

      “Is that seat taken?” he asked.

      “Nope.” Willa looked down at her black T-shirt with white bold letters. It read, “The book was better.”

      Tarron sat with a grin.

      “What?” Willa asked with a furrowed brow.

      Tarron’s grin spread into a wide smile. “Good morning.”

      The bell sounded, distracting her from the knowing look he gave her, and their new history teacher, Ms. Bast, stood. She began drawing shapes on the whiteboard behind her desk. Her black-and-white-checked capris and fuzzy yellow cardigan would have aged anyone else fifty years, but Ms. Bast pulled it off with the help of a messy bun, black-rimmed glasses, and red ballet flats. Her warm brown skin glowed, even in the unflattering florescent light. The new teacher had to be the youngest person on staff at Havenwood Falls High.

      Tarron leaned to the side and whispered, “Wanna come by the archery fields after cheer practice today?”

      Before she could answer, a low, familiar growl vibrated in the air around her. Kase had run into the classroom and frozen at the sight of his sister and the elf sitting together. He quickly took the seat in front of Willa.

      “Sorry, Ms. Bast,” he apologized as he pulled a notebook and pen from his backpack.

      “Don’t make it a habit, Mr. Kasun.” The teacher continued scribbling on the board. She grinned, her pearl-like teeth a stark contrast to her mahogany lipstick and bronze cheeks.

      Kase swiveled in his chair and placed his elbow on Willa’s desk. “Of course, Ms. Bast. Besides, I wouldn’t want to lose my favorite seat in the room again.”

      His eyes flashed gold at Tarron, and he curled his lip.

      “Give it a rest, Kase.” Willa folded her arms across her chest and avoided making eye contact by focusing on the board.

      Ms. Bast had sketched five different masks and started on a sixth. A few of the patterns appeared African, and one looked like it belonged on an Egyptian mummy. The next drawing only covered the eyes, like it would be worn to a masquerade, then she drew a few helmets. A total of ten masks covered the board when she finished and faced the students.

      The class had started speculating about the drawings, and the layered whispers had grown into a rumble.

      Ms. Bast cleared her throat. “Through the centuries, mankind has gone to great lengths to hide themselves. Some would argue helmets are for protection. Others might say masks allow for someone to be who they really are without being judged.” She paused as her gaze drifted over the class. “Today I will be assigning partners for a project due at the end of the month. The presentation and paper you turn in will be worth half of your grade this six weeks. Every pair of students will be researching one of the masks on the board.”

      Ms. Bast picked up a stack of worksheets and gave a few to the first person sitting at the front of each row. The papers slowly made their way back to Willa, and she perused the instructions as she passed the stack behind her.

      “Remember, deception is ultimately a disguise, and some facades give the illusion of sameness, so I’ll be mixing things up to keep everyone honest. Let’s start with Elle.”

      Everyone looked up at the new girl sitting on the front row.

      “You’ll be working with one of Havenwood Falls’ natives, Kase.”

      Ana, who sat with the rest of the pack, huffed and jutted her chin in the air, and Will’s buddy Joseph burst into laughter. Kase cut his eyes at the linebacker, silencing him.

      Ms. Bast continued to pair students, surprising the class a few times by mixing supernatural races. Willa especially enjoyed Ana’s name being called with Aurelia Petran. It wasn’t until she heard Tarron’s name that she realized how much she wanted to be paired with him.

      She liked him.

      The feeling wasn’t like anything she’d heard a pack member describe with their mates, but Willa genuinely wanted to get to know Tarron better. She smiled to herself.

      “Maria Horvat, you and Tarron will be working together on this helmet.” Ms. Bast pointed to an open-sided, flat hat.

      Willa’s shoulders slumped, and her chest tightened with envy.

      “As for this mask, I’d like Bale Grayson and Scarlet Howe to partner up.”

      Willa looked over to Bale, who was peering at Scarlet. She didn’t bother to look over her shoulder. In the corner of her eye, Willa saw Maria’s hand waving in the air.

      “Yes, Ms. Horvat. Do you have a question?”

      “No. But I do have a doctor’s note specifying that I cannot be exposed to anxiety-inducing situations, so I would like to be paired with someone else.”

      “You would?”

      Maria nodded.

