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      A gentle reminder that this is a why choose romantasy, which means there are going to be multiple love interests. And our dear, sweet Samara will not be choosing between any of them.

      You can still pick a favorite though. I won’t tell.

      Let’s chat real quick about what to expect in this book. This is a fantasy novel that contains adult content and situations. If it was a movie, it would probably be rated “R” for violence, language, and sexual content. If you want to go into this book completely blind and prefer not to read content warnings, you can skip on ahead, my friend.

      If there are certain topics that you need to avoid for the sake of your own mental health, or that you simply don’t like, please take a look at the list below for some things you will find in this book.

      
        
        - Explicit consensual sex scenes (there is no dub-con or non-con)

        - Blood drinking

        - References to parental death

      

      

      Also… quick little note on language. I am a strange, strange person, and I’ve lived a bit of an odd life. I was born and raised in California, but was mostly raised by my Canadian grandmother and was then unofficially adopted by an Irish family in my late teens. You might be wondering why I’m mentioning this, and the reason is that I have a bit of a magpie approach when it comes to the English language.

      Sometimes I like the American English spelling… sometimes I’m really attached to that extra “u” and go for the non-American version. Variety is the spice of life y’all.

      Bless the soul of my copy-editor because she just sighs heavily at the start of each manuscript and deals with my eccentricities. So if you’re an American and looking at a word and thinking it’s not spelt right… it is most likely the non-American version of the word.

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Map of Lunaria]
      

    

  


  
    
      Need a reminder of who is who and what freaking House they belong to? Or what the hell I mean by House? There is a character and world guide in the back of the book!

    

  


  
    
      To my absolutely rockstar editing and beta team: PollyAné, Rachel, Lisa, and Fiona.

      

      Y’all are amazing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Samara

        

      

    

    
      The gorgeous prince with enchanting blue eyes wanted to marry me, but I wanted to stab him in the heart and set his corpse on fire.

      He was the reason our people were dying.

      The wards that had protected our outposts for over a century were failing and the wraiths were getting in, and he was the fucking reason. My memory helpfully served up the image of a discarded doll from the last outpost that had been slaughtered by the shadowy monsters. That child had died, and Prince Draven was the Moroi who had let the monsters in.

      Fury burned through my veins as I desperately struggled to keep it off my face. It’d been three days since we’d learned the truth at an abandoned temple in the badlands. The wraiths were actually the Unseelie Fae. Somehow, they’d pushed their shadow magic too far and turned themselves into monsters. We’d killed three of them when the prince had left with their leader, Erendriel.

      Now Prince Draven was here, standing on the wide stone stairs that led to the inside of House Harker. My home. I kept my gaze on him, but from my peripheral vision, I didn’t see any guards with him, and the only people I’d seen since we’d walked through the gates had been ours. We’d covered our tracks well at the temple. Was his being here a coincidence?

      “This wasn’t exactly the response I was looking for,” the prince drawled, the smile never slipping from his face even as something else flitted through his eyes. His hair fell in a straight, black curtain to his waist, the silver streaks glittering in the bright sunlight.

      “Apologies, my prince.” I forced the words out as I bent my knees, giving a slight bow, hoping he mistook my rapidly beating heart for excitement about him being here. Though it was possible he knew exactly what we’d been up to and was just toying with us. “I’m beyond delighted by this news; it simply caught me off guard is all. Given how things went with my first marriage”—I lowered my eyes and clutched my hands together in front of me in what I hoped was a convincing show of uncertainty—“I just never expected another offer to come my way, and certainly not one like this.”

      Warm fingers titled my chin up, and I barely restrained myself from slapping the proprietary touch away. Something in my expression must have given that away because Prince Draven smoothly pulled his hand back.

      “I’ve always thought Demetri was an over-entitled fool, and the fact that he did something to drive you away only confirms that.” Prince Draven’s expression was charming, but there was an edge to his voice. “Would you think poorly of me if I told you I was secretly delighted when I heard the two of you were ending things? And that I might have a chance with you?”

      His smile morphed into a sheepish but unrepentant grin.

      Die.

      Instead of voicing how I really felt, I forced the corners of my lips to curl into a sultry smirk. One that always made men think of wicked things. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kieran’s jaw harden, but he remained a few steps behind Prince Draven. He hadn’t been with us at the temple in the badlands and had no idea the prince was the traitor we’d been looking for. I hoped he knew everything I was doing right now was an act and that I wasn’t actually falling for the prince’s charming bullshit.

      Alaric hadn’t said a word but remained a steady, calming presence as he stepped from my side to be one step above me, as if to put himself between me and Prince Draven. I couldn’t see Vail without turning around, but I assumed he was still somewhere behind me. Probably glowering and very obviously plotting murder.

      They would all die if I failed to play this right. We didn’t know what Prince Draven knew. We’d killed all the wraiths who had seen our faces . . . hopefully. But it was clear the wraiths had been using that temple regularly, which meant Erendriel had surely returned there at some point. It wasn’t like he wouldn’t have noticed that the three wraiths he’d left behind were no longer there.

      Prince Draven’s showing up here now couldn’t have been a coincidence. Maybe he didn’t know who had been in that temple, only suspected someone from House Harker. Maybe he did know it was us but wanted to find out what we knew and who else we had told, but two could play this game. We had questions, so many moonsdamned questions, and he had the answers.

      I might not be much of a fighter, but when it came to politics and deceptive words, there was no one better than me. This was a game I knew how to play.

      “My prince,” I purred, “you’re too kind.”

