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            Prologue

          

          RICH

        

      

    

    
      The ocean roared as loud as the whole stadium the day Rich last saw Destiny.

      The dunes were practically as high as the bleachers back then. The puffs of grass even swayed quick and jerky like a crowd drunk on beer and a guaranteed victory, a decade in the waiting, and what a decade it was. The salt in the air like the tears of the other team.

      Tears of a coach finally vindicated too.

      The beams in the gymnasium really were as bright and hot as the afternoon sun in these dog dying days of August. Still strolling up the sandy path, his sandals sinking more than floating, no, still worth keeping it a stroll.

      Easy like the cloud drifting high in the sky. Even, woh.

      The one a good bit to his left, like an anvil from one of those old corny kid toons. Strained his ears a bit, and they weren’t as bad as the doctor said they were – how would that doctor know? With so much hair in his ears they might as well be ear plugs.

      Crazy. An anvil cloud.

      The bing of a ball beyond the hill in the path–yes, a volleyball. The thump, puff in the sand, a solid spike.

      But no giggles like usual. Just wait for that all drawly I’m-too-cool-to-celebrate, Texan, southern, who knew, but as fake as it could be, but don’t go telling Destiny that.

      The flap of a net. Good. It wasn’t like Rich had too much time he could spare today. The paperwork in his dinky Ford truck, hmph, if that blue scrap heap wasn’t more reliable than the last bunch of new models …

      But no excuses. That paperwork has got to be in by five today or else, well, Rich might prefer being dead than deal with that heap of trouble.

      No need to bother Destiny over his troubles. Before her college cheerleading days she was already so supermodelsque that every game she attended, boy did tickets get sold out quick. Spandex bikini style outfit only encouraged the boys to watch for the wrong reasons.

      The idiots.

      Add the beach blonde hair she insisted on keeping waist long, supposedly because it covered her better than any of her actual tops, yeah, right, but in the end, a braided ponytail was the comprise.

      The occasional oddball rumor swirling around here those days, that she was one of those monsters defending mankind from the demon menace, but only in exchange for feeding on mankind themselves.

      Yeah. Right. That was just jealous boys hoping for the wrong thing, jealous girls hoping to knock her down to their level, no, lower than their level.

      Never seemed to bother Destiny none.

      Rich even trained some of the heroes that hunted both those monsters and the demons that preyed on humans and monsters. In secret, of course.

      The email invite telling him she was back in town for the day, and a quick hello at the out of the way beach, plus some nice catch up volleyball style …

      She even was leaning behind the huge sign saying the obvious no lifeguards, rip currents, and so on and so forth. The grass couldn’t hide her peachy crisp bare legs completely, even if it managed to hide most of the bottom of the sign.

      Legs seemed a bit too relaxed though. Strange. A bit off, but Rich couldn’t put his finger on it.

      Ha. No.

      This wasn’t some mystery murder story. Crime was lower here than in most of the state. Including the parts were there were more bears than humans.

      So crunch crunch crunch.

      Just stepping to the top of the bump, passing the sign a bit, just to take a deep breath and take in the wide expense of clear blue ocean, of white fine sand with a net close to the water, and …

      A crazy pale beach blonde lay awkward, practically crumbled right at the surf. Not even reacting to the water splashing over her face, into her eyes.

      No …

      “Destiny …” Rich said, “No …”

      Her bikini was a lime green … wait. Destiny hated, no, loathed lime green with a passion. A secret pinkoholic, that one was. Vanilla white a close second favorite, too, for the whole innocent virgin till marriage thing despite her stripper wear obsession.

      No. It couldn’t be …

      Then who was that girl? And next to her, no, in the sand, deeper in the sand a … brunette? They even started to move funny. Shift weird, odd. Not from the waves, or sand, no, but–

      A sigh erupted right behind him. The stink of serpent too?

      “You’re not Destiny neither.”

      Rich jumped around.

      “What?!”

      A girl. A girl that looked, sounded exactly like Destiny except, no, she didn’t recognize him at all.

      “Who the fuck are
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      Now this nice July day started out good enough here at the Jersey Shore.

      There were smells of foot-long hot dogs roasted roaring good. French fries fried to their crunchy death. And big pretzels baked soft and salty fresh. All more than enough to make my tummy growl for more than it could handle. Again.

      Not that I gave in to it. This time. A guy like me had to draw a line somewhere, and 7 hots dogs, 3 buckets of fries, and half a dozen pretzels later was somewhere far passed that line.

