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      I’m a cat. I might have always been a cat, but I’m not sure. I live outside the UnSeelie city of Omentria. It’s a beautiful city, but the meadows are alight with butterflies and bees and chaseable things, so that is where I usually play.

      I am broken, and for a long time, I didn’t think I’d get a job, but I was wrong.

      I am variously known as Asshole Cat, Three-legged Cat—sadly, this is descriptive—and Axel. I prefer Axel. I prefer feta cheese to haloumi, but I will eat both.

      My job is simple—befriend the lovelorn fairy.

      I’m not sure which lovelorn fairy I’m supposed to befriend, but I suspect the answer will come to me.
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      Dick was a lousy demon. He didn’t even want to be a demon. To be one of those who skulked in shadows and clawed their way out of the airless void beyond the veil. On fire with bloodlust. Dick was almost cool by comparison to most demons. Or cool enough to hide the jangle of nerves that seeing his ex pull up to the curb in front of his house set off inside him.

      He liked baseball but not going to the movies, because the floors were sticky. He liked magic but not spells, because the rituals surrounding spells were a pain in the ass. But for some reason, fate had decided to piss all over the day he was born, and spells were the only magic he was any good at, and that was a stretch no matter how many stars aligned.

      Sarah climbed out of her car and tossed her hair. Red. He liked redheads. He liked Sarah, but… Well, for all the reasons that had just gone through his head, he was lousy boyfriend material too.

      He watched her open her backseat door.

      He wasn’t even demon-dark. Yeah, his hair was brown, buzzed close to his scalp to get rid of the weird red highlights, but his eyes weren’t dark. They were fucking green. And he had freckles—faded over the years—but freckles just the same.

      He could pound somebody into the pavement if they needed it, but he wasn’t particularly violent. He liked puzzles, not mayhem, and had once dreamed about being a private detective. He liked film noir—on TV—in his house with the scrubbed hardwood floors his feet never stuck to. He was neat and tidy but loved his hands in dirt and his eyes on the stars.

      What the hell is that?

      Sarah approached on the walkway, one arm pulled down by the weight of a rectangular bag—a carrier. What the hell was she carrying?

      Her hair bounced, catching the last rays of sun. Orange and red and gold. Her lips stretched in a perpetual smile, but his eyes dropped to her bobbing chest. His being a demon had made their relationship impossible. He never should have let it happen, and had taken to pretending he was just too damn grouchy for somebody like her to blunt the sting of losing her. And truthfully, he was a grouch, so it wasn’t a hard sell. Grouch was an occupational hazard. The wall he’d put up to guard his heart from some of the things he saw on the job was constructed of pure stone, miles-deep. Even if he could settle down with someone, he needed friction in his life, and Sarah was like water, flowing and steady. He needed rocks. Disturbance. Something to match the turmoil in his chest. The turmoil churning in the everyday world. He raised his gaze to the sky and the purple-laced streaks of yellow he wasn’t sure anybody else could see. Nobody had pointed it out, and he sure as hell wasn’t going to. The last thing he needed was to look like he was losing his marbles. But something was… off.

      A convulsion maybe only his kind could feel. And being able to feel it was what made him good at his job. He hunted demons, and he had a dark, but useful, advantage—no demon thought another demon would come to kill its own kind.

      Sarah set the carrier down and puffed her bangs off her face.

      He narrowed his eyes. “What the hell is that?”

      She didn’t answer. “I came to say goodbye.”

      Was it moving? The material, black and rough like canvas, had rectangles of heavy mesh cut into its top and sides. Were those… air holes?

      “Goodbye?”

      She nodded, her smile widening, the sun’s kiss rosy on her cheeks. “I got a promotion. I’m transferring to North Carolina.”

      She worked for a bank.

      “A branch?”

      “No, silly. The corporate offices.”

      Most of their time together, he’d spent tracking a murderous demon duo. How those two had gotten together, he had no idea, because it was ultimately the viciousness of their battles with each other that had tripped them up, but the job had taken him away for weeks at a time.

      Time for the sour dread in the pit of his gut over dragging an innocent human into his orbit to back off.

      Time away from somebody he’d been dumb enough to let get too close.

      What if he gave himself away? What if his mask slipped off? What if she saw his true face? Even he hadn’t seen it. Didn’t want to. Demons took human form for a reason, though a few had denied stealing anyone’s body. How his own mask stayed on was a mystery to him. The magic that hid him had come from a spell his guardian had taught him; that was all he knew.

      “You must keep it on until it’s time,” Sol said. “The chime of change will come your way.”

      It had to be time by now. Time for what, though?

      Something.

      Hiss.

      He jerked his head to the carrier. Yep. Moving.

      “Is that a cat?”

      He stood from his seat on the porch step, came down to the walkway, and peered through the mesh into the crate. Nothing but shadow met his eye. “What is it?”

      “It’s for you. A goodbye present.”

      He stared down at her. Crap, she was tiny. Somebody could mistake her for a fairy. Though it wasn’t exactly a rule that fairies were small. “Isn’t it me who’s supposed to get you a present?”

      “Silly.”

      What the hell did that mean?

      Then she answered. “You aren’t going to like this present.”

      He stepped closer, and she backed away. Her smile danced now, dimples playing in her cheeks, and a stab of regret hit him. So pretty, and she really was a good person. What was wrong with him?

      Demon, idiot.

      “Are you mad at me?”

      After all, he was the one who’d broken up with her, even if she was the one who’d said goodbye in words. Present but not accounted for—that was him. Hanging on by the herbal dregs of a magic most demons would laugh at. If he got lucky, he’d make it to the rift and break through to the other side. Because if he wasn’t lucky…

      Well, he couldn’t hide forever.

      Even if Sarah thought she’d already seen into him, she had no idea her world coexisted with any others, or that he’d been born of a place long ago flayed of its hope.