      Willa looked over at Tarron, and he’d pinched the bridge of his nose between two fingers. She set a hand on his shoulder and asked, “Are you okay?”

      “Would you be okay if you had Maria as your partner for a project worth half your grade?”

      “I guess not.” She patted him reassuringly. “I’m sorry.”

      Ms. Bast looked at the list of students in front of her, then glanced over the sheet of paper toward Maria. One more glimpse at the list, then an inspection of Tarron.

      “Ms. Willa Kasun, would you be so kind as to partner with Tarron?” The teacher readied her pen over the paper. “I had planned for you to work with Joseph, but I think he’s better suited to Maria’s predisposition.”

      “That is fine with me,” Willa answered, working hard to keep her smile to herself. She itched to look over her shoulder at Maria, but looked over at Tarron instead. A giddy expression lit up his face, and the thought of Tarron wanting to be her partner, too, made the classroom suddenly warm. And then she remembered her hand on his arm.

      Struggling with what would be more awkward, she decided to pull her hand back, and then Tarron placed his hand over hers. The contact left her skin tingling.

      “You’ll have the rest of class to discuss your project, but after today I expect the work to be done on your own time. Tomorrow, come to class having read Unit 1, and be ready to tackle the beginning of time through 600 B.C.E.”

      The class erupted into a roar of voices trying to talk over each other. Students swapped seats and settled in with their partners. As everyone began working, the chaos quieted into a harmony. A few partners sat in silence, including Ana and her moroi partner. The mean girl of the wolves and the mean girl of the vamps had never been so quiet. Other pairs argued, like Maria and Joseph.

      Willa inspected the room, focusing her attention on anything but Tarron. Her fingers found her pendant as she finally pulled enough courage together to face him. His eyes were already on her, not staring but observing. He rubbed his chin as if he were trying to figure her out.

      “So, where do you want to meet?” Willa asked. “Your house?”

      Tarron’s eyes widened. “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea. How about your place?”

      “I don’t think you’d get off with a warning if my dad or one of my brothers caught you up in my apartment.”

      Tarron picked up his pencil and twirled it between his fingers. “Well, if you still want archery lessons after practice, I guess we could discuss the project then. Maybe plan a trip to Broastful Brew later this week?”

      Willa wanted to say yes, but she noticed her brother watching them. Will’s lip curled, and she didn’t know if her brother was mad or disgusted at having a vampire for a partner. The two supernatural species had been natural enemies in the world, but within the city limits, peace among the races reigned.

      “So, what’s so special about that necklace?” Tarron interrupted her thoughts.

      “This was my mother’s stone. My dad had it made into a pendant for me.”

      “It looks old,” he said. “Can I take a closer look?”

      Tarron lifted a hand to take the stone from her, and their fingers brushed against each other. He leaned in closer, inspecting the golden rock. The color reminded Willa of the shade a shifter’s eyes flashed when close to releasing their wolf.

      “I can take it off if you want to get a better look,” Willa offered.

      Tarron smirked. “I like this view.”

      But, he wasn't looking at the stone anymore. He’d met her eyes.

      She snickered.

      “Too cheesy?” he asked.

      “Just a little.” She held up her finger an inch above her thumb. “Do you ever give up? Or are you eager for disappointment? You have to realize that all your flirting won’t get you anywhere.”

      “As long as it gets you to the archery field after school, I’ll feel like I’ve accomplished something.”

      “Low expect—” Willa started.

      “No.” Tarron took her hand, and people in the room noticed. A hush fell over the classroom, and Tarron whispered, “Baby steps.”

      The self-deprecating tactics Willa typically used to avoid a guy’s advances weren’t working with this elf. He pushed past her walls and landed too close to her heart for comfort.

      His warm hand slid off hers, and he went back to spinning his pencil like a baton. The silence between them had been compounded by the curious stillness of their classmates. Seconds dragged into minutes, and Willa resorted to doodling arrows along the side of her notebook.

      The bell rang, announcing the end of class, and Tarron stood to leave.

      Willa reached up for his hand and met his gaze. “I’ll be there.”
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      Sitting in the bleachers, waiting for the squad to disband, the football field to clear, and the white-haired boy with the bow and arrow to wave her over, Willa thought about the best part of her day. It had been lunch, again. She’d sat with her newly acquired Scooby gang. Of course, they all argued about who would be cast in which roles, and since Willa hadn’t shifted yet, Bale claimed to be the best Scooby. When Tarron declared he would make the perfect Shaggy and Willa exuded Velma, the conversation stuttered. Elle was the first to break out into laughter, and the others joined in quickly.

