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      Peter Pan originally appeared in a chapter of the 1902 novel The Little White Bird, written by J.M. Barrie. Barrie later developed the character of Peter Pan into the 1904 play Peter Pan, or Boy Who Wouldn’t Grow Up, and subsequently expanded further on the myth and legend of Peter in the 1911 novel Peter and Wendy.

      Barrie has been quoted as saying the character Peter Pan was inspired by two sources. Peter Llewelyn Davies, and Pan, the Greek God of the Wild.

      In Greek mythology, the God Pan was ruler over shepherds, hunters, and the wilds of nature. He was given domain over fields, groves, and wooded glens, and was often depicted playing pipes and rustic music. All forest creatures, including nymphs and satyrs, answered to him. Pan was born with the innate ability to produce a sound called "panic,” a harrowing scream, causing intense agony to any and all who heard it. Some will argue Pan was kindhearted and good-natured, but most believe he was the purest form of evil, and a deity to be feared.
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        “Tink was not all bad: or, rather, she was all bad just now, but on the other hand,

        sometimes she was all good.”

        - J.M. Barrie

        Peter & Wendy

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          JAKE

        

      

    

    
      I don’t need a clock to tick off the tense seconds as I stare into Gidget’s eyes. No, the beating of my nervous heart will do just fine. 

      Standing across from Tinker Bell after years of bent up frustration, years of not being deemed worthy enough to stand in her presence, I unbutton my suit jacket and cross my arms over my chest. 

      Trying my best to put on an air of indifference, my plan is to wait for her to speak first. It’s about power, after all. And as long as she shows her cards before mine, I stand a chance at keeping the control.

      But as more and more restless seconds continue to tik away, my breaths become shaky.

      My legs slightly wobble.

      It’s been a long time since I’ve come face-to-face with Tinker Bell.

      A lot has changed. Things she’d never imagine. Not even in her wildest dreams. 

      By the look in her challenging gaze though, a lot has also stayed the same.

      Her view of how insignificant I am to her being the most apparent. It deflates what little hope I had that maybe things could finally be different between us.

      Since the night Peter stabbed me in the gut, crucified me against Wendy’s bedroom floor with his daggers, I haven’t laid eyes on the pixie. Before, it was always about her part of our bargain. Keeping Wendy away from Peter, that is. 

      Now, a promise she made me nearly two decades ago gives me the confidence I need to see things through. 

      “Regretting things already,” I tease, trying to cut the tension building between us. 

      Although, if I’m being honest, the teasing strain that’s built between us over the years is what keeps me coming back. Keeps me anxiously anticipating our next meeting. 

      Centered in the middle of the Misty Mountains, Tinker Bell looks disapprovingly on me as she sits on a gold throne with plush pink pillows. Located in the center of a clearing, thick woods encircle us as I stand at the bottom of her dais. Moss covered steps lead up to the throne. Lush green vines grow wildly behind her head, entangling themselves throughout the rich, aureolin metal. Crimson roses adorn the greenery as it spreads out to the sides, then reaches high above her head offering an overhang of sorts, and giving her an air or royalty, regalness that I’ll never be deemed worthy to touch.

      Not by her at least.

      My eyes drink in her long, thick thighs as they temptingly cross over one another, and the cut in her dress reveals more than I’ve ever seen of the pixie. My mouth waters. My throat tightens as my gaze rises and I study the luscious curve of her hip. I memorize the way the fabric of her sparkling gold dress dips into the v between her legs, tucking it away for secret pleasures I’m sure to indulge in later tonight. Her small palm comes up to clutch her side a moment later, and she lets out a tiny wince of pain. It’s the only thing that succeeds in bringing me out of my greedy trance as my eyes shoot up to meet hers, and I chastise myself for thinking of her so indecently at a time when she’s hurting.

      If only she’d let me close, I’d be able to take all her pain away.

      When the discomfort in her side seems to have subsided, she releases a discontented sigh and studies me with a contentious eye. Finally, she huffs, “you’re not worthy of being something I’d ever regret, Jake.” 

      Her words burn harsher than I imagined, and if I’m being brutally honest, I’ve imagined more of her than I ever should have since the last time we met. Things she’d say, things we’d do, if I was ever so lucky. 

      “In the interest of saving time,” she sighs again, exasperated, “tell me how you can rectify your past wrongs, and actually prove helpful this time against Peter and Wendy?”

      Being cast aside and regarded as unfit gets to me.

      Storm clouds quickly close in. The sky grows dark as midnight. Rain pelts down brutally. The rose vines, enhanced by magic, close their petals and retreat into their golden refuge. Tinker Bell takes one look at the sky, crosses her arms over her chest, and frowns. 

      A smile pulls at my lips as I stand before her getting more and more drenched with each passing second. But for the satisfaction of winning the war that’s been building between us for years, it’s worth it. 

      “Seems the Gods decided to grace us with a little rain,” I smirk, having the upper hand. 

      “If you think me getting wet is going to make me surrender,” she says, “you lack what little brain cells I thought you had, Griffin.”

      Getting her wet?

      A new mission gets mentally added to my “things to do with Gidget” list.

      “Griffin?” I cock a curious brow her way as the rain continues to unleash. “Griffins are magnificent creatures. To think all this time you thought of me as having the power, the wisdom...”

      “More like the greed, the hoarding...”

      “Only when it comes to you, Gidget,” I wink.

      A lightning bolt illuminates the dark sky. If I’m not mistaken, I see the little pixie jolt in her seat. She covers up her slip by rising and slowly descending her throne.

      The rain soaks her gown, making it cling to her like a second skin. I keep my eyes trained on hers, not trusting myself to let them roam the curves of her body that the storms has so graciously uncovered for me. Despite the rumors, I am a gentleman, but even the most courteous and honorable of our dying breed only have so much restraint. Especially when it comes to a woman they’ve dreamed of touching for decades. 

      It takes all my self-control not to sneak a peek, but, if I were to ever see her bared to me that way, it would only be by her choosing. Not due to foolish games. 

      As Tinker Bell takes her final step toward me, she recognizes a small scar on my right temple just above my brow. One bestowed on me by a higher power when my life suddenly changed years ago. To be honest, since arriving in Neverland last night, I’m surprised it’s taken her this long to notice it. 

      Shocked, she takes a rushed step back, before curiously leaning back forward, and cocking her head to the side to try and get a better look. Standing next to her after all this time, is making it hard to think clearly. Preoccupied with the unsteady rhythm of my heart, I reach for her hand. To my surprise, she doesn’t steal it back. 