      “I know who you are, Dick. You have a lot of love to give. I know it, but I don’t think you do. So enjoy your present because love is the only thing that’ll make it work. And I’m holding you on your honor to make it work.”

      Dread crept under his skin. “That’s ominous.”

      She waggled her fingers at him. “Nice knowing you.”

      “Sarah…” He skirted the carrier, the… hissing carrier. “For God’s sake. You come over, hit me with that, and leave?”

      “I’m taking the red-eye. Tonight,” she added.

      She’d stopped backing up. Her smile formed a faint curve.

      Sorrow swelled to bursting in his chest. It hurt like a bullet or a dagger stuck in the middle of it. Hugging her let him hide his grimace in her hair. She smelled like flowers. He breathed her in.

      In the greater scheme of things, they barely knew each other. Four months out of two lifetimes. But he felt the speeding up of time, and she was part of a world he was going to lose, the only one he really remembered, and one he thought he’d mourn for.

      When he let her go, she took his face in her palms and brought him down for a kiss. A soft kiss that lingered for just a moment but woke an ache around the dagger in his chest.

      Fuck, he was lonely. He tried not to think of that and was a bit resentful she’d reminded him. “I guess you’re on the move up now?”

      She nodded, her fingers slipping off his face. “It’s a good move. I’m excited.”

      “Then I’m happy for you.”

      She laughed and spun away. “You won’t be.” When she got to her car, she met his frown with another smile. “I’m counting on you, Dick. Do the right thing. I’d take him if I could. And if he goes to the pound, I don’t think he’ll come out. Take him into the house. He lives indoors from now on.”

      Like hell.

      He glowered at her. “Sarah…”

      “Have a good life, my friend.”

      Not likely.

      He stood at the end of the walkway and watched her car turn the corner and disappear. A moment later, he glanced back at the carrier. It hissed, which meant it had to be a cat. Witches had cats for familiars, but demons…

      Demons had nobody.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The chess piece levitated above the board and hovered for a wobbly moment before crossing the room and settling onto Poppy’s outstretched palm. Gin was tempted to tell himself it was the fault of a poor night’s sleep that made him such an epic failure at magic. But that’d be a lie. He’d always been a failure, while the wicked dream that his bedroom ceiling was melting and dribbling on top of him like hot wax was new. A bizarre wrinkle in Gin’s otherwise pedestrian life.

      The wax wigged him out, not just the dripping on him, but the morphing-into-fingers-that-hauled-him-into-the-attic part. As if something from beyond wanted him up there. Wanted to show him something? There was nothing to see. Nothing out of the ordinary. He’d know because he was in the process of exploring every square inch of the space and every item in it, trying to find an explanation for why he sucked so epically at being a fairy.

      He glared at the chess piece.

      “It doesn’t work for me, Poppy.”

      She closed her fingers, and a flutter of doubt passed through her eyes. Poppy had been doing magic for as long as Gin could remember, and she was only three years older than him. At twenty-five, he had yet to do one magical thing. Not that fairies were a bag of tricks, but magic was their point. Fairies were soldiers in an eons-long war with demons. When fiendish hordes stormed the human realm, fairy magic kept them back. Fairy magic resealed the rift when it opened—a strange tear of stranger origin, though the source of that origin was still a mystery. Oh, there were stories. Stories written by fairies for fairies. Gin had read dozens, even children’s books, with grisly illustrations of demons falling through a bloody gash in an otherwise blue sky. But what it was, and why, was anybody’s guess. All that mattered was that it was a weak point between realms, and though it always knitted itself back together, it always thinned again too. And that was the time—when the skin of the sky stretched into a sheer curtain—that was the most dangerous. When it was nothing for demons to break through. And what good was Gin if he couldn’t help stop that? Uncle Daggett never commented on his deficiencies, but Gin could tell he worried about it. Gin was a failure, and he was the freaking fairy prince.

      Poppy set the chess piece down. “Gin.”

      He gazed outside from his seat in front of the terrace doors. Stars lit the blue-black sky. Where were his parents? Which pair of silver stars were they?

      “I know this upsets you, but I think you need to let it go.”

      He gaped. “How can I? You’re strong, Poppy, but not⁠—”

      “Not strong enough to hold back a horde of demons?” Oddly, there was laughter in her voice. “They will come, and we will defeat them, because it’s what we were meant to do. All plans are laid out like a map across the universe.”

      “A map I can’t see,” he muttered, turning his gaze to the board.

      That was another thing. Games. The delight of all fairies except… him. Not that he hated games. He didn’t. But he wasn’t obsessed over them. He’d rather read about astral projection, chakras, planetary alignments, and all the ways he might tap into the power that danced on Poppy’s fingertips.

      Magic wasn’t the only power. Ley lines had loads of it. There was star pull and the veil’s magnetism. Crystals and magnets and the law of attraction. Gin was all about tapping into that surface energy. It was the stuff of human magic—focus, meditation, tarot cards…

      It was probably time to realign his energies.

      Gin had tried reiki and Tibetan singing bowl healings to cure any blockages to his magic. He’d gotten his fortune told without confessing that his real question was the location of the place where his magic was hiding. He sat for tarot readings and was an avid horoscope fan. He stood on his head and recited daily affirmations. He lit candles and om’d his way through his mornings. And every day at lunch, he sat his magicless ass down and fought not to burst into tears.

      Useless.

      “You’re upset,” Poppy said. “They can sense that.”

      They?

      What happened to energy fields and magnetic attraction?

      “They’re pieces of wood, Poppy.”

      He heard the rise in his voice. Breathe. One, two… In, out.

      “Everything is animate, Gin. Everything has consciousness whether you sense it or not. And it doesn’t matter if you can’t do magic. You have gifts, and when the time is right, you will know what they are.”

      She dropped a kiss on his head. “I’m going to go check on dinner.”