      “There’s no need for titles, Samara.” He gave me a smile that was pure sin and took another step, forcing Alaric to back up until he stood by my side. “We’ve known each other our entire lives—Draven is fine.”

      It didn’t escape my attention that he could have gone to my other side instead of stepping into Alaric’s space. I wasn’t the only one who knew how this game worked. Draven not only survived, he flourished in the Moroi courts. I needed to be careful. He held an arm out for me, but I shook my head and waved a hand at my clothes. “I don’t want to get dirt and grime all over you.”

      There was a very real chance that if I had to hold his arm like he wanted, I’d lose my temper and sink my claws into his flesh. That would kind of ruin the whole flirting thing.

      “They’re only clothes.” He shrugged and kept his arm extended. “I’m more than willing to pay the price of a little dirt on me if it means you’ll be by my side.”

      I forced myself to let out a breathy laugh and slipped my arm around his, fighting against the revulsion at the contact, and allowed him to lead us up the stairs towards the main entrance. A dull ache was already settling into my cheeks from how hard I’d been smiling. As we walked past Kieran, I brushed my free hand against his, our fingers curling together for the briefest second. Then I glanced over my shoulder at Alaric as Draven led me inside, and I found him staring at the back of the prince’s head with a look of absolute hatred.

      The staff and courtiers of House Harker scattered as we strolled down the hallway, Kieran’s and Alaric’s footsteps trailing behind us, but I couldn’t tell if Vail had followed or not. I was a little surprised none of the higher-ranking nobility were here, trying to capture a moment with Prince Draven.

      “I’ve already spoken to many of the advisors and officials,” he said with a thick note of satisfaction.

      “Oh?” I tilted my head towards him and arched an eyebrow.

      A wry, mischievous smile played across his lips. “You were wondering why a hundred Moroi aren’t lining these walls, trying to beg a favor of me so they might have a better chance of getting my mother to agree to whatever they are scheming.”

      “Was I?”

      “You were,” he said confidently.

      A laugh slipped from my lips, and this time, it wasn’t forced. I’d forgotten this, how easily Draven could make me laugh. Growing up, we’d spent a lot of time together because I’d visited the Sovereign House regularly. Not as much as I’d spent with Alaric, Kieran, or even Vail, but in the moments when Draven had let go of the charming prince act . . . he’d become someone real. Someone I’d liked.

      And that was dangerous. I shored up my mental defenses, my smile becoming sharp like a blade.

      “Kieran and I got here early this morning, so I passed the hours by pacifying them to ensure I could have your full attention. I might have implied that I would be willing to speak with them further if they left us alone this afternoon.” He leaned closer to me as he spoke, and I just barely heard a growl slip from Kieran . . . and Alaric. If Draven heard them, he ignored it as he tugged me down a hallway that led to a balcony overlooking the beach.

      It was one of the best views from the main house, and I was a little surprised he remembered it. He’d only been to House Harker a handful of times to my knowledge. Although I hadn’t seen him much over the past couple of years—maybe he’d visited more often while I’d been living in House Laurent.

      When Alaric and Kieran moved to follow us out onto the balcony, Draven turned and took a step towards them while raising his hand. “Would you mind giving us a moment alone?”

      They both looked at me, and I could see the word “no” in their eyes, but further in the hallway, I saw Vail slip into one of the side rooms we used for storage. I didn’t exactly love the idea of relying on Vail to come and save me if the prince tried anything, but it wasn’t like we could deny the request without an explanation.

      “It’s fine,” I told Kieran before nodding at Alaric. “Go and get cleaned up, and then we can catch up over dinner. Maybe find that book I need in the library. Kieran can probably help.”

      Alaric’s bright eyes held mine, a completely unreadable expression on his face. “Of course.” Then he spun around and stalked back down the hallway. I hoped he understood my unspoken request to fill Roth and Kieran in on what we’d learned. Kieran’s jaw flexed as he looked between me and Draven before following Alaric out. Something was going on with him. He didn’t know what we knew about Draven, so I didn’t understand why he was so apprehensive about leaving me alone with him.

      I’d make him tell me later after I thoroughly made it clear I had no interest in a marriage to the prince. Kieran was mine and I was his. Nobody would be getting between the two of us. Well . . . I wouldn’t mind Roth between the two of us, but I was pretty sure they were more likely to pin us down with those rather useful blood ribbons of theirs. A shiver ran down my spine as I remembered what it had felt like to have the hard wood of the library table pressed against my back while Roth kneeled between my legs and lashed me with their tongue.

      “Samara? You alright?” Humor sparked in the prince’s blue eyes, as if he knew what I’d just been thinking about. “You look a bit . . . flushed . . .”

      “I’m just glad to be home is all.” I walked over to the corner of the balcony wall and leaned against it, letting my elbows rest on the sun-warmed stones. Draven hopped up onto the wall and took a seat with his back to the beach so he could fully face me. Then he lazily planted a hand on the stones and leaned on it, radiating an easygoing confidence.

      If he knew we’d been the ones at the temple, he was truly skilled at hiding it. Granted, he wasn’t acting like someone who was responsible for the deaths of hundreds of Moroi either.

      “So,” he started, “I’m guessing you have questions?”

      Why are you doing this? Why betray your own people? I thought bitterly. “You’ve never wanted to marry,” I said lightly instead. “I believe your exact words when I told you I was marrying Demetri were, ‘That’s unfortunate. Hopefully I have better luck at avoiding such a fate.’”

      He winced. “To be fair, I do really dislike Demetri. Always thought he was a pompous ass.”

      “That literally describes over half of the Moroi court.” I frowned. “Probably closer to three-quarters at House Laurent. As the Heir of that House, I suppose he never really had a chance.”