      An elf and a werewolf being anything more than acquaintances would be social suicide. Tarron had flirted with Willa, unashamedly, but there couldn’t be anything more than friendship between them. Hence, Willa’s reasoning for casting herself as Scooby. They could end up the best of friends, but someday Willa would shift. And with the pack came impenetrable devotion, fierce protection, and a mate.

      Willa spaced out trying to remember a Kasun pack member who mated with someone outside their supernatural race. Conall, her oldest brother, was the only one who’d mated, but Tate once had a fling with a witch. It had been the summer before Kase and Willa turned twelve. They wouldn’t have started high school for another year, but she understood a stigma came with stepping outside your coven, pack, or gene pool.

      Willa remembered asking Tate, “Why do you like that witch?”

      Tate pinched his nose and shook his head. “It feels good to be liked for me, and not the Kasun name, or the expectation that comes with it. Everyone struggles to fit in, but if someone wants to be with you because you aren’t like everyone else, hang on to them.” He mussed her hair. “Someday, you’ll understand.”

      Willa now grasped what her brother had told her all those years ago.

      “Hey, you coming?” Tarron called from the lined track.

      Willa shook her head to clear it.

      “Oh.” He turned and started walking away.

      “Wait, no!” Willa stood and maneuvered down the bleachers awkwardly. “I was in a daze, and I didn’t see you wave me over.”

      “Really?” Tarron smirked. “You must have been thinking about someone pretty dreamy.”

      Willa ignored the innuendo and began the trek to the archery field. “Are you ready to multitask?”

      Tarron jumped in front of her and walked backwards. “I think you’ll find it’s crucial to focus when wielding a weapon. How about we head over to the Burger Bar after I show you a few things?”

      Willa tilted her head, wondering if the invitation was meant to be a date.

      Tarron pivoted to walk beside her. “We can do a little recon on the helmet we were assigned and decide how to split up the paper we have to write.”

      “Yeah, um, that’s a good idea,” Willa agreed, but only because she could explain it away as a study session if anyone asked.

      Tarron’s lesson in archery started with a demonstration. Willa watched as the muscles in his arms stretched and tightened. His feet, clad in worn-out black Converse, were planted shoulder-width apart with one in front of the other. He took a deep breath and his chest widened.

      Something buzzed at Willa’s core, and the corners of her lips lifted. Being attracted to Tarron didn’t feel wrong or weird. It felt good.

      Releasing his grip with an exhale, Tarron froze in place until the arrow struck its target. He turned to face Willa, and his smile reached his gray-blue eyes. The arrow jutted from the center of the solid red circle.

      “Your turn.”

      Willa’s mouth fell open. “Are you sure I’m ready?”

      “Nope, but you definitely need to get a feel for the bow while we’re out here.”

      Willa had expected him to tease her or flirt, but on the archery field, Tarron had grown more serious than she’d ever seen him. His brow flattened as he pulled an extra shooting glove from his bag and strapped it to her right hand.

      “How did you know I was right-handed?” She asked.

      He didn’t stop to think about it, but answered, “I’m observant.” And he winked.

      The playful elf Willa had grown to like hadn’t gone anywhere. Tarron focused, and as his fingers gently tugged the glove down to her wrist, his mouth tightened into a straight line. As he concentrated on tightening the band, a few strands of his hair fell in front of his eyes.

      Lifting her left hand, Willa tucked the hair behind his ear. She paused when her fingertip grazed the top. His ear came to a point like the petal of a flower and was just as soft.

      “Does it weird you out?” Tarron asked softly.

      Willa’s eyes met his. “Not at all.” Her lungs felt empty and full at the same time. She hadn’t ever been so close to a guy, except for her brothers.

      With a tug on the leather strap, Tarron stepped back.

      “I think you’re ready.” After handing her his bow, he moved out of the way and rubbed the back of his neck. Avoiding eye contact, he said, “Let’s take a few minutes and work on your posture. If you decide to get a bow of your own, it will probably be smaller and lighter.”