      He nodded. Might as well be human for all the good he did his kind. But that just restarted the evil thought in his head that he wasn’t a fairy at all. After the disaster that had been the last rift had stolen his parents from this world, nobody could tell him about his birth. His uncle, Daggett, said Gin had been born in a car with the same midwife who’d delivered Poppy, so it wasn’t as if anybody else had been there to see it. And why in a car? Why not at home? The awkward looks told him it had been a difficult birth and had heralded the worst rift in memory.

      He stood and stared out the window. Lights lined a path curving from the patio to the wooded grounds. More lights twinkled in the trees. Trying to outshine the stars. Maybe that was what he was trying to do. Outshine his birth.

      He chewed his lip, slowly fixing his attention on his reflection in the glass. Too tall for a fairy. Fairies could be blond, but his eyes were brown. Fairies had green or blue eyes. Okay… Most fairies. And sometimes they were just as tall as any human, but adding in all the endless ways he sucked…

      What else could he come up with?

      A shiver ran down his spine as he gazed at the ceiling. He had to go up there. It’s perfectly safe. It’s not really bleeding wax.

      Stupid nightmare.

      He marched out of the library.

      Lark Mansion was massive. Fairies made their money in games. Producers, inventors, manufacturers—and Lark Productions was a billion dollar industry. Gin and Poppy never had to lift a finger. Poppy practiced her magic, steeped herself in fairy lore, and managed the household affairs. Gin was a company blogger, though he seldom had an interest in yet another game-related, Did you know this about that? post. Boring. Except for replying to the comments. That was fun. Some people were thrilled he bothered, but that was the part of his job that made it worthwhile for him.

      Brought a smile to his face.

      Which vanished when he thought about what he was going to do with the rest of his life. Answer blog post comments? Work in a New Age book store? For a while, he’d flirted with the idea of becoming a tarot reader, but he wasn’t any good at that either.

      Useless.

      He fisted his hands as he strode to the front of the house.

      Twenty-five years old, and he still didn’t know what he wanted to be when he grew up. Twenty-five and still afraid of nightmares.

      He took a breath, steeled himself, climbed three flights of carpeted stairs, and strode down a runner in warm nutmeg and autumn-leaf yellow to a plain white door just down the hall from his bedroom.

      Another flight of stairs, plain, scuffed wood, opened in the center of eight-thousand square feet of attic space. For months now, unbeknownst to Poppy, Gin had been combing through the thrift-shop mess filling the confines.

      Granted, she loved him and wanted to encourage him, but she’d never entertain the idea he was a changeling. He didn’t know what he was looking for, but most of his parents’ belongings had made their way up here. Life went on, and Poppy changed decor to suit her mood and the seasons as she saw fit. In a few months, the runner downstairs would change to pea-shoot green and peony pink.

      He stood in the heat of the room with the lamps throwing shadows. Boxes tottered, stacked as he finished exploring the contents. He’d leafed through every book on one shelf-lined wall.

      Now his gaze hitched from place to place, drawn by his nightmare’s dread.

      No crimson wax pooled on the floor, seeping like sludge through cracks and seams, soaking planks and joists, collecting in a tacky puddle that had turned his ceiling into a waxy blood spot, before morphing into fingers, claw-curled and seeking him.

      No wax dripped from the ceiling above him either.

      Cobwebs hung from heavy rafters.

      No breath swelled the walls or tickled his skin with a clammy caress. Nothing here but faded paint, stains on the dusty floor, marks from boxes dragged to the walls and random footprints. A circular window that drew him over.

      His first time up here, he’d found a maze of boxes, clothes racks, furniture, and crates between him and the window. Since then, he’d cleared a straight line to it.

      Lights winked in the trees below like the fairies in children’s stories.

      He turned his back to the glass and studied the room. Was it hushed, as if something were waiting?

      His ears rang, and he swallowed against it. Don’t be ridiculous. Nightmares don’t come to life.

      Not to mention—what kind of fairies had nightmares?

      He clenched his jaw and returned to the center of the room. Old games crowded one of the bookshelves. Pachinko games leaned against the shelf. There was a row of them, and right in the center, one—at least he thought it was a game—sat under a sheet. He’d found it this morning, leaning against the wall by itself. Had it been there before?

      Must have.

      Gin closed his eyes.

      What if he wished it over to him? Would it come? He’d project welcome and cheerfulness and stay relaxed, not tensed in exasperation.

      He breathed in, filling himself with the itchy air, imagined starlight passing through him, reaching out…

      Poppy could move the library desk if she wanted to. Draw the curtains without getting up from her chair.

      It was all energy. Sensing it, calling it, using it.

      He opened his eyes.

      Still there.

      He advanced to the games, jerked the sheet off the center one, and staggered back. His head filled with a roiling fog—a billowy mist broken by dull-edged knives stabbing out of the ether. Deflecting the light as though made of iron. No gleam or glitter. He squeezed his eyes shut, forcing the image back. A hallucination? Vision? He took a quick peek. It was gone now, whatever it was. Trembling, fists at his sides, he stared at the game. Like the others, it was a rectangle of wood, though plain and undecorated, with a column on one side that contained a row of small metal balls. But instead of a glass front, it had a grid of pins stuck to its face. Dark and tarnished. Holes in the playfield were spaced between some of the pins and gave it the appearance of an old-fashioned pinball machine.

      He went over and picked it up.

      Strange.

      It had writing on it. He gazed behind him at the moonlight seeping through the window. Not bright enough to read by. He took the game to the nearest lamp and stood in the pool of light.

      

      Topsy-turvy

      Whirly, hurly

      Winking in the funhouse lights…

      A mystery you are,

      To me, not at all.

      Spun stars and gathering clouds

      Play

      Play

      Whisper my name.

      The mirror reveals you.