      Looking down, I study her small palm in mine. As my fingertips entangle with hers, the rain stops. The warmth, the fire I’ve always felt between us simmers and grows. The clouds part. The sun comes out. A warm breeze tangos seductively across our skin, drying us instantaneously. High up in the nearby trees, life returns, birds begin chirping, the scarlet rosette’s of her throne blossom once again on their golden trellis. 

      “Jake, I...” she stammers.

      “What,” my nervous gaze lifts to her aghast stare, “you’ve never seen a demigod in the flesh before?”

      She retracts her hand immediately. Confusion. Anger. Resentment fills her features. “How...”

      “Simple really,” I grin. Side stepping around her, I climb the steps to the dais. “Let’s just say Peter’s inflicted wounds were more a Godsend than injury.”

      Sitting down on her throne, I cross my right leg over my left knee and lean back in her seat. She whirls around and furiously puts her hands on her mouthwatering hips. My mouth salivates with a greedy need to taste her there.

      “Demigod?” she demands. I can sense her inner wheels working. The bitter bite that’s sure to be thrown my way next. “Please,” she rolls her eyes, “what moron decided to make you a God?”

      God?

      “I do love the way that word falls from your lips,” I taunt, making her cheeks flush, and her eyes fill with an adorable embarrassment. She crosses her arms over her full chest, her mouth opens to bite back, but I cut her off. “Peter wasn’t the only infidelity our father had. Seems our mother, or rather the woman we were raised to believe was our mother, was neither to both of us.” 

      I pause, letting those facts sink in. When she still stands before me with indifference in her eyes, I go on. “My father had an affair with a fate,” I explain. She blinks, as if the word is not registering. “You know, Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos?”

      “It’s been a while since I’ve been acquainted with the Greeks, but yes, Griffin, I know who the fates are.”

      I hold my hand against my heart, pretending to be wounded by her once again calling me a Griffin. Sure, Griffins are greedy and known for hoarding, as she so harshly pointed out. I’m well aware, because of our past, Tinker Bell would be inclined to view me as purely selfish. But Griffins are also know for their loyalty. Their protectiveness. Their power and wisdom, especially in times of war. 

      Maybe she’s testing me. Seeing if I’ll stand up to the name. Before I can ponder the thought further, she snaps, “get out of my seat.”

      When I don’t budge, she stalks angrily up the steps towards me. The fire in her eyes ignites a yearning in my soul as her breathtaking stare holds mine captive. Reluctant to let her get the better of the situation, I hold up my hands in surrender, rise just before she reaches me, and barely get out of the way before she sits down. 

      Not that Tinker Bell sitting on my lap would be a bad thing, but...

      “The fates preside over human life,” she breathes out annoyed as I step to the side and shake the vision of her straddling me from my mind. “If what you say is true, it’s no wonder Peter’s mother, Morgan Le Fay, sought your father out to have an affair with him. Perhaps she was hoping he’d share whatever he took from them,” she eyes me curiously. “Or did he save that to spare you?”

      A low chuckle escapes my lips. “The fates do personify the birth, life, and death of humankind, but no, my father was able to persuade another to help in my time of need.”

      She leans back in her seat and eyes me curiously through thick fluttering lashes and asks, “Pray tell, God Jake, who is it that changed you, then?”

      Leaning toward her, I brace a hand on each side of her throne and breathe her in. She smells like a sweet summer breeze on a lonely night. Comforting. All consuming. She holds her shoulders back in defiance, but even the highest pedestal cracks and breaks with time. After a moment, as my gaze roams the curve of her face in silence, she starts to worry her bottom lip between her teeth. My eyes fall and take in the lush lips that have haunted my dreams for close to twenty years, and I whisper, “God Jake, huh?” her face blushes the most captivating shade of pink. “Next time those words fall from your lips, Gidget, they’ll be said with pleasure, not feigned interest.”

      She opens her mouth to bite back, but I move away quickly and continue, “As fate would unfortunately have it, my father is Pan of the Wild. The Greek God of shepherds, hunters, and the untamed wilderness. When I was injured, my father thought surely my wounds would heal quickly. That’s when he divulged his secret, and told me the truth about where I came from. To be honest, I don’t think he would have ever told me otherwise. We both know Peter was his favorite, since as I grew, it seemed I didn’t inherit any Godly traits like other demi children should.”

      I shrug and give her a weary smile. She offers me one in return. The fact that we’ve both never felt good enough in life is perhaps the common thread between our – arrangement. 

      “But as days turned to weeks, weeks to months, and I was only getting worse, my father made a deal with Hera, Zeus’s sister and wife, the Goddess of women, marriage, and childbirth. She agreed to heal me with the aid of Chronos and Karios, the Gods of time, and Ambrosia. The only thing, commonly made into food or drink, and given by the Gods that will ensure immortality. Of course, there was an exchange made. A price that’ll eventually have to be repaid. A small price, my father would say, for saving the life of who he believed was his only heir since Peter left us all for Neverland .” 

      Tinker Bell’s eyes lift. Understanding, awe, disbelief stare back at me. 

      “What was the exchange?” she asks.

      I swallow hard. “It’s nothing for you to concern yourself about,” I smile sadly. When her eyes fill with concern, I add, “trust me.”

      Rolling her eyes, she releases a heavy sigh and says, “Well, all that’s fine. I’m glad your father got what he wanted after all this time. A powerful son to take over the family name. But I’m sure your cover is blown after entering into marriage with Wendy. She must have uncovered it over the years you two shared together. So, I’m not sure how you’ll be of help to us. If you were a hidden weapon, perhaps, but...”

      “Wendy never discovered it,” I insist sternly.

      Tinker Bell’s eyes flutter to mine. “You were married to her for seventeen years. Surely she wondered why you never aged?”

      I shrug. “She never got that close to me.” I hold her stare earnestly. “I never wanted her close to me, Gidget.”

      She studies me with an inquisitive eye and attempts to read my mind like she was able to all those years ago. But if there is one thing I mastered immediately upon becoming immortal, it was the ability to put up a shield to keep prying minds like hers out. 

      “I’m guessing you’re the one we had to thank for that shower earlier,” she glowers, I grin. Of course I was. “What other powers do you have up your sleeve, Griffin?”

      “Enough,” I taunt. When she doesn’t respond, only stares at me with cool disdain, I provoke, “enough to make you the greedy one this time. When it comes to me, that is.”