      But no worries. Like Coach Rich told me over and over and over again when training my vampire hunting alter ego Archer Rex—don’t sweat the small stuff, and another dozen yummies? Small stuff.

      Especially compared to my stomach and its big fat needs.

      So no worries. This was the Beach Bum Paradise Festival in Coral River after all.

      Even the bright blue sky was as bright and dandy as I should feel right now. Even with my heart racing faster than starved fat kid for free potato chips—clearly due to my diet—and I’d have it no other way. Everyone had to die someway and death by diet, not so bad.

      So time to get into another line. As long as there was some cash left in my pocket, there were plenty of lines to choose from. I was hemmed in by food trucks on both sides, and a relentlessly celebrating crowd shuffling through in both directions and then some.

      Good thing I was not just big boned, but pudgy too. Plenty to bounce off those nudges and shoves from the crowd.

      Never mind the carnie games blaring their goofy tunes for more dupes. Arts and crafts stalls were best left to my mom and my step-sis, since, as they both said plenty of times, the arts and crafts here were to die for.

      So to the next food stall it was!

      My pudgy tummy thanked me big time with another growl of joy. Especially with how the line was shorter than its patience. The best food trucks billowed out more delicious smells of—ah!

      A line of pizzas each the size of a Ferris wheel?

      Each drowned in an ocean of bubbling hot mozzarella cheese?

      And the nearest one smothered in thin round slices of crinkled sausage?

      Perfect!

      That heart attack in the making was definitely my next stop. It was a fat boy’s paradise and—ack!

      My fat stubby legs started wobbling like a drunk about to pass out, despite not drinking a bit of alcohol … wait, no.

      This was just some good exercise. Yup. Exercise. Everyone needed some exercise. This freshly cut grass was perfect for it. Since, like Coach Rich always said to me in my Archer Rex form, exercise was good for the body and soul, and damn, did Archer look like he got plenty of exercise. Wiry perfect body galore.

      Too bad I couldn’t maintain that form in my normal life. Nope. All because I didn’t drink the blood of my kind’s preferred prey. Vampire girls of the serpent kind. As in serpents that nearly perfectly resembled humans, except they hunted humans like vampires would, but without the weakness to sunlight, or other uggy stuff.

      Potato chips were just so much easier to catch.

      And lots less creepy to hunt in general.

      Better fat than creepy, I always say.

      Never mind Destiny, one of my childhood besties since forever, was, in fact, a serpent girl. Along with my step-sis.

      No wonder my heart was racing so fast. Good exercise it was.

      And no, not because—gulp.

      Candi the Cheerleader Cutie was suddenly here, a few food trucks ahead of me, and headed my way. She was yanking her ass-long ruby-red pigtails again. Yammering too quietly to hear over the blaring carnie music, let alone my pounding heart.

      Nonono.

      Gulp.

      She was waving at me now. Waving.

      “DEEEEEVVVVVVIIIEEEEEEEE[image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation]”

      Wow, she did have a pair of lungs in her. No wonder she went full cheerleader cutie in college. Not that I knew in her well in high school, no really, unlike her big sis Destiny, since our families wouldn’t exactly get along in a good safe way, since, well …

      Shudder.

      But good thing I wore my ruby-red swim trunks. No worries at all about all my sweat. Leg-wobbling exercise and sweat went together like ice cream and cherries. My moo-moo of a tee shirt was like the whipped cream on top, with it proclaiming my undying heartfelt love of hot dog everything. Perfect.

      And a little courage went a long way, so …
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      I said, “Hi, C-C-Candi.”

      Okay, more like sputtered.

      But I even twitched a wave back. Kinda. Because, as Coach Rich would say, a man faced his fears head on. Even a cheerleader cutie … a friendly cheerleader cutie … gulp.

      (Do. NOT. go. fanged. idiot.)

      (I never did with Destiny. Not for years now.)

      (But yes for my step-sis Felicia. Just to mess with her. Nothing more.)

      My heart already pounded harder, louder than all the live bands here put together, and right now they were all the heavy metal sort of bands, so lots of headbanging badass noise. Even if the bands were stationed at the ends of the several rows of booths. A celebrating crowd around each end.

      I was too pudgy and big boned to turn and dash away. The crowd was thicker than Alfredo sauce after it cooled down solid. I was just too large. The space between the rows of booths was only a few paces. Not large at all.

      Not compared to me and my fat ass.