      

      His skin crawled. A mystery you are? Him? Did it mean him? He looked closer at the words. A faint one blurred. Branchflower. It was familiar, but the reason eluded him. Though it wasn’t a word, was it? A name maybe?

      “Gin…”

      Poppy’s voice floated up from the floor below. The sound came from the vicinity of his room. He put the game back where he’d found it and headed down.
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      Luckily—what with the crash-bang of the furniture flying all over the place—they were in a house, not an apartment building, with nosy neighbors coming to rubberneck.

      The second Dick and Barry hit the door, the human split out the back way and hopped over a fence. While Barry took off through a window after the troll, Dick went after the demon. Now the thing was trapped by the arm he’d crooked around its neck and pinned by the blade of the Star Veil pricking its chest.

      Dick snarled. “Evil one.”

      A soft laugh laced the thing’s voice. “You say I am.”

      That was what everyone said. Demons might be fun and entertaining on TV, but in real life…

      They wore the dark like a second skin. True, they had no choice. Not even Dick blamed himself for what he was. He hid it under magic, choked the breath out of it as surely as he was going to do with this one, but first…

      “How’d you get through the veil?”

      “I walked through.”

      Dick tightened his arm. “Do better.”

      “The rift, of course. What are you?”

      Dick felt the demon’s muscles go stiff, ready to bolt, and jabbed his Star Veil deeper.

      The demon stilled and growled. “You will die.”

      That wasn’t news. He was going to die by this demon’s hand or another’s. Sooner or later.

      “You first. Or talk.”

      He’d trapped the thing in the middle of the living room, in front of a mirror on the wall by the door. And it was a thing, a creature, though it came across like anyone else. A guy selling houses or sitting at the wheel of a bus or waiting in line at Starbucks. Forties, skinny and brittle-looking. Put a pair of glasses on its pallid face, and it was a bookworm. It hid its true face, even from Dick. But unlike Dick, it didn’t need magic to do that.

      “How do you hide?”

      Its laugh gurgled. “Come back with me and find out.”

      He gritted his teeth, on edge with the desperation of wanting something he had to have but ultimately didn’t want at all. His survival if his magic failed depended on him getting to the other side of the veil, but escape to the demon lands might be an instant death sentence too. Even if he made it through the veil, who would he be? Would he mold to his surroundings? Find a home in the dark? He’d heard there was no light, only shadows and dank, fetid air. Here, he was somebody Sarah would give a cat to. The thought of losing that struck him through with pain.

      “You can’t turn me.”

      “Too late,” it whispered.

      “Only for you,” Dick growled. “Count with me. Three… two…”

      “Hey, are⁠—”

      Dick jammed his Star Veil home and stepped back from the churning and swirling smoke that arose. Was it a superstition that demons didn’t die unless stabbed through the heart, or killed by another demon’s Star Veil? A demon like Dick?

      Barry circled the empty space on the carpet. “Hasta luego, motherfucker. What were you saying to him?”

      Dick grunted. “Goodbye.”

      Barry didn’t appear suspicious, but he never did. He had an amiable personality Dick wasn't sure was natural. What he was sure of, though, was that he trusted him. But even Barry would wonder if he'd caught Dick in the middle of a conversation. What kind of hunter chatted up his quarry?

      One who wanted to live longer than thirty-five years.

      After shoving his Star Veil back into its sheath, Dick scooped a bag off the floor and pulled at its strings.

      “What’s that?”

      “Not sure. It had it around its neck.”

      He worked the knot loose to the random thought that cats liked string. What the hell was he going to do with that damn thing? He had to find a home for it. Which was some kind of fucking feat, seeing as how he couldn’t even get it to come out of the bathroom.

      The bastard had shredded his hand like mincemeat.

      He opened the bag and caught the glitter of metal. It was a bell on a chain. He wore one just like it. His inhale caught the scent of blistermint, and his heart jumped into his throat. He inhaled again, holding his expression still. Blistermint. Too much like a miracle that would disappear if he blinked.

      Don’t blink.

      “What is it?”

      He forced himself to look away. Shrug. “Some kind of amulet. Superstitious bastards.”

      Barry pulled a slat on the blinds down and gazed outside. “Quiet.”

      “Good. I don’t need any grief.” He squeezed the bag in his fist. “Let’s get out of here.”

      They exited onto the porch, Dick pulling the broken door closed behind him. Rain spattered the cracked sidewalk, spitting out of clouds all gray now, no yellow streaks. He told himself the weird color didn’t mean anything anyway. So what if there were streaks? It could have been contrails hitting the light just right, or a storm in the upper atmosphere. How many times had lightning lit the sky merely to disappear with the rain? It was a sign of fucking winter, not a crack in the rift letting out the pus color of the fiendish souls on the other side.

      He got into his pickup, Barry bouncing onto his seat with a grunt.

      “Thanks for coming along,” he said, setting the demon’s bag on his dash, as aware of it as if it had started to burn through the plastic.

      They’d given up their day off to go hunting, but when Dick had gotten word of a demon playing house in the neighborhood, he’d been only too happy to ditch the psycho cat at home.

      “Always a pleasure. Wish I’d gotten that troll though. Peculiar trio, yeah?”

      Dick nodded. “Yeah. I wonder what that was about. Never seen a troll up close before.”

      “Almost didn’t recognize it. Let’s grab some takeout, okay? I never got my lunch.”

      Dick pointed his truck to the closest drive-thru while the sun worked its way through the clouds, spilling a surreal brightness on the January day. It carried a creepy feeling with it—like a hush before an explosion—but he was edgy, checking for signs and shadows that probably weren’t there. At the last moment, he spun the pickup across traffic and rocked into the parking lot of a Greek deli. Fuck fast food.

      “Get me some falafel and a coke, will you?”

      Barry grunted on his way out. “Gotchya.”

      Dick tracked him to the entrance and waited until he stepped inside.