      Her lips quirk into a mischievous grin. “Perhaps. But until then,” she rises, and boldly brushes past me, “You report to Blaze. If he gives me even one reason why I shouldn’t trust you, I’ll make sure you’ll never get the chance to stand in my throne room again.”

      She stalks down the steps and walks off across the clearing.

      “You’re forgetting something, Gidget.”

      She stops, but she doesn’t turn. When I’m sure I have her undivided attention, I assert, “A promise is a promise after all.”

      She makes no effort to disguise the shiver that deliciously runs down her spine. 

      “Whatever I want, I get,” I grin, though she doesn’t turn around to see the devilish gleam in my eye. “Wasn’t that the arrangement?”

      I descend the steps towards her with practiced patience. I’ve waited for this moment for close to twenty years, and turning immortal has taught me a thing or two since our first meeting. Patience is definitely a virtue. 

      Twigs and rocks crunch under my heavy steps as I make my way towards her. Coming up behind her, I lean down and place my lips next to her ear and whisper, “And I was once reassured how seriously your kind takes promises, remember?”

      She twirls around instantly. Placing her hand on my chest, she forces some space between us. The connection of her skin on mine heats and she jolts back as if burned. Jaw set tight. Eyes troubled, she sneers, “I need an ally, Jake. Not a lover...”

      “Still hung up on Peter, huh?”

      Her eyes widen. I try to read her, but she gives me a look that would baffle Zeus himself. 

      “I need to know what you can do for me on the battlefield, not in the bedroom, Griffin,” she sighs.

      “Try me,” I taunt.

      She only smiles, “that I will.”

      Without another word, she turns and struts off in the direction of her hidden cottage on the highest Misty Mountain peak. Distressed, I watch her saunter off. We’re not done with this conversation, but I’m wise enough to know I need to let her go. Patience is a virtue, after all. But this, us, it isn’t over. 

      After a moment, I hear footsteps and sense Blaze, one of Tinker Bell’s henchmen. 

      “I’m rooting for you, Sir,” he surprises me by saying. “I never liked Peter much. Not even when we were forced to.”

      With a heavy sigh, I turn and make my way towards him to take my place in Tinker Bell’s army as just another one of her pawns. 

      “Careful,” I warn, “He’s still my brother, after all.”

      A brother I’ve been at war with since the day we were born.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          WENDY

        

      

    

    
      My chest burns as I cough and turn on my side. The paralyzingly fog in my head lifts, but I’m still dizzy. Disoriented. Lost. My eyes open, and through a haze, I take in the dark cave around me.

      Peter?

      He’s the only thought that comes barreling to mind as my heart threatens to stop. 

      I have to find him.

      I struggle to sit up as a scorching pain flares in my chest again.

      Looking over my shoulder, I notice a small speckle of light streaming through a rock on the far side of the room. My body is frail, feeble, as I claw my way towards my only hope. Rocks pierce my palms. My chest heaves as I struggle to draw breath into my lungs.

      Peter, where are you?

      Dead. My mind screams the word, but my heart refuses to accept it. 

      A light sob leaves my lips as I try to force my legs to work, but they refuse to cooperate. I’m paralyzed. Crying out, I attempt to pull myself further along the gravel towards my only escape. The razor sharp shards of rock pierce under my fingertips, dig into my palms, and scrape up my knees as I drag my limp body forward. After several agonizing minutes, I’ve barely inched closer to the light at all. 

      Defeated, I sit up, lean against the cold stone bolder to my right, and scream.

      I let it all out. The hurt. The heartache. The worry. The pain.

      I yell for Peter.

      I cry for my daughters, Margaret and Jane. Two beautiful girls who never knew their real father, and who will never see me again if I can’t figure a way out of wherever the hell I am.

      I cry for Michael, forced to live out his days in London all alone. Crippled, much like I find myself now.

      I cry for John. I don’t know if he’s dead or alive. I didn’t see him on the ship. For all I know, he’s fallen into one of Tinker Bell’s traps, and I’ll never see him again, too.

      Finally, when I have no strength left, my face falls into my hands. My screams turn to sobs. My sobs turn to tears. My tears quiet as a suffocating fear takes hold in my chest.

      We’ll never be together. Peter and I. We can fight all we want, but just like before, we’ll always be torn apart.

      A threatening sloshing of water catches my attention on the far side of the room. Startled, I back further up against the stone behind me, and cower into the darkness. Another terrifying splash echoes through the dimly lit space a moment later. It’s followed by harsh whispers that trail my way from just beyond where I can see.

      “If she just would have cooperated to begin with, none of this would have happened,” a condescending voice says.

      “Penelope said she was pathetic, so it’s not a surprise she didn’t comply,” a woman’s voice sighs. “Atlanteia thought it could never last…”

      “Yeah,” a third voice echoes louder, “And Visola said Peter would tire of her. Guess they were all wrong.”

      My heart stops as their words register and I’m suddenly fully aware of who and what they are.

      Mermaids. Half a dozen maybe, at least.

      “Maybe if you took orders and stopped meddling in gossip, this could have all been avoided,” a strong woman’s voice sounds.

      “Sorry, Atlanteia.”

      “Yeah, sorry Atlanteia. But, it’s just that…”

      “No. Buts.” The stronger woman’s voice thunders through the cave.

      A blue light grows at the far side of the room. It starts slowly, then spreads, sparkling and illuminating the water between us in its luminous haze. The turquoise glow rises, widens, until it brightens the entire room.

      I’m in a grotto.

      Five mermaids provoke me as they swim about in the pool in the center of the room.

      A crocodile sits nestled next to the mermaids like a pet.

      I flinch back in fear.

      “Don’t worry,” one of the mermaids says. “He won’t bite.”

      “More like Ticker was her savior,” another laughs.

      “Penelope was right,” a third joins in. “She is pathetic and…”

      The one they call Atlanteia casts a stern look over her shoulder at the mermaid who just opened her mouth, and she shuts it instantly.

      Peter - my mind screams in fear - where are you?

      Atlanteia turns and levels me with a serious stare.

      “You have a choice, Wendy,” she cocks a condescending brow, and I hold my breath.

      The mermaids in the grotto murmur amongst themselves as I sit alone with my fear. In my thoughts, I attempt to build barriers, to block them out as best I can. Through the fear and the despair, Peter’s voice comes to the forefront of my mind.