      “I suppose that’s accurate,” he replied with a chuckle. “It’s rather amazing when you think about it. A century ago, we were barely managing to survive, hiding behind the thick walls of the Houses. Now, we’ve outgrown the Fae fortresses, have dozens of thriving outposts, and we’ve reached the point where some of us have nothing better to do than float about the courts of the Houses and gossip while making deals with each other behind closed doors.”

      “It’s the same in the Velesian realm,” I admitted. “Although they’re less about the secretive deals and more about the violently overthrowing each other.”

      “They’re shifters.” He shrugged. “Their animal nature is an intrinsic part of them.”

      “If you’re about to go into a spiel about how much better we are than the Velesians because of their animal nature, I will shove you off this balcony.” Despite my words, I smiled brightly at him. “Fair warning.”

      “Ah.” He let out a raspy chuckle. “I see you’ve heard Marvina Laurent rant about those filthy mongrels up north.”

      “Unfortunately.”

      “Alas, you will have to find another reason to push me off this balcony, because I didn’t mean any disrespect by that.” He leaned further back, resting on both hands this time before tilting his head back. For a few seconds, I let myself admire the early afternoon sunlight reflecting off the silver strands set against his inky black hair. I’d never met anyone who had hair like his, and more than once over the years, I’d had to fight the urge to run my fingers through it.

      When I drew my attention away from his hair, I found Draven smirking at me. If his hair was different, his eyes were truly unique. All Moroi had two-toned eyes, a dominant color and a secondary color that expanded whenever our emotions were heightened. Usually, those two colors were similar shades. Bright blue and green. Brown and gold. Odd colors popped up here and there, particularly with the bloodlines that ruled the Houses.

      The Nacht bloodline, Draven’s bloodline, all bore the same eyes, which were a deep blue, like the color of the sky just after the sun dipped below the horizon, and dark red threads ran through the blue. I’d only seen Draven truly pissed off once, and his eyes had turned almost solid bloodred, only the thinnest lines of blue had still been visible. It had been years, but the memory had stuck with me.

      “Just think of how often you can stare at my hair if you marry me.” He winked.

      “Please.” I snorted. “We both know you love being the center of attention.”

      I turned so I was fully facing the beach. If I hadn’t seen Draven at the temple speaking with the wraiths with my own eyes, I wouldn’t have believed it. Right now, he was acting so . . . normal, but he’d definitely been there. I frowned. Was it possible to control someone with blood magic?

      No. I was just trying to come up with excuses because I didn’t want him to be the bad guy. It was terrible enough to know a Moroi was betraying us. I didn’t want it to be someone I had a history with. Someone I liked.

      Brick by brick, I erected a wall around my feelings. I needed to look at this rationally and be open to any possible explanations. Including that Draven had fooled me all these years and wasn’t the charming and often kind male I thought he was.

      Draven slid off the wall and turned so he was leaning on the railing next to me before bumping my shoulder with his. “Something troubling you, Sam?”

      I frowned up at him. “I don’t think you’ve ever called me that.”

      “It’s how Kieran always referred to you.” He shrugged, but there was a forced casualness to it. “Given that we’re considering marriage, I thought I’d try out nicknames.”

      My stomach tightened. I let my gaze fall back to the white, sandy beach stretching out beneath us and the impossibly blue waves rolling in and out.

      “Nothing is troubling me,” I lied smoothly. “I was just thinking about how much I missed this view during my marriage to Demetri. House Laurent is on the coast, but their fortress is set back further from the water. More than once, I longed to be able to hear the tides while falling asleep.”

      “The Sovereign House is far inland,” Draven pointed out.

      “Then you’ll have to work quite hard to convince me to marry you and move there,” I said in a breezy tone, not taking my eyes off the water even as I was acutely aware of just how close he was standing.

      “Kieran can tell you just how persuasive I can be.” I went still at his words before slowly turning to face him. Draven cocked his head and studied my expression. “You didn’t know about us? Given how close the two of you were growing up”—he gave me a knowing smile—“and how close the two of you are now, I assumed he told you.”

      I smiled wide enough to show my fangs. “First you remind me that the Sovereign House is nowhere near my beloved ocean, and now you try to drive a wedge between me and the man I love with my entire soul. You used to be far more charming, prince.”

      Draven stared at me for a long moment, and the deep red threads that ran through his lapis blue eyes widened slightly like dark rivers of blood. I cocked my head to match his movement from earlier, and for a moment, his eyes flashed almost entirely red before he let out a deep, rumbling laugh.

      “There you are.” He chuckled. “With all the false politeness and flirting you greeted me with, I was worried the Samara I knew had been lost to the bullshit of Moroi House politics. I knew when I got you alone out here, the real you would bleed through.”

      “You’re the prince,” I said flatly. “You are the walking embodiment of Moroi House politics.”

      “I am what I have to be.” He nodded in acknowledgement. My brows furrowed before I caught the movement and smoothed it out. What had he meant by that?

      “You didn’t answer my question from earlier. About marriage,” I clarified.

      “Technically, you never asked a question.” He shrugged a broad shoulder.

      “Don’t play coy with me, Drav.”

      He smiled at hearing the nickname I’d given him long ago. “I never wanted to marry because I’m surrounded by people all day who are only married for political gains. The Houses are all cutthroat with each other, fighting over resources and always trying to get one over on someone else. Even knowing everyone enters into these marriages willingly”—his lips twisted down—“it wasn’t a future I ever wanted. So I made sure to make myself useful to the queen in other ways.”