      When the door swung closed, he let his gaze drift to the bag on his dash. Blistermint resembled sage, and most people thought that was what it was, but it was a rare herb and only seeded at a full moon after both drought and flood. The Promise Weed, it was sometimes called. It hid itself in the color and shape of sage.

      A heady floral fragrance filled the stuffy cab, and the knot in Dick’s belly, which had tugged tight when he’d first detected blistermint’s telltale scent, loosened.

      Even a tablespoon would give him several more months of magic. Weird streaks in the sky or not, there was no predicting when the rift would come. It could be a long time from now.

      He gazed at the deli. The sun shone on the glass and reflected back in angled rays.

      Do it!

      He snatched the bag off the dash and yanked it open, his skin on fire from the brush of the amulet against his fingertips. Definitely church bells. He pulled out the vial and a piece of paper that was old and yellow and folded in four. The small square looked as if it might break apart in his hands. He held the vial against his palm with his thumb and carefully unfolded the paper against his thigh.

      And couldn’t read it.

      Sol had taught him a few demon words, but this wasn’t anything he’d seen before. Fairy maybe. He recognized the royal family’s name. Lark. Otherwise the letters were slashes and jabs and dots. Ugly, even for demons if the language was theirs, but the words and lines formed the shape of a poem. Four stanzas.

      When he’d fought the demon, before Dick had gotten the better of him, the thing had worked to placate him. “I am your friend. Sent to you and all fairy folk.”

      “I’m not your friend, and I don’t know any fucking fairies, fiend.”

      The thing had let loose with that jackal laugh. “I am a daemon.”

      Dick had no affection for daemons either anymore. Half demon, half angel, and not the good of either, as far as he was concerned.

      “Evil one…”

      The door beside him jerked wide with a bang. He jumped and refolded the paper with trembling fingers, trying not to tear it.

      After dropping into his seat as Dick tossed the bag onto the dash, Barry moved his gaze from the blur against the windshield to Dick. “Find anything interesting?”

      He shook his head. “Looking to see if there was anything to lead us to the other one.”

      Barry snorted. “Like a map?”

      “Right.” Chuckling, Dick started the car.

      “Here you go.”

      He took the paper cup Barry offered him and noticed Barry’s gaze on his claw-shredded hand. He went with the story that didn’t make him out to be the cat-whipped chump he suspected he was. “She had long nails.”

      Barry’s brow furrowed. “At least it was only her nails. You never know what’s hiding behind a pretty face anymore.”

      “True.”

      He relaxed on the return drive to K.I.S.S. headquarters while Barry chomped on his gyro, his attention focused outside the rain-stained windshield.

      K.I.S.S stood for Keepers of Incantations, Spells, and Sigils. It was a ridiculously human name. Very few humans knew paranormals existed, but after the last rift, the first K.I.S.S. group had appeared in Marysville, California, where the rift had finally sealed. Since then, multiple sites had popped up all over the world. The branch Dick worked for had fourteen operatives and was the biggest one outside of Dayton. They kept a suite of offices in a building they rented from the city. It had the typical concrete block appearance of most government buildings. The name on the front was Guardian Security Group.

      It sat on the corner of 5th and E Street.

      Dick pulled into the parking lot and snatched the bag before Barry could get his fingers on it.

      Giving him a perplexed frown, Barry swiped yogurt sauce off his mouth with the pad of his thumb and said, “I don’t mind checking it in.”

      “No worries. Finish your lunch. I need to write up the report anyway.”

      “Sure.”

      He strode ahead of Barry, pushing the vial of blistermint into his pocket before hopping up the steps to the front door. Walking inside was like stepping into a police station except for the absence of cops. It had a lobby with a glassed-in counter and a cutie sitting behind it. Human. The kid had no idea of the true purpose of the place he worked for. He fielded phone calls and filed non-classified documents.

      “Nate.”

      “Afternoon, sir.”

      Dick continued past him down a hall lined by offices they never used, though they each had one, each with a nameplate on the door. Midway, he passed through an open area stuffed with desks and file cabinets. They called it the bull pen, but it was often empty because most operatives worked in the field, sometimes states away. Another hall led to the evidence room in back. Here, a cage with two rows of lockers inside took up half the space. The evidence it contained dated back to the last rift, and power emanated from it, but again, humans didn’t know that. Waves of it buffeted Dick as he stepped through the door though. Sweat beaded his forehead and trickled down his ribs.

      He set the bag on the counter that separated the open half of the room from the cage and dragged over a clipboard stacked with forms. He completed one, signed, and dated it, and tore off the top sheet, which he folded and slipped into an envelope he took from a drawer. He locked up both the envelope and bag and recorded the locker number on the bottom sheet, which he deposited into the captain’s inbox. From there, he returned to the bull pen where Barry sat slumped in his chair, staring at his computer. They found most of their jobs from news reports and chat rooms.

      Dick sat and got to work.

      By the time he finished his report, it was close enough to quitting time he had no qualms about leaving. Plus, the vial was burning a hole in his pocket. Barry had already gone anyway. He pulled his jacket off the back of his chair and headed to the lobby.

      “Close up shop, Nate.” The kid looked hopeful and guilty at the same time. “Don’t you have homework or something?”

      Nate nodded. “I have a project due.”

      From what Dick could remember, he was working on an Administration of Justice degree or something like that. Brown hair, long on top, and swept back. Gray eyes. If they weren’t working together…

      If Dick’s mask wasn’t about to unstick itself and out him as one of the dark things humans hunted…

      Well, he might’ve asked the kid out for a beer.

      Nate bit his lip, shrugged, and stood. “I guess so. I can lock up.”

      Dick nodded and headed out. Barely any light remained in the sky, and yellow streaked the darkening clouds again. Green and noxious as if poisonous gas threaded through them now.