      Faint, weak, I hear him whisper, “Stay with me, Wendy.”

      Atlanteia smiles as the girls behind her reel back in shock and begin to whisper back and forth as if they can hear him, too.

      “I made you a promise,” his voice murmurs confidently to me on an enchanted gust of hopeful promises. “I’m going to spend the rest of my life making you happy, remember?”

      Peter?

      My eyes widen as my mind tries to catch up with what’s happening.

      “A natural,” one of the mermaid’s taunts.

      “She’s just lucky,” another one scoffs.

      “Looks like Peter isn’t the only one who finally found his magic.”

      Magic?

      “The magic was always you and I, remember?” His voice whispers to me again from some far-off distance. 

      Before I can dwell on the addictive pull of his voice too long, Atlanteia breaks through my thoughts, and sighs, “Becoming fae is bought at a price,” she berates. “You have to die to be brought back to life. What’s more, another fae must find you worthy to turn you.”

      Turn you?

      Peter?

      But Tinker Bell is dead. So who would…

      “Morgan never fully trusted Tinker Bell, though Tinker Bell was conceited enough to believe she did,” Atlanteia suggests. “That’s where Tinker Bell went wrong. She wasn’t Morgan’s only accomplice on the island. Morgan is smart enough to have more than one ally.”

      That, I don’t doubt. But Atlanteia, Penelope, Visola, and Chalen being one of them? Even though my hopeful heart wishes to accept what she’s saying, my plagued, anxious mind won’t let me.

      “She even placed Nana as your nursemaid to watch over you until Peter came to his senses,” Atlanteia suggests. “She knew there was more to you and Peter than we all understood.” 

      My heart swells at the thought of my sweet old nurse maid, Nana. Since she’s been gone, I’ve long since hungered for the days when life was simple and I could fall asleep to one of her bedtime stories. But I don’t yearn for them enough to fully trust what the creatures in front of me are saying. 

      When I don’t respond, Atlanteia continues, “In the beginning, I think she trusted Tinker Bell. At least enough to let her bring Peter to Neverland. But ever since he turned into Hook, she’s questioned her decision more and more. It seems like you earned her trust, though. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have bothered to save you both.”

      Save us both?

      Peter!

      He’s alive.

      He’s not dead.

      Elated tears rush down my cheeks.

      But then where is he?

      I try to move my legs, try to stand, so I can go find him, but they still won’t budge.

      “She could fix her legs if she just tried hard enough,” one of the mermaids says to another.

      “Don’t be silly. She learned how to use her mind quickly. But that kind of magic takes time.”

      Again with the talk of magic.

      “It was the only way,” Atlanteia sighs as she watches me struggle from across the room.

      What was the only way?

      “You were right about one thing,” her tone is threatening. I stop struggling and listen, suddenly frightened. “What Peter and you had was only the beginning. Now that you’re fae…”

      Now that I’m WHAT?

      “… you’ll see Neverland through a whole new light.”

      I swallow hard, finally understanding, and look up at her with wide panicked eyes.

      “So, let me ask you again, Wendy Moira Angela Darling. This time, are you going to play nice? Or, now that you’ve been Made, are you going to fight?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          PETER

        

      

    

    
      Perched atop a branch in Never Woods, I watch him through the trees. My shoulders stiffen. A hostile wildfire rushes through my veins, threatening to engulf my soul quickly if I don’t defend Wendy’s honor. If I don’t fight for our children. Our marriage. 

      Jake. 

      I should have known he’d be behind all of the vile, vindictive behavior. 

      Throughout the years, I had a hunch Tinker Bell and Jake were in cahoots together, but I’d never caught the two of them in the same place at the same time to have any proof. 

      Until now.

      Stalking him slowly as he leaves her throne, I follow my brother through the thick woods until he reaches a small clearing overlooking Cannibal Cove. The need for vengeance clouds my mind. 

      He may try to take Neverland, Cannibal Cove, the Jolly Roger. But he’ll do so over my dead body.

      With my wounds from battle miraculously healed, my ability to fly has returned to me. Stealthy lowering myself to the ground, I hover over broken tree limbs and rocks as I glide towards him. 

      Since Tinker Bell is injured, her powers have weakened. The curse rendering my powers useless has been lifted, exposing the fae responsible for said curse. It’s another backstabbing jab from the pixie who I once believed was my best friend. 

      But right now, the revelation of her newest betrayal pales in comparison to the thought of Wendy and Jake together over the last seventeen years.

      My brother stops, and cooly reaches into his pocket. I don’t breathe. I don’t blink. My eyes stay trained on his side, worried he heard me approaching and he’s now unsheathing a weapon.

      I wouldn’t put it past him.

      After all, I was the one to pull one on him first. 

      Thoughts of that night have haunted my nightmares for almost two decades. Wendy said he never touched her. Never laid a finger on her in all the time they spent together as husband and wife. I wish I could trust her. Take her at her word. But as thoughts of what we shared that night tangle with the idea of her being forced to ever share his bed, spite gets the better of me and I barrel towards him before I can see what he’s pulled from his pocket. 

      He swings around, hearing my approach, and raises his hands. I’m instantly blasted backwards against a tree and held in place by an invisible force. An impenetrable shield. Panicked, I start to struggle, straining against…

      Magic?

      My eyes widen in disbelief. My brow furrows. Jake’s taunting grin grows. He pulls a cigarette from a pack of smokes and takes his time lighting up. Tangled in a web of power I can’t make sense of, I go to speak, to yell, to stand my ground on my right as Wendy’s husband. But the second I open my mouth, my air supply is cut short. I choke, gag, sputter around words I can’t for the life of me spit out as Jake takes an intimidating step forward and exhales a daunting cloud of smoke in my face. 

      “And to think our father thought of you as the trophy son,” he mocks. Cocking his head to the side, he studies my unfortunate state with a domineering gleam in his eye. “The power you’ve always held hasn’t been at my fingertips long, yet I’ve still managed to learn how to control it, master it, better than you ever have. Tell me, Peter, why is that?”

      Enraged with the need for justice, I wrestle against his force. My body labors, fighting whatever sorcery falls from his fingertips. Holding his deathly stare, I dream about wrapping my hands around his throat and squeezing until he takes his last damned breath. If I can manage to break free of this mysterious hold, I promise myself I’ll make that dream a reality. 

      “To think,” he continues to mock, “I spent years hating you.” He looks me up and down with disgust. “I spent years feeling inferior to you.”