      And most important of all, my stomach absolutely refused to abandon the hope of a whole Ferris-wheel-style boardwalk pizza, especially drowned with bubbling mozzarella and smothered with round thin slices of crinkled sausage bliss.

      The booth itself was part of a food truck fashioned after a pizza oven, complete with a goofy pizza mascot clearly inspired by flying saucers of the alien but delicious kind. I could already feel the blazing heat of their oven and the smell of so much fresh pizza that, if I wasn’t careful, I’d drool worse than a vampire boy eager for pretty cheerleader girl blood.

      (Never mind how Candi was a vampire herself. A vampire of the serpent kind. Judging by her natural candy cane scent in the past, she’s a hybrid of vampire vipress and succubus serpent, so staking her in the heart would paralyze her while staking her in the privies would kill her slow and painfully.)

      ((So yeah. Creepy all around to go viking viper. Even if it was like a cobra hunting other serpents and ugh.)

      (Never mind a hunters like me could easily summon a bunch of special stakes that, when used right, would turn her kind to ash and suck their fiery remains inside, sealing them safely away for storage or worse, summoning them later as a helpless meal.)

      There wasn’t even a line right now. So, yeah, hurry over to that counter, a counter much like a pizza cooking board, and there’d be even less of a wait.

      Perfect.

      Yet no.

      Candi clearly was trying to help me. Misguided but sigh.

      As much of a coward that I was, especially in this fat boy form, I wasn’t a heartless selfish idiot either. Candi was putting in the effort. I should to. The pizza could wait. Even if the very thought made my stomach snarl louder than a werewolf denied its meal of human girl flesh.

      So I twitched another wave at Candi. A bigger, more solid wave.

      As stiff and jerky as it ended up.

      Sending my heart racing even faster. Pounding even louder.

      And my wave, as pathetic as it was, and it was pathetic, no mincing words there, it still encouraged Candi to actually come over. Sweetheart that she was.

      Candi had no trouble darting through the crowd of fatsos like a gorgeous explorer slipping through a dancing-boulders-of-doom kind of death trap all to save me, the damsel in distress. A single misstep would have led to a very squished Candi, and an even more distraught me. A thought that raced my heart even faster.

      Even as she reached me.

      But no.

      That my legs wobbled even worse now, it definitely wasn’t because Candi the Cheerleader Cutie was now standing so close to me it hurt. (Actually, more like bouncing in place.)

      “Devie[image: heart exclamation] It’s sooooo like, great to see you[image: heart exclamation]”

      I gulped.

      Nodded.

      And I couldn’t help but really notice how she was in a ruby-red string bikini of all things—clearly exposing all the boobzilla boob she legally could in public—and her red-and-black checkered miniskirt showed more thightastic thigh than covering … gulp.

      If only my sweat was all from it being a hot July day down here at the Jersey Shore.

      But no.

      I knew exactly why my heart raced beyond terrified whenever I encountered a pretty girl of the slim but sexy serpent kind. I was meant to hunt them, but hell no.

      My mom’s a vampire vipress hottie that my vampire-hunting dad of the viking viper sort couldn’t ever bring to drain dead so this led to that and bang, I came along.

      Of course, I get my weekly fix of vampire vipress blood from mom, so far, but both my parents were budging me to go fanged freak on some pretty serpent girl, any pretty serpent girl—even on my step-sis Felicia, who, as messed up as it sounded, was egging me on too.

      The first was the hardest, after all.

      And, yeah, I’d save a bunch of guys those human-hunting girls would have otherwise drained dead, or as mom like to say, send to Heaven before sending them to Heaven, but … ugh, creepy.

      Especially Felicia. Just because she was Bimbo Barbie incarnate and was the daughter of my dad’s other last remaining blood babe …

      Ugh.

      Big time ugh.

      So, by now, my body always went to jelly, and not just from the usual kind of lust. Poor sweethearted Candi was clearly giving it her all trying to fix whatever was wrong with me.

      Never mind I already scented her true nature.

      That Coach Rich introduced us only a month ago, back when summer was really beginning to get going … but his introduction was probably the only reason Candi even acknowledged my existence, yet now she didn’t hesitate to do her best to try to help me.

      But her current outfit … not helping. At all.

      Let’s say her miniskirt was so short even the bottom tip of her bikini bottom was showing.

      (Gulp.)