      It had to be the rift. And he wasn’t sure if he was relieved about it or not. Maybe not, because he kept trying to convince himself it wasn’t what he thought it was. Being a demon wasn’t enough to sense it. Neither was being a fairy. It was what kept the demons on the other side from planning, because there was no predicting it. So maybe… maybe he was wrong.

      But if he wasn’t… No sense dating anyone. Not to mention, he had to figure out what to do with that cat, because if he didn’t find a source of blistermint soon and the rift didn’t come, he was dead. Stabbed with a Star Veil dagger by Barry or one of his other coworkers. Though making it alive through the demon lands was going to be dicey too. He doubted he’d find many friends over there.

      He was tainted.

      A killer of his own kind.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Not that Gin had planned to bean anybody in the head with a poetry anthology, but it had come in handy. For him anyway. The other guy…

      Gin had never seen so much blood.

      As soon as he’d burst out of the library doors into the rain-puddled parking lot, he’d run down the street to his car, jumped in, and taken off.

      

      Four hours earlier…

      

      The only thing Gin found on the Internet about the Branchflower name relating to the weird-looking game—besides being ancient and Norman—was a reference to a now defunct game-manufacturing company that used to produce pinball machines. There was the Branchflower Vineyards, a couple of authors but no poets, a bail bond company, and a funeral home, but nothing else connected to games or poets. If Branchflower Entertainment had ever had a website, he couldn’t find it. All he came across were occasional references to the company and used machines for sale. Spellbound, Halloween at the Mansion, Witches and Gritches. Gritches?

      He plugged lines from the Topsy-turvy poem into his browser and came up with sites for funhouses, psychedelic art, and star formation.

      Geez.

      When the rain let up, he pushed away from the monitor, got his keys, and slunk downstairs. On the bottom step, he paused, and probed the silence. The fragrance of flowers wafted to him. Sweet. Too sweet. Narcissus?

      But there was no sound of anyone waiting to nab him on the way out. He stepped down and headed for the door.

      Poppy’s voice rose behind him. “Gin! Where are you going?”

      Shit.

      “The library.”

      He hurried out before she could stop him and dashed across the driveway and down the hillside to the garage where, of course, he had to deal with Cesar, who felt compelled to drive him everywhere. Cesar had worked for Uncle Daggett and Aunt Melany for years, but a month ago, his employers had gone to Mauritius without him. To Gin, the idea for the trip had seemed to appear almost on a whim, but leaving Cesar meant they didn’t plan to return home soon, so Cesar had nothing to do. And that meant shuttling Gin around, except Gin didn’t want to be shuttled.

      When he said so, Cesar gave him a stern look. “It is my job, prince.”

      Not really. “I’m just going to the library. You won’t have anything to do, and I won’t enjoy myself with you breathing down my neck. No offense.”

      One of Cesar’s eyebrows crept up. “I had no idea the library was the newest pickup joint.”

      Gin grinned. “You need to get out more, Cesar.”

      “Ha.”

      He climbed into his Cayman and started the engine. Cesar was cute, and Gin didn’t mind hanging out with him ordinarily, but he didn’t want him asking a bunch of questions about what Gin was doing either.

      Lark Mansion was isolated enough that it took almost an hour to get into Windefair and crawl through the midday traffic. The library was a tall affair of steel and glass. Gin found a spot at a meter on the street and trotted back to the lobby entrance.

      A wet smell hit him inside. Soggy clothes mixing with dry heat. But it wasn’t raining anymore. White light streamed through windows and glowed on cream and rust-colored tile.

      He went to the reference desk and inquired where to go for medieval poetry. The clerk directed him to the second floor. He could be off on the where and when of the poem, but if the Blanchflower name was Norman, he figured English and maybe French poetry of the Middle Ages wasn’t a bad place to start. He found a few collections and sat on a chair between a pair of columns in front of a sunlit window. Clouds dotted the sky and piled over the tops of the buildings in the distance. A few patrons whispered together. Another sat in a multi-colored plaid club chair, bobbing her foot, ear buds in her ears.

      Gin opened the first book to the index. It occurred to him he needed to research games, and pinball history, in particular. But first, the odd poem. He ran a finger down the list of authors. Nothing. One of the books had an index of first lines, and he leafed through the entries, following any promising ones to the actual poems. He checked his phone. He’d tried taking a picture of Topsy-turvy, but the words had been too faint, so he’d typed them into his notes app. So strange.

      Play

      Play.

      Whisper my name.

      “Blanchflower,” he murmured.

      Unless the poem was about someone other than the author. Then he was screwed.

      He sighed, rubbing his forehead against a faint, weird hum inside, and continued his search. The girl in the club chair left. The billowing clouds on the horizon drifted over and darkened the glass.

      At the fall of a shadow over the book open on his lap, he glanced out the window. A few lights winked in the building across the street. He checked the time. Only 3:30. With a yawn, he closed the book and picked up another.

      “Blanchflower,” he whispered.

      Elgin.

      He jerked his head up. Had somebody called him? He gazed around. The library had a mall-like set up—separate rooms and stacks on either side of an atrium. He sat in an open area across from an empty conference room. A few people wandered by. A few others sat in a reading cluster behind him. Nobody appeared to be watching him. Weird.

      He closed the book on his lap, picked up the others, and put them away. Then he headed to the restroom.

      The mirror reveals you.

      What exactly did it reveal? That was the question. A fairy? He shared similar features with Poppy, but he’d heard once that adopted people often resembled their families. Poppy’s face was round though, and his was angular, almost harsh around the jaw, but full-lipped. Sleepy-looking eyes. He had no trouble attracting humans, but humans unknowingly gravitated to fairies, so maybe that was all it was.

      A fairy without magic. How did that even happen?

      He returned to the stacks, pulled another anthology, and opened it where he stood. The hand that clapped over his mouth shocked him rigid, and his heart pounded like a drum set in his ears. It thundered louder than any rave.

      “You made it easy for us.”

      The whisper wove through the noise.