      As the words leave his lips, I manage to find a small crack in his shield and the power that’s holding me still. 

      He still feels inferior. 

      I can sense the thought as it runs through the shadows of his dark and twisted mind. 

      I let that crack into his psyche spread like a disease. Fueling it with thoughts of my own, disguising the tone, the infliction, so every idea, every conclusion feels like his, the brutal, overbearing glint in his eyes start to fade as I continuously whisper venom into his thoughts.

      Father always preferred Peter.

      Wendy preferred Peter.

      Tinker Bell preferred Peter.

      As I inflict the third thought, Jake takes a hurt step back.

      Interesting. 

      His control slips, his restraint falls. I regain control of my arms, my legs, but his obscured grip keeps a tight hold of my throat.

      Tinker Bell will never be yours, Jake.

      I’ll make sure of it. 

      If only because you took what was always intended to be mine.

      His magic snaps. Sucking in a sharp breath, I take flight and charge Jake, crushing into his waist and fiercely tackling him to the ground. We roll a few feet, coming to a stop just shy of tumbling off the cliff and into the crashing waves. 

      Crack!

      My fist makes contact with his nose.

      Raising my arm, I strike down with one, two, three murderous blows. His blood soaks my knuckles, causing my fist to slide slickly off his mutilated face. Finally, Jake starts to fight back. He raises his knee and jabs it upward into my groin. 

      Tumbling over in pain, he’s at my back in a heartbeat and fists my hair, forcing my skull against the floor of the clearing. 

      A blood thirsty yell falls from my lips. Rearing back, I head butt him right in the middle of the forehead and swear if my fist didn’t crack his nose, this blow definitely did. 

      He falls back, stumbling a few feet to the edge of the cliff in pain. I spin and pull a knife from my boot. Clutching his nose in his hands, battered eyes find mine and widen when they notice the weapon in my eager palm. 

      I jump for him, but in a blink he’s gone and my breath is knocked out of me as my body falls against the dirt floor. My knife slips from my fingertips. Scrambling to regain my weapon, I suck in a sharp breath, and wheeze out in pain. Turning over slowly, I hear his low, annoying chuckle from a few feet away. 

      “Not bad,” he taunts as I gradually rise to my feet. “For a younger brother.”

      “Younger,” I pant. “But still more desirable than you’ll ever be.”

      To father.

      Wendy.

      Tinker Bell.

      I force the thoughts deep into his unsettled mind until they reach his conniving heart.

      “We’ll see about that,” he winks with arrogance. 

      Ignoring the pain engulfing my right side, we charge at each other one last time. Only one thought spurs my anxious flight.

      End this. End him. Once and for all.

      He came for me, and I pulled a gun on him.

      He took one look at my stomach and told me to get rid of it. 

      If I didn’t, he’d rip your child from me with his bare hands.

      He said he’d kill you.

      He eventually made me a promise. He’d never lay a finger on our girls, on me, as long as I never returned to Neverland.

      Jake’s mistake was forcing Wendy to make that promise. A promise that she couldn’t keep. Would never keep. A pledge that in the end only brought him one step closer to his impending death. 

      Brother or not, I should have killed him seventeen years ago. My only regret now is that Wendy won’t be here to witness Jake’s final breath. 

      As I reach him mid air, a thought flashes through Jake’s mind, too fast for me to read it. It tangles with my own, with Wendy’s words. 

      I raise my knife to his throat. One slash of my wrist and he’s dead. I anticipate the kill eagerly. Yet, freeze when the words that fall next from Jake’s lips suddenly change everything.

      “They would have taken Margaret and Jane if they thought they were mine.”

      My arm sits posed to make my kill as I hover with bent up rage above my brother. 

      They?

      “I didn’t know what to do,” he confesses, and my world continues to rock out of orbit. “I’d made a mess of everything. I was drunk. Delusional. I went to Wendy that night, intent on telling her the truth. Maybe even asking her for help, I’m not sure. Our father still doesn’t know, and I…”

      He trails off, and Jake and I lower ourselves to the ground. Taking a confused step back, hand still gripping my weapon, I keep myself prepared, ready, for my brother to make a move and stab me in the back like he always has. 

      That’s all he’s ever been good for. 

      Deception. Treason. 

      But then my mind wanders to Wendy. To how I thought she was no better than a traitor once upon a time. Against my will, my subconscious tempts me to listen. 

      Jake’s face hardens, as if it pains him to confess the words he’s forcing himself to say next. His jaw sets tight. His scowl is deep, pensive, as his eyes drift off and settle on a spot just over my right shoulder. 

      “There’s a price to be paid,” he breathes out angrily. “I didn’t want Wendy to have to pay that price.” He grows quiet. I’m about to speak when he seethes, “No matter how I felt about either of you, no one should have to pay that price.”

      “You said you’d kill me if she ever came back to Neverland,” I snap. 

      His eyes flash bitterly to mine. His jaw ticks. With anger? Regret? I can’t decide. 

      Before I can ask, Jake says, “Empty threats to get her to listen.” Cocking his head to the side, he grins, “Can you honestly tell me you’ve never told her the same?”

      Lies? 

      No.

      Empty threats?

      He’s got me there, and it pains me to have to silently admit it.

      “Even if I can forget the threat you made on my life,” I hiss, taking a step forward. Anger billows out of every stride. Jake watches me wearily, but he never backs down. “I can’t and won’t forgive the threat you made to my children. Threatening both their and Wendy’s life when you said you’d tear them from her with your bare hands.”

      He stares at me indifferently, and is surprisingly callous in the face of such an admission. After a moment, he starts to snicker. It catches me off guard, and I take a bewildered step back. His chuckle grows, soon building into a full laugh. 

      I raise my knife, intent on delivering his fatal blow when he says, “‘They’d’,” he smiles. “‘They’d’ rip your child from her with their bare hands.” I stare at him puzzled. He shrugs. “It shouldn’t surprise me, Wendy always hears what she wants to when she’s angry. But no, not I, they’d, brother.”

      Again with the they.

      Still not willing to trust the sibling I’ve been at war with most my life, I hiss, “And why should I believe you over Wendy?”

      He crosses his arms over his chest and gives me a stern look. 

      “Because if you don’t, we all stand to lose more than your children.” When I still haven’t backed down, haven’t given him an inkling that I’ll believe him, Jake leans closer and says, “As much as it’ll pain you to hear, brother, I did raise Margaret and Jane for seventeen years. They feel as much like my children as they are rightfully yours. I wouldn’t harm a hair on their head. Or let anyone else either, for that matter.”