      Why she even bothered with that cropped checkered vest when it was so flimsy slim and crazy snug and—okay, okay, it all matched her pom poms, and more importantly it was all for her upcoming racing cheerleader gig she messaged me aaaaaallllll about just today.

      Candi even giggled. Her voice was as sweet as her namesake.

      No. Sweeter.

      “Like what you see?” she said.

      If only she did go fanged freak on me and save us both the agony.

      I must have blushed redder than her ass-long ruby-red pigtails, since my whole entire body heated up hotter than a cheeseless red pizza cooked too long.

      So I gulped. My neck too stiff to move, let alone nod.

      But speaking of pizza … my tummy growled for that Ferris-wheel-style boardwalk pizza and no cheerleader cutie would stand (or bounce) in its way for long.

      So I managed to croak some words out. Barely.

      “Pizza,” I said, “Want some?”

      “Ooo[image: heart exclamation] I loooooove boardwalk pizza. It’s like, the best[image: heart exclamation]”

      Gulp. Okay. Perfect.

      Candi going bouncy bouncy happy again, especially with so much boobzilla boob exposed and jiggling and yet … that beautiful heart of a baby face gleaming so bright with huuuuge green eyes and a cherry-lipped grin that—gulp.

      No.

      The screams suddenly behind us. Just more fun and games. Hopefully. From the heavy metal band going screaming awesome and headbangingly great.

      Until one of those screams turned to cries for help.
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      Where there’s a will, there’s boys, so Destiny embraced her I-heart-wieners tee with all the snug glee of her inner slut could muster, and yes, she could muster enough inner slut to wear the extra long tee like a skin-tight minidress.

      Of course, her nylon short-shorts doubled as nice pink undies on this nice hot summer day, especially with their hidden cherry heart over her crotch and the hidden cherry scribble on her ass declaring her a Naughty Kitty.

      Only a naughty kitty of a girl would squee in such evil glee, let alone play Pointdextor Boom Buster.

      The arcade booth was at least twice as old as her twenty year old ass, given its sides were twice as warped as her sense of humor, and its twin seats had marinated in so many potato chip farts those blue curls curled even more, but they still didn’t curl as much as her toes at that stink which would of sent more sensible girls running.

      Good thing she wore low heel sandals.

      Good thing she wore low heel sandals like her sisters Faith and Verity suggested, since like Verity always said, identical sisters think alike.

      So now there’s plenty of space to curl her toes tight and not chip her cherry toenails. Pink sandals because she was a proud pinkoholic, despite going with cherry nails like Verity loved.

      She only went with cherry nails since that penis of a joystick was redder than her own cherry, and damn would she pass up the chance to distract and delay her nemesis sitting too in that curled up seat beside her.

      His name, Al. Short for Asshole Light, since he was so scrawny yet so cocky.

      Same reason she went with an ultra low neck line today.

      Normally, only dumb tween girls go a cup smaller than what their breasts really need, but Destiny went D-cup for her DD-cup chest so that they would be his double doom booms luring those peepers away from that wide grim-crusted screen.

      He would not save ANY of those pixelated geeks and nerds today. Destiny would bring on the next dark age in their digitaled world, gunning down every brainiac till humanity’s collective IQ was smaller than her shoe size.

      Only Al could save them.

      So sucks to be them. Heeeello, new dark age, Destiny style.

      Because she was five foot nine inches of peachy seductive doom for that fool, who struggled to be only an inch or so shorter than her, and that’s when you counted his fluffy dumb hair in his favor, and boy, did she see right through his blond paler than beached pale … as if that ever was natural.

      Emo wannabe.

      Her own hair was a natural sunny blonde with high lights as platinum pink as the credit card pa snatched away from her, again, as if she were still sweet stupid sixteen fresh from her second puberty ripening her into a supermodeleque superbabe of a vampire vipress and succubus serpent hybrid.

      But nope.

      Why pa wanted her more covered up nowadays, not less like most serpent girls like her are supposed to, all cause most serpent girls should be learns the ins and outs of seduce and slashing their human prey to sweet, sweet ghoulhood or least corpsing some here and there.

      But not her. Or her identical two sisters Faith and Verity. Or even their younger sis Candi.

      Yet.

      She was half vampire vipress, half succubus serpent and damn proud of it, so even Al in his sweaty unwashed scrawny glory smelled … tasty.

      Yup.

      Her taste were shit, obviously.

      Both Faith and Verity agreed on that—even if identical sister thought alike, they didn’t always thought alike, sheesh.