      Willa was pretty sure he hadn’t meant the comment as a slight, but being the youngest of four and the only girl, she took his words as a challenge. She lifted Tarron’s bow and squared her shoulders. It took a little of the strength she normally hid, but she pulled back on the string and pretended to aim at the target.

      “Nice, but—” Tarron pressed his fingertips upward, along her elbow.

      Surprised at his touch, Willa released the string and her elbow snapped back into Tarron’s chest.

      “Oh, crap! I’m so sorry!” She set the bow in the grass and quickly lifted her gloved hand to Tarron’s chest. She rubbed circles where her elbow had hit him and kept her eyes down.

      “It’s okay,” he assured her softly as he caught her wrist.

      Willa’s eyes watched as his hand slid to cover hers against his chest. She blinked, and as she looked up to meet his eyes, her feet shuffled closer to his.

      A whistle from an onlooker sounded from behind Tarron. Willa pushed up on her tiptoes to glance over his shoulder and watched as Kase, Joseph, and a few of their teammates strutted toward them.

      Willa patted Tarron’s chest and asked, “Will you let me handle them?”

      “Sure, but say the word, and we’re out of here.” Tarron moved around Willa and picked up his bow.

      Willa made her way to the track to meet her brother and keep him as far away from Tarron as possible. “Hey, Kase, you headed home?”

      “Yeah.” Kase squinted past her to watch as Tarron packed away his glove and arrows. “What are you still doing up here?”

      “Oh, just working out some details about the history project.” Willa twisted her hands together and felt the leather glove still strapped on her right hand. Carefully sliding her hands behind her, she shoved them into her back pockets. The evasion didn’t fool her brother.

      “What you mean is, he used the excuse to get you here for a study session, and now he’s giving you archery lessons and using his elvish sorcery to get close?” Kase shouted over his sister at Tarron, “Normally, I’d be impressed. But if you try anything with my sister, I’ll make sure your life is miserable.”

      Willa’s lips twisted, unsure of what to make of her brother’s accusations. “Sorcery?”

      “You know,” Kase kept on, “his charm.”

      “Magic isn’t allowed on school grounds,” Willa defended.

      “True,” her brother agreed. “But we can’t help it if a little seeps out every now and then. Isn’t that right, Number 22?”

      “22?” Willa asked.

      “It’s why your boy here quit the football team,” Kase pressed.

      Tarron had picked up his bag, along with hers, and met them on the track. “I don’t know what you’re up to, but give it a rest. Your sister and I have to work with each other on the project, and it’s none of your business why I’m not playing this year. You’re just angry because you’ll actually have to throw this year for the team to win.”

      Kase made a threatening move toward Tarron, and he dropped the bags, ready to defend himself. At the same time, Ana and Maria came around the corner of the building, looking for their ride home.

      “Come on, Kase!” Ana whined.

      Kase looked from his girlfriend to his sister. “I’m not leaving without her.”

      He crossed his arms over his chest, looking more like a stubborn toddler than a concerned brother.

      “Don’t be a bully,” Willa warned. Her chest started to grow tight, and a burning sensation warned her that her wolf was close, but still out of reach.

      Ana jogged over to them, with Maria not too far behind. She placed her hands on her hips impatiently and huffed. “This is ridiculous. If she wants to stick around with the imp, so be it. We have stuff to do.”

      She placed a hand on Will’s shoulder and tugged. Kase tugged back and ignored Ana.

      “I’m not leaving without you.” He spoke directly to Willa.

      Willa looked from Tarron to her brother, not wanting to give in, but not wanting to make things worse. She reached for her pendant to calm her nerves and moved to stand next to Tarron.

      Ana assumed Willa was taking a side. “Thank God!” She rolled her eyes. “I don’t have time for this sideshow.”

      Willa squeezed her pendant and turned to face her pack. “It’s a good thing Tarron and I are the main attraction then.”

      “Those are some big words coming from a girl who can’t shift.” Ana stepped in front of Kase and curled her lip.

      “Do you need me to dumb it down for you?” Willa asked, then looked to her brother, hoping he would take the hint and leave with his girlfriend.

      “You—” Ana growled.

      “I’m done listening to you,” Willa exclaimed. Her chest burned with power as the words left her lips, and the magic cut Ana off.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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

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

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
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
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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