      All the years of loathing him, hating him for taking what was rightfully mine, causes his words to sting. But the look in my brother’s eye tells me he’s being honest. Perhaps he really did respect what Wendy and I had enough to only ever protect her, and my daughters.

      “You keep saying ‘they,’” I sigh, trying to gain some clarity. Stashing my knife away, I mimic his stance and cross my arms over my chest. “If the threat isn’t you or Tinker Bell,” at the mention of the pixie’s name my brother flinches. That’s the second time her name made him blanch. I deserve answers for that as well, but first, I ask, “Who should I be watching my back for now?”

      My brother smiles as he claps his hand down on my shoulder. This time, it’s my turn to recoil as he turns me around and guides me back towards the cliff overlooking Cannibal Cove. 

      “In all honesty, I never meant to stab you in the back,” he nudges my shoulder in a brotherly way, and it makes me feel for the first time in decades like a kid again, before all the bullshit and the weight of growing up got in the way of us being friends. Yes, Jake and I have fought, warring like brothers do. But we didn’t start hating each other until much later in life. If my memory serves right, not until maybe a year or two before I first left London for Neverland.

      We stand for a moment in silence and watch the surf crash against the shore. I admit, only to myself, that it feels slightly comforting to have my older brother back. John and Micheal were alright, but there is something about a brother’s bond that can’t be replicated. Even if it was tarnished with evil intent for the past several decades.

      The bigger question now is, who has been behind the malevolent twisted web of deception this entire time? 

      With that thought in mind, I do something I never thought I’d do. I decide to trust him, and hope it’s not the worst mistake I’ve ever made. 

      “You still haven’t answered my question,” I nudge his shoulder back. “Who’s ‘they?’”

      “It’s a long story,” he grins sadly. “How much time do you have?”

      I look out across the ocean and think about Wendy and our daughters. If I stand any chance at defeating the real enemy we’re up against, something tells me I need to hear what Jake has to say.

      “If it means saving Wendy, saving our daughters,” I look over at my brother and study him closely. “Then I’ve got all the time in the world.”

      He gives me a tight nod. 

      As the sun sets and the moon rises, he tells me a story it would take ten lifetimes to forget. A tale that has my heart breaking, my blood boiling, my hope soaring, and my eyes searching the horizon for any sign of hope that we’ll all make it out of this alive. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          WENDY

        

      

    

    
      Atlanteia’s words circle through my thoughts as I stare her way in the dim light of the grotto.

      I’ve been Made?

      Even if that’s true, do they honestly think I’ll forget about our past? 

      About how much they’ve always hated me since I stepped foot in Neverland?

      I still vividly remember the way their hands gripped my gown at the lagoon the first time we met. The way they sided with Tinker Bell and Tiger Lily, instead of Peter, and later Hook. The way they circled the Jolly Roger, creating a whirlpool that lured me and Peter to a fate we might never recover from.

      To some, mermaids symbolize the life of the ocean. They represent fertility. Birth and rebirth. As I ponder their presence, my gaze drifts from Atlanteia’s questioning stare to my legs. Still unmovable, still a dead weight. An alarming chill settles across my damp skin.

      Sure, mermaids are magical, mythical creatures. But not all stories of merfolk are good. 

      Some mermaids are known for their destructive nature and luring people to their death. Some less fortunate souls who have come in contact with mermaids have told tales of them serving as a bad omen, or disaster. 

      Perilous misfortunes are often left in their wake. Shipwrecks. Drownings. 

      Sirens, some folk call these kind of merfolk.

      Not mermaids.

      Dark evil creatures with sharp teeth for tearing humans apart. 

      Aquatic devils with hypnotic singing abilities, and enhanced strength, and speed. Though Sirens hail from Olympus and the Greeks, they’re not immortal. Though some might argue with the power they possess they might as well be.

      I swallow hard. 

      We’re in Neverland, not Olympus. 

      I should be safe.

      Instead of answering Atlanteia right away, I evaluate my legs. They’re still stiff. Rigid and I begin to panic.

      My eyes lift and find Ticker’s. The crocodile responsible for saving me, or so the mermaids say. He blinks eerily, quickly. His black beady eyes sternly hold mine, and another frigid tremble courses through my weary body. 

      What are you trying to tell me, Ticker?

      An unnerving silence builds My worried gaze lifts to find five sets of eyes staring back at me. The mermaids honestly believe I’ll take them at their word. That I’ll trust what they just told me so easily, so freely.

      Ticker chomps his jaw, drawing my attention back his way. His stern eyes once again hold mine. 

      Can a crocodile’s eyes look stern?

      The way he’s looking at me is a warning, perhaps.

      Or rather, maybe I’ve lost my mind along with the use of my legs. After all, I have to be crazy to think a crocodile can understand what I’m feeling. What I’m thinking. 

      Then again, I’m still in Neverland, aren’t I?

      And anything’s possible here if you just believe.

      “She’s going to make you repeat yourself, Atlanteia,” the one they call Penelope says. 

      “You were right,” Visola rolls her eyes. She regards Penelope with a catty smile, “she is pathetic.”

      A chorus of giggles rings through the grotto as Visola, Penelope, and Chalen mock me and the unfortunate circumstance I find myself in. Stifling the bitterness rising inside me, I glance to my right. A mermaid I don’t recognize frowns at the girls. Well, at least it seems like one of them might be on my side. 

      Atlanteia crosses her arms over her chest, regarding the giggling girls with displeasure. If I can win the favor of the one who seems to be the leader, maybe they’ll be two mermaids on my side. Then maybe I’ll stand a chance at escaping. 

      In the dim blue light of the cave, my eyes find Ticker’s again. Oddly, the only solace I feel in all of this lingers in his beady stare. For the life of me, I can’t understand why. 

      The mermaids said I’ve been Made. That I’m now fae. But as I hold the crocodile’s stare, a strange feeling comes over me and I wonder, what if that’s just some stupid lie to get me to trust them? To get me to go with them so they can lure me to my death and finish a job their treacherous tidal waves in the sea didn’t. 

      Ticker chomps down again. This time more aggressively than before. His teeth are large, threatening. Though oddly, the action makes me believe he might understand me after all. That maybe it’s like Antlanteia said. I am starting to see things more clearly.