      This wasn’t the first time I’d heard Draven refer to his mother as “the queen.” When we were having private conversations, he’d almost always refer to her as “Velika” or just “the queen.” Only when he was addressing her in front of others did he call her Mother.

      I’d always wondered why but had never asked because it’d felt too intrusive, and because I hadn’t wanted to ruin the times when Draven had shed the charming prince persona around me.

      But everything was different now, and I couldn’t afford to let Draven keep any secrets.

      “You mean your mother.”

      “Sometimes she’s my mother.” His frown tipped up into a smile, but I knew it was false. “Sometimes she’s the Queen of Monsters.”

      “And was it the mother or the queen who suggested the marriage between us?” I asked carefully.

      “You could do worse.” He glanced at me with an amused expression. “I am a prince. Most people are impressed by that.”

      “I’m not most people.”

      “No,” he said slowly, “you most certainly are not.”

      We both turned back towards the ocean and watched the tide roll in and out in companionable silence for a few minutes. I didn’t know what to say or think. All I knew was I needed to find the others so we could strategize.

      “If you don’t mind, I’m going to go get cleaned up now and then rest for a bit.” I pushed off the balcony wall and took a step back as Draven turned around to face me, leaning his back against the stones.

      “Will Kieran be resting with you?”

      “Careful.” My gaze turned flinty as I told him my next lie. “I’ll consider this marriage, but I will not tolerate you coming between me and Kieran or harming him in any way.”

      For a second, Draven’s expression faltered, and something akin to sadness flashed across his face before he slipped on his charming and carefree mask once more.

      “Understood.”

      “Good.” I nodded. “I’ll see you for supper then.”

      “Wonderful.” He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. And I couldn’t help but wonder how often he lied with his easy grins. “Enjoy your rest.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Samara

        

      

    

    
      I’d barely made it to the hallway when Vail appeared at my side like a wraith. He didn’t touch me or speak a word, just walked by my side as I made my way to the library, where I had no doubt the others were gathered. Since we’d made it out of the temple, Vail had been careful to keep some distance between us. This was the closest we’d been in the last three days.

      A phantom pain flared along my shoulders where he’d clawed through my skin while I’d been lost in my bloodlust. Without meaning to, my gaze drifted to his neck and the throbbing pulse it contained. He’d saved my life by allowing me to feed from him, and I still remembered how his blood tasted.

      Wild. Dark. Intoxicating.

      My fangs slid a little further out of my gums. Normally, I kept them tucked away, hidden from sight unless I was feeding. It was considered a sign of weakness if you allowed your fangs to be out at all times. The Moroi were monsters but tried very hard to pretend we weren’t.

      I was getting tired of pretending.

      A few people slowed and tried to catch my eye as I walked at a brisk pace down hallways and up multiple sets of winding stairwells, but whatever they saw in my face caused them to snap their mouths shut and quickly walk away. Vail’s menacing presence by my side likely had something to do with it as well. Whatever they wanted, I’d need to deal with later, since discussing the Prince Draven situation with the others was my top priority.

      The dark wood doors of the library were closed as we approached, and no sound came from inside, which meant they had the silencing spell activated. I opened one of the doors and slipped in, Vail following and closing the door behind us before leaning against it with his arms crossed.

      Roth and Alaric were seated at a table, books and scrolls stretched out in front of them. Roth’s hazel eyes lifted from the page for a moment as they looked me over, then they returned to reading. “Don’t come near my books until you’ve bathed.”

      “I would never, Roth,” I said aghast while holding a hand to my chest.

      Their gaze lifted once more, the burnt orange lines that wound their way through the hazel darkening into a smolder. “Good girl.” Once again, their eyes lowered to the page, but based on the way their lips curled slightly, I knew they’d heard my heart skip a beat.

      My eyes slid to Alaric, who was staring at me with an indecipherable look and a clenched jaw that usually meant he was pissed. The list of things he could be upset about was long, and I had no doubt he held me responsible for most of them, but he’d just have to stew in his shitty mood for a little longer. I only had one priority right now.

      Kieran was paused mid-step from where he had likely been pacing back and forth—and probably driving Roth insane—in front of the table. His blond hair was tousled as he stood there, like he’d been roughly running his hands through it. I hated the uncertainty in his eyes, waiting for me to say something.

      So I closed the distance between us and cupped his face in my hands. “I don’t care. About any of it. You are mine, Kier.” Then I kissed him. He just stood there for a second, frozen in place before gripping me to him. His tongue slipped between my lips and grazed over a fang, causing sweet, coppery blood to light up my taste buds.

      Just as he swallowed my groan, someone cleared their throat, and we reluctantly pulled apart but didn’t completely release each other. Instead, I let Kieran spin me around so my back rested against his chest as he wrapped his arms around me. Then I inhaled his scent and enjoyed the last lingering drops of his blood.

      Vail’s eyes glittered at me from across the room, his gaze locked onto my mouth and the fangs hidden behind my lips. His throat bobbed once before he looked away.

      “What did the prince say to you?” Alaric asked, drawing my attention away from Vail. “Do you think he knows it was us in the temple?”

      “Unclear. I don’t think so, but I acknowledge the timing of his arrival is suspicious. He could be in the same boat as us. Maybe he only knows that something happened to the wraiths and a Moroi is responsible. Or maybe he knows it was us but doesn’t know that we know he is the traitor.” I blew out a heavy breath, a headache already forming at all the possibilities. “This whole marriage proposal could be a cover for him to spend time here, figuring out what we know and who we might have told.” Kieran’s arms tightened around my waist, and I pressed further against him.

      “You already married one fool,” Roth drawled, not taking their eyes off the page, “I’d prefer you didn’t repeat that mistake.”