      Easy for whom? How?

      But he had no time to think about that. His attacker was dragging him around the corner of the stacks toward a door in back. The stairs. Where it was dark, and there wasn’t anybody, and nobody would see him die. But he couldn’t die. He was the fairy prince, and there was a reason for him. Poppy had said so. So fuck this. His heart leaped again but with a charge that jerked him back to life this time. He stomped on his assailant’s foot and swung the book in his hands over the top of his head. It hit something, not a solid clout, only grazing. But solid enough for an “Ow, shit,” and the hand over his mouth to fall away.

      He swung around and pushed.

      There was more than one. Somebody else was there now. The guy he pushed stumbled back against another guy, who twisted, slammed the first one onto the ground, and stuck a knife into his back. A knife with a jagged, glittery blade.

      Oh God.

      But God had forsaken them and slammed the gates of heaven shut, and for all Gin knew, was lounging in Mauritius with Uncle Daggett and Aunt Melany, enjoying the blue skies, while leaving fairies and demons and trolls to squabble among themselves.

      Gin was on his own. The guy who’d attacked him bucked. The other guy twisted the knife and looked up, fixing Gin with a pale blue stare. That was all Gin could see through the mask hiding his face. He backed into a shelf, foggily aware of the book still in his hands. The Secret Poems of the Hidden Celtic Covens. His skin warmed where it touched the book, a thin glowing line brightening under his gaze.

      Whisper my name.

      Whose name?

      He dropped the book and bolted into the stairwell. Trying to get past the knife-wielding killer was leagues above Gin’s usual bravery scores. He took the stairs by threes and fours, swinging around the railing from landing to landing. On the ground floor, he burst outside, jolted to a stop by the streaky sky. He gave it a blink before bolting again. By the time he got to the street, the streaks were gone, as though he’d never seen them. A trick of the light, or his frantic nerves. He dropped his keys by his door—Come on… come on—got in and flew out of his parking spot. His tires spun as he braked, shifted into drive, and gunned it.

      He dragged his phone out of his pocket as he blew through a red light. Fuck, fuck, fuck. He should call the cops, right? But he didn’t. He dropped his phone onto the seat beside him. What was he going to say? He’d caught only a glimpse of his assailant’s face, and it wasn’t…

      Human.

      Or rather, it hadn’t stayed human. It had twisted and melted and grown warty. Ghoulish and horrifying.

      Not human.

      Was it just a coincidence that Gin had been there? Was it a battle he had no part in?

      Because…

      Why would a troll be after him?
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      The sight of the open cupboard door crushed Dick’s heart in an icy grip until he shot his gaze to the upended jar on the basement floor and flames roared through him.

      “GODDAMN YOU!”

      His fury wasn’t about sweeping the floor or tossing the empty jar. It wasn’t even fury. It was fucking life or death. His life or death. Because the green dust on the wood planks was the only thing keeping him human. Because of it, he’d never confronted solid black irises in the mirror and never wanted to. Never saw the twist of malice and malevolence on his features. The ghostly white of lifelessness. Beyond the veil, there were no mirrors to remind them of their forsaken humanity.

      And you want to live with them?

      Not wanted. Had to.

      He scanned the room, looking for… a different kind of demon, and found it crouched in the corner, eyeing him from under a chair.

      It had yanked candlesticks, cloths, incense sticks, a brass burner, two wooden bowls, and a wineglass onto the floor on its way into the cupboard. How the hell had a three-legged cat done all this damage in the five minutes since he’d gotten home and scared it out of the living room? Not intentionally scared it, but it seemed walking in the door was all it took. The cat didn’t like him. Well, Dick didn’t like the fucking cat either.

      “You’re dead,” he muttered.

      Maybe the cat understood him because it hissed. He ignored it for the moment, sick enough in the gut that falling onto his knees was a natural progression to wallowing in a puddle of hopelessness. He crept toward the jar and picked it up. His heart clenched. Jesus. Full moon, drought, flood. The rain battering his roof didn’t much matter unless it turned torrential all of a sudden. Maybe he could buy some blistermint from an alchemist or apothecary, but it meant giving himself away, even if they had it, even if he didn’t have to rob Fort Knox to afford it.

      He blinked, refocusing his eyes on the smear marks through the powdery residue. Inched his head up and pinned the cat with another glare. “You ate it?”

      Well, of course, he ate it. It was a mint like catnip.

      Hiss.

      Fuck.

      “You’re dead,” he said again.

      He scraped at the dust until he made a small pile, pinched it in his fingers, and returned it to the jar. When he’d collected as much as he could, he used a piece of paper to gather the rest. It wasn’t going to be enough, though. Even with the vial he’d stolen from the demon, he had no more now than what he’d begun with. It wasn’t the first time he’d run low enough to start sweating bullets, but the flood part of full-moon-drought-flood had been late to the party for years now. Didn’t matter if drought had jumped in to fill the gap. If the rift didn’t come soon, he was screwed. And despite what he—quote unquote—felt about a disturbance in the veil, after a few streaky days, the sky had revealed nothing out of the ordinary.

      Dead. He was fucking dead.

      “Why’d you leave me, Sol?”

      His daemon. A real one. He’d given Dick a rudimentary understanding of spells and demon powers but not enough of one. He knew too little about the rift and how it worked. Was it cyclical, on a schedule only angels could figure out? He didn’t think so, because it was plain-ass random to everybody else. He had no clue what pattern it followed.

      After he set everything in its place and returned the jar to the back of the cupboard—which he locked this time—he dropped the key into a drawer, swiveled a look at the three-legged cat, and let a smile creep onto his face. Maybe his eyes darkened. The cat arched under the corner chair, fur bristling.

      “Your turn.”

      The fiend zipped past him, overshot the exit, scrambled through a hundred and eighty degree turn, and barreled up the stairs. Three-legged or not, the bastard was fast.