      “You can keep staring at Ticker all you want, deary, but his job here is done.” 

      My gaze snaps to Chalen’s. A stunning mermaid. Probably the most beautiful of the bunch. To be honest, she has constantly worried me the most because I always sensed she was Peter’s favorite. It’s easy to see why. Long auburn hair cascades down the front of her chest, barely covering her ample, bare breasts. She’s snatched in at the waist with full hips and a large thick tail. As she perches on a rock, her green eyes flicker disappointingly from mine to her nails. She studies them annoyed, bored, as her tail floats lazily in the teal water of the pool in the center of the grotto. She gives me a sideways glance, and regards me with an air of superiority, indifference.

      “Besides,” she sighs, “Ticker can’t help you get back to your precious Peter. You’re wasting our time, and his, by stalling.”

      You have to die to be brought back to life. 

      Ticker’s eyes hold mine as Atlanteia’s words from a couple moments ago whisper through my mind.

      What’s more, another fae must find you worthy to turn you.

      “Did.. did... I,” I stutter, their stares bore through me as I speak for the first time. “Did I really die?”

      “Most suppress the memory,” Atanteia says, “For obvious reasons.”

      “We could always remind you,” Chalen chimes in, leaning forward and giving me a wicked grin. “If you want a repeat performance?”

      The chorus of laughter that rings through the grotto has me cowering back towards the cool, stone rock behind me. Anxiety swells in my gut. My gaze cuts from the women in front of me, to my only escape across the way. The small opening I first spotted in the cave. The one blocked by a crocodile that’s now slowly starting to stalk my way. My panic multiplies watching the reptile’s heavy, calculated, stealthy steps. 

      Maybe I got this all wrong. Maybe the mermaids can help me, and the danger here is obvious. 

      Who trusts a crocodile anyways? 

      They’re known for having the strongest bite in the world. I’d be better off trying my luck with the merfolk than trusting a beast like him. Ticker notices the worried look in my eyes and seems to grin. 

      “Go easy on her,” the new girl I don’t know whispers to the others. I catch her worried eye as she perches on a rock on the far side of the large pool. The other mermaids in the room rip their gaze from mine and shoot her four disapproving stares.

      “Easy?” Chalen mocks, her shrill voice rises in anger.

      “You’re new here,” another warns. “Best you don’t go poking your way through business that’s not your concern. Don’t want to start off on the wrong fin, now do you?”

      I try to wiggle my legs again, anxious for some sort of promise that I’ll make it out of here alive. To my delight, I feel my right ankle slightly twitch. Ticker crawls a step closer, and I stop. My fearful gaze snaps to his, frightened he saw. Reading his stare, I could swear his eyes were telling me to be still. To wait. To be patient. But I’m too excited that I’m finally starting to regain feelings in my limbs, and instead attempt to wiggle my toes. 

      They move!

      All ten of them! 

      My eyes widen with the realization, but I do my best to keep it hidden. Heeding Ticker’s cautionary stare, I settle back against the brick and tell myself to breathe. Become frozen. Paralyzed. Just like before. 

      Depending on how this all goes with the mermaids, and the beast of a reptile in front of me, I may need an upper hand to make it to safety. If my good luck continues, and the feeling in my legs comes back completely, I’ll actually stand a chance of survival. Because even if the mermaids and crocodile mean me no harm, I’m well aware of the other dangers that await me in Neverland. Especially since I am now on my own and don’t know where or how to get back to Peter. 

      “Why should we go easy on her?” Chalen continues. “She ruined everything.”

      “Yeah,” Penelope chimes in. “Next, you’ll be asking us to befriend her. Invite her to parties.”

      “Soon, you’ll have us celebrating her birthday, Calypso,” Visola scolds. I tuck the new mermaid’s name away in my memory. If I make it out of here, I might need it.

      “When is your birthday, deary?” Chalen singsongs, swinging her attention back my way. She cocks a hostile brow at me, and I hold my breath.

      “Didn’t you know?” Penelope smiles wickedly as she turns back my way, too. “Why it’s today!”

      “That’s right,” Visola agrees. The three of them grin with ill intent. “It’s like you said, to be Made, you have to die and be reborn.”

      “We should sing her ‘happy birthday’,” Penelope exclaims with glee.

      “Oh yes, Lets!” Visola grins, her now, suddenly sharp teeth catch the light and my heart stops beating. 

      I raise my hands to my ears, covering them immediately. Atlanteia flashes to my side and viciously grabs my wrist. In the eerie flicker of her coming closer, she’s changed. Mutated. Where her tail once was, now she has legs. My eyes widen in shock. In horror. 

      “It’s rude not to listen to someone wish you a happy birthday, Wendy,” she seethes. Her features distort. Dark, wicked, lifeless eyes bore into mine. “Besides,” she screeches, her teeth elongate, sharpen, drip with an eagerness to sink into my skin, “It’s the last birthday you’ll ever see, because this time, we aim to do our job right.”

      Job?

      The girls behind her begin singing. All except Calypso. Their melody is beautiful. Breathtaking. It eaves through the small space between my fingers and begs me to listen closer. I may have regained the feeling in my legs, but even I have heard enough horror stories to know that not many survive listening to a Siren’s song. I close my eyes, shake my head, begin mumbling, singing, repeating anything that comes to mind in order to be louder than them.

      Bedtime stories I was told by Nana. 

      Memories of my first trip to Neverland with Peter.

      Recounts of the night I made amends with Hook on the Jolly Roger.

      The melody of my favorite tune as Peter played it on his pipes.

      They all drip quickly from my lips as I desperately try and drown them out. 

      “Listen, Wendy,” Atlanteia warns. Her hand grasping my wrist turns slimy, boney. Razor sharp nails pierce through my skin and I let out a howl. “Listen to a song wishing you another happy year of life. A song intent on finally bringing you death as we take back Neverland, and silence what you and Peter have once and for all.”

      The mention of his name gives me renewed hope.

      “Peter,” I yell. “Peter!”

      “Penelope was right,” Atlanteia chuckles, as she starts to drag me across the grotto’s floor. “You are pathetic.”

      I let her haul my body off to a fate I pray I didn’t live through once, only to unfortunately meet so quickly again. As I’m drug across the cool rock floor, I’m careful not to give any inclination that I am starting to feel my legs. If I stand any chance of winning against the Sirens, I’m going to need to keep every secret I can to myself.

      There is no doubt in my mind now, they’re definitely not mermaids. 