      From Roth, that was practically a declaration of love with chocolates.

      Alaric glanced at them for a long moment before shaking his head and returning his attention to me. “Did you tell him no?”

      “Not exactly,” I hedged. “We need to figure out what he knows and why he’s really here. If I flat-out reject the proposal, he’s not going to just go away. We’d be forcing his hand to take more drastic measures, assuming he knows it was us at the temple. I’ll play along for now to buy us time to figure out our next move.”

      The muscle below Alaric’s left eye ticked as he looked over my shoulder to Kieran. “And you’re fine with that? Letting her play with the prince?”

      Kieran stiffened, and the chains I’d been keeping around my temper broke. “First, nobody lets me do anything.” I pointed a finger at him in warning. “Stay the fuck out of my relationship with Kieran. Second, you’re more than welcome to walk your pretty ass down the hallway and bat your eyelashes at the prince. You’d make a beautiful consort,” I crooned mockingly.

      The turquoise coloring of Alaric’s eyes bled into a seafoam green until they were practically glowing like blue fire. It made his already gorgeous eyes absolutely breathtaking. I smirked at him, and his fingers clenched around the book he’d been reading.

      “You break my books, I break you,” Roth snapped. Alaric dropped the book and leaned back in the chair, crossing his arms over his chest.

      “Have your lover’s spat later,” Vail growled.

      I gave him a cool look before slipping out of Kieran’s embrace and slumping into a chair at the head of the table next to Alaric, Kieran sitting on my other side.

      “Draven was a little cagey about it, but he implied it was his mother’s idea for him to marry me.”

      Kieran nodded. “Carmilla was the one who told me about the proposed union between you and Draven. She said it was the queen’s suggestion but that she thought it was a good idea and that you might be open to it.”

      I mulled that over. My aunt and I had discussed my future quite a bit since I’d returned to House Harker. In all our conversations, I’d made it clear I wanted to stay here and fully step into my role as Heir. I hadn’t exactly said I didn’t want to marry again, but I’d thought she’d understood I wasn’t looking for that. Especially since the ink had barely dried on my divorce papers to Demetri. “And Draven?”

      It was odd she would have agreed to such a thing without checking with me first. I needed to find a way to talk to her without the queen knowing.

      Kieran’s eyes darkened. “He does whatever his mother tells him to.” The muscles along my jaw ached as I clenched my teeth. Whatever had happened between him and Draven had hurt him deeply. I didn’t feel any jealousy towards what they’d had, only rage at someone hurting Kier. He deserved better, and I’d make Draven pay for putting that wounded look on his face.

      “That was the impression I got in my conversation with him.” I pursed my lips. “What if Queen Velika not only knows what her son is up to, but she’s ordering him to do it?”

      Vail scoffed. “You believe the Sovereign House has betrayed all of the Moroi and allied with the wraiths? After everything they’ve done to protect our people?”

      I narrowed my eyes at Vail. His blind loyalty was almost as annoying as his dismissive attitude towards me. “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

      Vail started, “There has to be some other explanation—” but Kieran cut him off.

      “I promise you there is nothing Draven does without the queen’s knowledge.” He swallowed and stared at the table. “Trust me. I know him better than any of you. If she told him to walk in here and slit all of our throats, he’d do it without hesitation.”

      “Why though?” Alaric frowned. “Velika is ruthless—she has to be to keep all of the Moroi Houses in line, but why would she agree to help the wraiths? What could they have offered her?”

      “We need to find out,” I said darkly. “Carmilla is at the Sovereign House, and Draven said she’d be there for a while.”

      Aggression poured off Vail, I could feel it even from where he stood across the room. “You think they’re holding her against her will?”

      Of course the idea that the Sovereign House was harming Carmilla would get him to immediately cast aside his devotion to them. There was no one Vail was more loyal to than my aunt.

      “I don’t know.” My frustration with Vail left me, and dread replaced it. “Carmilla and Velika have always been close.”

      “Carmilla is not involved in this,” Vail growled.

      “Calm yourself. I trust my aunt more than I trust you,” I snapped, and Vail’s lip curled. “Carmilla would never sacrifice our people for a promise of power, certainly not from the monsters who have been hunting us for centuries, but Velika is her closest friend and she trusts her. If the queen asked her to stay in the Sovereign House as a personal favor, my aunt wouldn’t closely examine the reason.”

      “Which means we have to be very careful,” Alaric said. “Carmilla could pay the price if we make the wrong move.”

      Vail glanced at Kieran. “When did you and the prince leave the Sovereign House?”

      “We both left five days ago but split up. He said he had something to take care of . . .” Kieran looked away, his jaw hardening. “He met me last night at the Faybell outpost, and we left first thing this morning. Only arrived here a few hours before all of you.”

      “So he went to the temple after splitting up with Kieran. We saw him there and left while he was busy serving up our people on a silver platter to that wraith prick.” I frowned as I did the math in my head and then looked at Vail. “How did he make it there so fast? Granted, we stopped to rest a couple of times, but we still made good time, and we didn’t pass Faybell until this morning.”

      We’d taken the quickest route to get home, but that still meant we’d had to travel north from the temple, then ride east all the way to the coast before traveling south down to House Harker. There were no roads that ran through the forests in the center of the Moroi realm. It was too dangerous.

      Vail grimaced. “He must have cut through the forest. The roads are safer, but they take you out of the way. Through the wilds from the temple to Faybell is almost a direct shot, but he couldn’t have ridden a horse through that. It would have been too loud and likely would have broken a leg at anything faster than a trot.”