      She didn’t mind his baggy anime porno tee—okay, more like moo-moo, even though it was covered so many potato chip stains it rivaled these curled up arcade seats.

      Still, her fangs got a bit too drippy around Al. If Destiny didn’t wallop Al to the extreme today, she might never get the chance again. Probably.

      Pa was blabbering louder and louder about sending her and all her sisters to some special university for “girls like them”, where she and her sisters would learn the ins and outs of being proper serpent girls and “leaders of tomorrow’s monsters” and “with power came reprehensibilities” and blah blah blah—ACK!

      Several fucking pointdextors crawled to bloody safely. Destiny you fucking stupid⁠—

      Bam bam bam.

      Focus. Keep giving those pixelated pointdextors pixelated wings. Yeah!

      Al screamed in anguish. Again.

      Whiny wimp.

      Compared if they met later today, which they better not …

      “My high score …” Al said.

      “Is history,” Destiny said.

      “Not yet,” Al said, and banged his joystick harder, and bang bang banged those poor blue buttons of his. Blue from shame and embarrassment.

      Suddenly …

      “Wha?” Destiny said, “Where’d so many digital pointdextors come from? Running like a D&D con was right off screen.”

      Bam bam bam.

      Destiny chuckled. “That con’s gonna be real empty this time.”

      “Destiny,” Al said, “You have issues.”

      “Don’t we all,” Destiny said, and handjobbed that penis joystick into killing a whole squad of pointdextors doing the most evil of subjects, physics with that E=mc2 shit.

      “Let me guess,” Al said, “Volleyball⁠—”

      “Nope,” Destiny said, “Won last game. Spiked them bitches harder than any physics shit.”

      Then spiked her red buttons even harder.

      More pointdextors dead.

      “Your grades …” Al said, and pounded those buttons like he definitely wanted to pound her ass.

      “Why yes,” Destiny said, “My D-cups weren’t the only D’s I got recently, ‘k? Not the first time … now prepare to⁠—”

      “Study date,” Al said, “Instead of murder⁠—”

      “Hell no,” Destiny said, “And I mean. Hell. no. Ima …”

      “Not jailbait anymore,” Al said, and went guardian angel for some geek squad repairing some stupid overpixelated doomsday device.

      Just because lying about her age had some downsides … but what girl was honest about

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/rtx-2763-fe0f.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        1. Devin Walker
      


      		
        2. Devin Walker
      


      		
        3. Destiny Thorn
      


      		
        4. Devin Walker
      


      		
        5. Devin Walker
      


      		
        6. Vera Saint Norris
      


      		
        7. Archer Rex
      


      		
        8. Archer Rex
      


      		
        9. Gunshot Cherry
      


      		
        10. Vera Saint Norris
      


      		
        11. Archer Rex
      


      		
        12. Vera Saint Norris
      


      		
        13. Devin Walker
      


      		
        14. Vera Saint Norris
      


      		
        15. Candi Thorn
      


      		
        16. Devin Walker
      


      		
        17. Fangerella
      


      		
        18. Devin Walker
      


      		
        19. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        20. Fangerella
      


      		
        21. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        22. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        23. Kinky Konnie
      


      		
        24. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        25. Gunshot Cherry
      


      		
        26. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        27. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        28. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        29. Kinky Konnie
      


      		
        30. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        31. Archer Rex
      


      		
        32. Archer Rex
      


      		
        33. Felicia Walker
      


      		
        34. Fangerella
      


      		
        35. Felicia Walker
      


      		
        36. Devin Walker
      


      		
        37. Widow Witch
      


      		
        38. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        39. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        40. Kinky Konnie
      


      		
        41. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        42. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        43. Fangerella
      


      		
        44. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        45. Fangerella
      


      		
        46. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        47. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        48. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        49. Shadow Raven
      


      		
        50. Archer Rex
      


      		
        51. Devin Walker
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Jonathan Evan Hudson
      


      		
        A Taste Of Stake Me Thrice
        
          		
            1. Shadow Raven
          


          		
            2. Shadow Raven
          


        


      


      		
        Want More?
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Jonathan Evan Hudson


    


  


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/festival-of-fangs---ebook-cover.jpg
BestserunG Auror o A WAR Or Lust Avp Oax

JONATHAN

FEST VALOF FAHGS

Y Succupus, ¥ Vinewg Aut Cieereeveg Tegor Nove





OEBPS/images/swordpulpstudios-trimmed.jpg
SWORDPULP
STUDIOS