      I was smart to question them, but a fool to ever put even an ounce of faith in the fact that they might be on my side. No one who ever fought with Tinker Bell or Tiger Lily could have my best interest at heart.

      The Sirens keep singing, attempting to lull me into a trance. I fight with all my might mentally, and keep thrashing against Atlanteia, pushing my torso weight back and forth, keeping my legs motionless. 

      Opening my eyes as I’m drug closer to the pool in the center of the cave, I catch Ticker’s harsh stare from across the stone room. He watches with the same stern look as before, and I silently berate myself for ever thinking a crocodile could read minds, could recognize emotions.

      I know even slightly believing so was grasping at straws, but I had to hope in something when I feel like I have no one. Not even Peter. Not even Hook. 

      “Peter,” I yell one last time, attempting to drown out the Siren’s song as Atlanteia succeeds in finally pulling my hands from my ears. “Help!”

      Atlanteia hauls me the final few feet towards the pool the girls are bathing in. Visola, Penelope, and Chalen have created yet another whirlpool in the sapphire sea. Their skin has changed. Now black and dark blue, they swim in circles, their blood-stained eyes hold mine. Their razor-sharp teeth taunt me. Horrifying thoughts of how this could all end steal my next breath. Rob all hope, all fight from my will to live.

      Atlanteia harshly pushes me down. My skull cracks as my head lands with a thud against the rock floor at the edge of the water. Blood trickles down my brow. Chalen notices, her thirsty gaze holds mine as she swims in circles faster. She licks her lips in anticipation as the trickle trails down my cheek, across my lips, and the taste of sulfur fills my mouth.

      Atlanteia leans down, until her mouth is against my ear, and whispers, “Play nice, or fight. Any last words, Darling?”

      I can only think of one. 

      The name of a boy with magic in his eyes and danger in his soul.

      A boy who believed in make-believe so much he couldn’t tell the truth from reality.

      A boy who will always believe in magic. 

      A boy who always swore he’d never grow up, until one day he met a girl that changed all that. Changed him.

      A boy who finally became a man.

      Dominant. Ruthless. Fearless.

      A man who’s destined to always win because of the truth he finally embraced, the past he won’t let define him, and the future he’s determined to seize, no matter the cost.

      A man who once told me, if I needed air, all I had to do was ask.

      Do you think we have a chance, Peter? To live again? To breathe again?

      Of course, because my favorite part, Darling, is the best part. The part that begins and ends with us.

      I suck in a sharp breath and hold it as I watch the sirens swim in their pool of death in front of me. The weight of my future rests in Atlanteia’s hellish hold. She keeps me still, steady, ready to meet a sick twist of fate as one name swirls from my heart up through my chest, and I yell the name of the only person I know can save me now.

      “Hook!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

          PETER

        

      

    

    
      Standing atop Never Peek, I gaze out across the island and my heart breaks. 

      Wendy, where are you?

      Empty. Hopeless. I feel… powerless.

      A twisted chuckle leaves my lips.

      Ironic, really. Seeing as I finally got my magic back. 

      My supernatural skills may once again be at my fingertips, but I’m too tormented by the thought of Wendy out there somewhere in Neverland, weak, vulnerable, possibly hurt, to think straight and use them.

      There’s magic at play here that Neverland is not used to. It’s a force stronger than we’re accustomed to. I can’t quite put my finger on it, though I can feel its strength. Its dominance. Its need for control.

      The island is possessed by a magic so foreign, so intimidating, it hangs over it like a burden. A heavy cloud. A budding storm that warns it’s coming, but has yet to unleash its fury.

      Worse than under my dominion as Hook.

      More threatening than the foreboding tricks of Tinker Bell.

      It rivals the urgent demand to seek vengeance, to take no prisoners, and kill anyone who stands in my way so I can bring her back to where she belongs. 

      Back to me. To us.

      I asked her to always wait for me because I believed we always had time.

      But there will be no more waiting if she’s...

      My mind refuses to utter the word as I desperately search the distance for any sign, any indication of where she is, or who I need to murder for putting their hands on my wife.

      I was naive to think bringing her here could ever end well. Now, Neverland has her in its clutches. It turned on her, like she always feared it would. Turned on us. 

      “The only thing heavier than the past is worrying about the future,” my mother’s voice calls to me as she quietly approaches. 

      “If memory serves right,” I bite back, “I worried about this result of the future long before it ever came true. In fact, since the first night that spiteful pixie flew me to Neverland.”

      I don’t have to look my mother’s way to sense how her normally strong demeanor falls. Or the way her heart sinks, and her normally confident soul shakes. 

      “I told you,” she approaches cautiously. “By coming here, embracing what you really are, you’d have the chance, the time, to discover the truth about yourself. About what kind of future you want...”

      “I knew what future I wanted before you, or Neverland, ever started to interfere,” swinging around angrily, I meet her downtrodden stare with a vicious need for retribution. “Long before you all meddled where you weren’t wanted!”

      “Honestly?” my mother scolds, stepping forward and regaining that confidence that always seems to hover around her. Morgan le Fay. Queen of the prying, nosey, busybody fae. “If memory serves me right, you and Wendy both longed for an escape. An escape London could never give you. One I…”

      Bitterness gets the better of me, and I snap, “You told me Tinker Bell reports to you. Why then was she allowed to tinker in our business far too long?”

      “There is more to the story of Tinker Bell than you’ve ever known,” she warns. 

      “Doubt it,” I chuckle. 

      Her brow raises in challenge. “Have you ever wondered why Tinker Bell almost died every time she didn’t get enough attention?” I hate to admit it, but the smallest piece of my heart warms towards the stubborn, hot tempered fae because yes, I did notice. “Or why every time someone says they didn’t believe in fairies, a pixie falls down dead?”

      “Because she’s vain,” I hiss. “Jealous. Possessive.”

      My mother glances my way, and raises a displeased brow.

      It’s true. Of all people I would know best. 

      But, deep down, I know I’m suppressing the truth that Tinker Bell is so much more than that. 

      She’s also one of the most free spirited, outgoing, adventurous, enthusiastic beings I have ever met. Sure, she’s sassy. Feisty. But, at the root of Tinker Bell’s heart, she’s loyal. It’s her most endearing trait. Something that’s hard to find in anyone anymore.

      It’s just too bad she couldn’t control her emotions before they entangled her in a web that’ll bring her nothing but death.

      “I don’t like you having those kinds of thoughts about my
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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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