      I thought back to Draven perching on the ledge, soaking in the sunshine. It was hard to picture him racing through the woods at night on foot. Then again, I never would have imagined him cutting deals with the wraiths either. Apparently, the prince was just full of surprises.

      “All of you will keep working on what the wraiths—the Unseelie Fae,” I corrected myself, “are up to. It seems like they want to return to their original forms and need those black stones to do it.” I thought about the shiny, obsidian stone stashed safely in Roth’s quarters. Our human ancestors had used the stones in the ritual to turn themselves into monsters. Into us. What made the stones so special, we had no idea—but the wraiths had been ransacking our outposts looking for them, so clearly, they were important. “We need to know more about whatever ritual they’re doing and what they might have offered the Sovereign House to make them betray us all.”

      “And what will you be doing?” Alaric asked, even though the prick already knew what my answer would be. He just wanted me to say it out loud.

      “I will be flirting with and distracting Draven.” I waved a hand dismissively. “Keeping his attention off all of you and also trying to figure out more of his role in all of this.”

      Alaric looked at Kieran, and some unspoken conversation passed between them. Then Kieran’s mouth flattened into a hard line as he glared at his best friend, who only returned the expression with a hard stare.

      Yeah, I wasn’t touching whatever was going on there. I had enough of my own drama to deal with.

      “If our suspicions are right and the Sovereign House is really working with the wraiths, then we can’t trust any of the other Houses.” I rubbed my face tiredly. “Some of them will almost certainly be in on it too.”

      “I think we can pretty much count on it with House Corvinus,” Kieran said bitterly. “They’d do anything to stay on Velika’s good side.”

      “Tepes and Salvatore are wild cards,” Alaric noted. “They could go either way, which means, for now, we definitely can’t trust them.”

      “True. Although I doubt Salvatore would agree to ally with wraiths,” I said. “Last I spoke with Dominique, she was still feeling overwhelmed at the loss of her parents and sister and also the pressures of stepping in to rule the House.” The stoically beautiful, young Moroi was only twenty-five years old, one year older than me. Her elder sister had been the Heir, so Dominique had never planned on leading. Based on all the interactions I’d had with her, she hadn’t been upset by that. She had loved her sister and had been happy to play a supporting role, even planned her life around it.

      Then her parents and sister had been killed on a trip to visit House Tepes along with ten rangers and almost twenty other members of House Salvatore. Outside of the recent outpost attacks, it had been the deadliest wraith ambush in almost a century.

      “For all we know”—a dark look passed over Kieran’s face as he spoke—“Dominique arranged that attack to seize power. Maybe she’s been playing everyone all this time.”

      I wanted to disagree, but if someone had told me two weeks ago that the Moroi Queen was plotting with our enemies, I would have laughed in their face. Nothing and no one could be trusted anymore.

      “As much as it pains me to say,” I said with great annoyance. “I don’t think House Laurent would ally with the Sovereign House. Marvina has always hated Velika and would try to undermine the Sovereign House at any opportunity. She always did it on the sly so it wasn’t super obvious, but I don’t think she was faking the hostility.”

      To say my ex-mother-in-law and I didn’t get along was an understatement. During my three-year marriage to her son, she’d bounced back and forth between indifference and hostility towards me. My leaving House Laurent and dissolving my marriage with Demetri had almost as much to do with that as it did finding Demetri in bed with someone else.

      It still felt odd that merely months ago, I’d been living at House Laurent in a loveless marriage and growing more and more frustrated with my daily life. Given our current problems, my life wasn’t exactly perfect now, but I was happy.

      And I’d kill anyone who tried to take that away from me, even the Moroi Queen.

      “What about House Devereux?” Alaric asked.

      Roth let out a humorless laugh. “Trust me, they’re not allied with the Sovereign House, but they won’t help us either.”

      As a member of the Devereux line and someone who grew up in the House, Roth likely knew better than all of us. But of course Alaric wasn’t willing to let it go.

      “But you must know somethi—” he started.

      Roth slammed their book shut and rose from the table. “I think I’m onto something with the black stones, but I need quiet to focus on it. I’ll be in my quarters.”

      They gathered a stack of books before stalking towards the door, and I practically jumped up from my chair to dart across the room, cutting them off. Roth paused when I rested my fingers on their forearm.

      “Please be careful. We all need to watch ourselves while Draven is here. Your room is far from all of ours, and there are no other living quarters around it.” Roth had taken over a small room just down the hall from the library. Most of the rooms in this wing were used for storage or as guest quarters for lower-ranking members of other Houses while they were visiting. Roth liked it because it was close to the library and quiet, but it also meant they were isolated from the rest of us.

      A dark red ribbon unwound from their forearm and gently brushed some of my hair back over my shoulder. “I’ll be fine, Samara,” Roth said in a low, even tone. “He probably has no idea who I am or what I’m doing here. I’ll keep to my room and the library as much as possible and hopefully just avoid the prince altogether.”

      Then the ribbon wrapped around a thick section of my hair before giving it a sharp tug. “You can come check on me later though, if you’re worried.”

      “I’ll think about it,” I murmured as Roth stepped around me and headed for the door. The ribbon trailed down my backside before wrapping back around their forearm as they stepped out of the library. Once the door closed, I glanced at Vail, who had stepped aside to let Roth leave. “Could you possibly get one of your rangers to keep an eye on Roth in an unobtrusive manner? They’ll get cranky if they know the guard is there.”

      Vail’s lips quirked up into the faintest hint of a smile.

      “They’ll get crankier if they know the guard is there,” I amended.

      “I’ll take care of it.”

      “What now?” Kieran asked.