      Dick thundered after it.

      There was nowhere to go. The cat was stuck in the house. It ran into the living room where they played ring-around-the-couch for a few turns before it tore down the hall into the kitchen. Dick chased it under the table and back into the hall. They ran upstairs. The fiend shot under the bed. Dick peered underneath. Jerked back, slashing claws kissing the air. The cat swiped at him again.

      “Fine.”

      He stood and lifted a corner of the bed. The cat darted out the door. Panting now, Dick followed. They made another circuit of the house before he trapped the little devil in the enclosed patio. He figured the cat slept there most of the time, sunning itself in blissful solitude. Now it crouched under a wicker chair.

      Damn Sarah anyway.

      “I’m counting on you, Dick.”

      Why, for fucksake?

      The truth was, they hadn’t gotten that close. Right? Out of a four-month relationship, the time they’d spent together didn’t count for more than a few weeks. Why had she bothered with this? Stray cats belonged in pounds. But Sarah loved animals. Her apartment hadn’t allowed them though, so where’d she get this one? Which brought him back to his first question. Why Dick?

      But it didn’t take much thought. Not when he was crouched with his hands on the cat’s neck… ruffling its fur? Getting a baleful glare back, but it wasn’t swiping at him anymore. They dueled over who had the most imposing stare, but the cat didn’t blink, and Dick’s eyes burned. He sat on his ass on the cold cobblestones.

      “Who’s gonna feed you if I die, stupid cat?”

      You’re going to die anyway. Going through the veil wasn’t the same as dying though, was it? Worse than dying? Was it even possible to get through?

      He leaned his back against the house. The rain slashed down, the clouds lowering and gray. California was legendary for its dry winters and drought. The rain was good, but this wasn’t a flood. Wasn’t blistermint weather. He turned to the cat. “Why the hell would you eat it?”

      Hiss.

      “I thought we were friends.”

      Hiss.

      Fine.

      The cat wasn’t ugly or anything. More kitten than cat. Fluffy brown with tiger stripes. Amber eyes. Tufted ears and curly eyebrows. Dick wasn’t sure that was normal. One white whisker. Fat paws. A sturdy cat who hoovered the Purina Cat Chow he put down every day. Maybe he should invest in one of those designer cat foods. Elk and pea shoots or something.

      “I can’t keep you.”

      “M’ow.”

      “That you understand?”

      Guilt stabbed him. What would Sarah think if she ever discovered he’d disappeared? He had to put the cat in the pound. What else could he do?

      He groaned and rested his head against the wall, closing his eyes so he didn’t have to see the sky so normal. The rift so far away.

      His only chance was to get behind the veil by his own power and escape the demons before they caught him. Though where he’d go after that, he hadn’t really considered. “It’s not like the fairies are gonna roll out a fuckin’ welcome mat.”

      “M’ow.”

      He sighed and got up. “Come on.”

      His cell rang as he was filling the cat’s bowl. He glanced at the screen—the captain—set the bowl down and connected the call.

      “Captain.”

      “I need to see you. Come in now.”

      Fuck.

      The stolen blistermint.
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      The elevator doors hitched open.

      Aurora didn’t mind the ramshackle state of the hotel. As long as the rooms and service were flawlessly first class, the rest provided a quirkiness she capitalized on.

      The Fillery Hotel opened its doors a hundred and eleven years ago. It had fallen into near total dilapidation when Aurora convinced her husband, Philip, to purchase it. It had been known as the Old Lighthouse Hotel, but Aurora had renamed it in honor of her husband, whose untimely death followed within days of the hotel’s purchase.

      Though nowhere near the ocean, the hotel had been built with a working lighthouse atop it and a restaurant on the floor beneath. The restaurant had closed, and the floor had gone unused until Aurora converted it into her living quarters, which she shared with her son, Misha. She’d removed the beacon and commissioned stained glass windows for the lighthouse’s cupola, which glowed soft red and blue and yellow most nights.

      The hotel had grown popular again, but she wasted no money on updating features she considered quaint.

      With constant maintenance, the elevators worked. They’d been updated, of course, but not since the sixties, and the lobby elevator still had a wrought iron gate, though it was fastened permanently open.

      Aurora stepped onto a scarlet carpet, surrounded by golden walls. The snag of her stilettos on the carpet’s nap grated on her like fingernails on a chalkboard. Idiot Misha. Who thought shag was the proper choice for a high-traffic elevator?

      Well, he took after his father, not her at all.

      She fluffed her bangs with her fingertips and smiled at her reflection in the mirror in front of her. She supposed she was vain. But who wouldn’t be with her looks? She could be humble about it, but humility hadn’t served her well in life—though to be honest, she hadn’t put any effort in it.

      She waited until Tevel stepped into the car beside her, inserted a key into the control panel, pushed a hidden button, and stood back as the doors jerked their way closed. The button to the secondary basement in the freight elevator on the south side of the hotel was visible, but not in the main guest elevator. The buttons in this elevator went from the thirteenth floor, one below the lighthouse, to the lobby, though the thirteenth floor read fourteenth and had been deactivated—at one point because the restaurant had closed its doors, and now, because Aurora lived there.

      As the elevator lurched to the floor below, she turned to Tevel. “That felt clumsy.”

      He gazed at her. Something flickered in his eyes, probably a desire to remind her she was the decision-maker. All he did was follow her orders. But he said nothing, merely inclined his chin.

      The elevator stopped.

      A moment later, they stepped into the basement. Tevel turned on the incongruous pendant lights that hung at random spots throughout the grimy

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Character List
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        And the saga continues…
      


      		
        A thank you from Kayleigh
      


      		
        About Kayleigh
      


      		
        Also by Kayleigh Sky
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


OEBPS/images/sorcerys-kiss-title-page.jpg
SORCFRY'S
KISS

KAYLEIGH SKY





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.
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