      I plucked at the dark green fabric of my tunic and scrunched my nose. “Now we get cleaned up and pretend to go about our day as we normally would, which to be fair, with Carmilla gone, there are some House responsibilities Alaric and I need to deal with. Then we’ll attend dinner tonight with the prince, where we’ll find out just how good of a liar he is.”

      “Want me to grab you some food and meet you in your study?” Kieran offered as he rose before walking over to join me.

      “Yes, please.” I smiled at him, and Alaric grumbled something under his breath that I chose to ignore. Kieran shot his best friend a sharp look before planting a quick kiss on my lips and slipping out the door.

      “I told him starting things with you was a bad idea.” Alaric reached for a book across the table and began flipping through its pages. “Neither of you are lovestruck teenagers anymore. You’re the Harker Heir, and he’s just a courtier.”

      “Kier isn’t just anything,” I hissed.

      Alaric continued like I hadn’t spoken. “Sooner or later, you’ll have to marry again.” He raised his eyes from the book and speared me with a cruel glare. “Although I suppose for your next marriage, you’ll clarify beforehand if your spouse is expected to be loyal to you or if fucking courtiers is on the table. Wouldn’t want a repeat of Demetri, now would we?”

      Something in me snapped. Between the tension of conversing with Draven earlier, the stress of the last few days, and the revelation that the queen we’d all sworn loyalty to had betrayed us, I was fucking done. The slim throwing dagger I kept strapped to my thigh was in my fingers within a second, and the next, I was hurtling it through the air at Alaric’s face.

      He slid out of the way, but not quite fast enough as a thin line of blood opened up on his cheek. Slowly, he raised his hand and touched his face, his fingers bloody as he pulled it away.

      Then I spun on my heel and stalked towards the door, glancing up at Vail as I jerked it open. “Do you have something to add?”

      A feral light glinted in his eyes. “Nice throw.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Alaric

        

      

    

    
      I stared at the bright red streak across my fingers. Samara threw a knife at me. At my fucking face. Sure, it wouldn’t have killed me, only decapitation or massive trauma could take down a Moroi, but it would have fucking hurt. And if she’d taken out an eye, it would have taken me days to regrow it.

      She’d never endanger your eyes, a voice in my head whispered. She enjoys them too much.

      My cock stirred as I remembered the number of times I’d caught Samara admiring my eyes. Usually, I hated being stared at. I was well aware that many people found me attractive, but while Kieran thrived on that sort of attention, I loathed it. Yet when Samara looked at me like that . . . it definitely wasn’t loathing I was feeling.

      “Fuck it all,” I muttered under my breath before wiping the remaining blood off my cheek, the cut already healed, since it had been little more more than a scratch. A glint of silver drew my eye, and I grabbed the dagger from where it had embedded itself in a bookcase, just barely missing a book. I smiled. If Roth ever found out about this, they’d make sure to punish Samara in a way the brat didn’t enjoy.

      I couldn’t wait to let this little detail slip in the future and watch that play out.

      Vail tracked me with that stony gaze of his as I stalked towards the door, dagger in hand, aching to hunt Samara down and finish our conversation because I was far from fucking done. I’d warned Kieran that this would happen. Now his heart was going to get broken because of Samara’s fucking games.

      It wasn’t like I expected her to actually marry the prince, but Kieran would have to watch her flirt and lead him on for the next few days. Maybe even weeks or months. Who the fuck knew how long it would take us to untangle this nightmare?

      And while, this time, the end result wouldn’t be marriage, I knew it eventually would be, because the Heirs of Houses didn’t marry lowly courtiers.

      Just before I reached the doors, Vail slid into my path, blocking my exit. I was in excellent shape, but I was built on the leaner side, and the amount of running I did only emphasized that. Vail was nearly six and a half feet tall and covered in slabs of muscle. The cloak he wore over his brown leathers only made him appear larger.

      I halted, eying him warily. The Marshal of House Harker had always been an enigma to me. On one hand, he was one of the most disciplined people I knew. All of the rangers who answered to him did so with respect and something close to veneration, but there was a wildness to Vail, as if his bloodlust was always simmering beneath the surface, just waiting to be let out.

      I still remembered what it felt like to be hunted by a Strigoi, a Moroi who had lost all traces of their humanity. When a Strigoi looked at you, it was from cold, predatory eyes. Vail’s gaze always felt the same to me.

      “Is there a problem?” I asked cooly, forcing myself not to take a step back and add more distance between us, even as my fingers tightened around the dagger.

      Vail’s stare never dropped from my face, but his lips curled as if he was acknowledging I had the blade and found it amusing that I thought it would make any difference in a fight between us.

      “I don’t understand you.” He cocked his head, and the pieces of bone braided into his hair and beard slid against each other like little reminders of death. “Usually, I kill things I don’t understand.”

      “That’s because you’re firmly in the brawn category and less in the brain one.” My fingers tightened around the dagger’s handle, even as I kept a bored look on my face.

      “Hmm,” he hummed. “You have feelings for Samara. I’m pretty sure you’re in love with her, and that scares the shit out of you, so you strike out to hurt her. You did it before when you hinted that Kieran would cheat on her, and you did it a few minutes ago by bringing up Demetri and throwing that in her face.” He leaned forward, crowding my space, and I stiffened but held my ground. “I might not be as well-educated as you, but my instincts are never wrong.”

      "I don’t have the time to tell you how wrong you are, nor would I be interested in wasting the time if I did have it.” I held his unflinching gaze. “What I don’t understand is why you would even bring this up now.”

      “Because the prince has information we need. As much as it pains me to say this, Samara’s plan has merit.” Vail shifted back with a grimace. “You need to be the coldhearted bastard I know you’re perfectly capable of being and keep your mouth shut around Draven. Samara has enough to handle without dealing with your emotional bullshit.”

      “I’m sorry”—I narrowed my eyes at him—“haven’t you tried to kill her twice in the past month?”

      “My bloodlust got a little out of hand in the temple,” he said flatly. “But I’m the reason she got out.”

      “So you don’t deny deliberately leaving her behind when the kùsu attacked us on the road?” He didn’t say anything, and I snorted. “That’s what I thought. Maybe you should worry more about your own emotional bullshit when it comes to Samara and less about mine.”

      Vail eyed me for several long seconds before standing aside, and I left without another word.
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        * * *

      

      Fifteen minutes later, I barged into Samara’s suite. My temper had only increased on my walk over as several advisors had stopped me to fill me in on various issues that had arisen while I’d been gone. With Carmilla at the Sovereign House, Samara and I were responsible for running things. While most of the more senior advisors were capable and smart, handpicked by Carmilla over the years for their hard work and dedication, some serious problems had occurred while we’d been gone and needed to be dealt with soon. As if we didn’t have enough fucking problems.

      The large seating area that made up most of her living space was empty. Well . . . empty might be the wrong word. My lip curled as I took in the chaos of the room. There were stacks of books everywhere. On the low table in front of the settee. On the floor. I picked up one that had been haphazardly placed on the back of the lounge chair and flipped through it.

      It was written in the Fae language, so I couldn’t read it, but I was pretty sure it was the Unseelie dialect and poetry, based on how the lines were arranged. Was this what Samara did in her free time? Read poetry in a dead language?

      “Careful, Alaric.” Samara breezed into the room with nothing but a towel wrapped around her. “If you keep frowning like that, your face might get stuck, and think of how sad all the lovely, young courtiers would feel if they were robbed of your beauty.”

      I gritted my teeth. I knew exactly who she was talking about. There was a group of courtiers who regularly visited from Kieran’s old House—Corvinus—mostly comprised of young, female Moroi who were on the hunt for a good marriage. There was nothing impressive about my bloodline, but my parents had served Carmilla as her top advisors, as I now did. Between this and my appearance, several courtiers from that group had set their eyes on me.

      “Sounds like that would be to my benefit, so I think I’ll keep the sneer, if it’s all the same to you.” I tossed the book back down and crossed my arms.

      “Suit yourself.” She shrugged and started pawing through the piles of clothes that, like the books, were scattered everywhere. Samara frowned as she tossed aside dress after dress before finally holding up a rich mulberry-purple one triumphantly.

      “If you just put your clothes away like a normal person, you wouldn’t have to go on a scavenger hunt for the ones you want,” I said dryly.

      Samara just rolled her eyes and walked back towards the wide-open double doors that led to her bedroom and bathing chamber. My eyes instantly fell to her ass and the way it shifted beneath the thin fabric. Why did that towel have to be so short?

      “I’m sorry, why are you here? Generally, when someone throws a knife at your face, that’s a sign that maybe they don’t want to be in your company.”

      “I’m here because I wasn’t finished with our conversation when you pulled that stunt,” I ground out and looked away from that treacherous towel. “Thanks for that, by the way.”

      “Don’t be an asshole and you won’t get knives to the face,” she said in a breezy tone as I followed her into the bedroom. A large bed with a midnight black headboard and deep red covers took up most of the space. My mind instantly went to Samara in those sheets. I suspected she slept naked or in some type of extremely indecent nightgown. “Alaric?”

      I blinked slowly, dragging my gaze away from the bed to where Samara was standing next to it, holding the dress in one hand and dangling undergarments from the other. Suddenly, the only thing I could hear was the rapid pounding of my heart, then twin flashes of pain erupted from my gums as my fangs extended. Throughout it all, my expression remained stoic and slightly annoyed. I wasn’t as good at rotating through different masks as Kieran, but I was excellent at this one.

      Samara arched one perfect, dark eyebrow. Okay, maybe I was less than perfect at maintaining this mask. Why did she have to continue to be the absolute worst?

      “What?” I bit out.

      She let out a husky laugh, and the way my dick reacted, one would have thought she’d reached her hand into my pants and stroked it. Fuck. That thought was not helping.

      “You just gonna stand there and scowl while I get dressed?” She twirled the black undergarments around her finger. “Because that’s not normally the reaction people have when I’m about to get naked in front of them.”

      “Who exactly are you getting naked in front of?” The sharp words came out before I could stop them.

      “Currently?” She tilted her head back and looked up at the ceiling, like she had to think hard about the answer.

      “Samara,” I growled.

      “Alaric,” she mockingly growled back as her gaze fell to me again. Maybe Vail would kill her and solve all my problems? When I continued to glower at her, she sighed. “Only Kier and Roth. Despite what you think of me, I do actually care quite a great deal about the two of them, and the three of us have discussed the dynamics of our relationships. Not that our business is any of your concern.”

      “Kieran is my best friend, and your involvement with him will not end well,” I argued, even as I ignored the relief I felt that she wasn’t seeing anyone else.

      Her lips curled into that flirty grin that I couldn’t decide if I adored or hated. “I promise you that I’ve given Kier more than one happy ending.”

      Argh.

      “I’m being serious, Samara.” My fingers tightened into fists at my sides. “If you would just think rationally about this⁠—”

      “Stop.” Black streaks darkened her purple eyes until they were depthless voids. I shifted uneasily. It hadn’t escaped my notice that she hadn’t put her fangs away since we’d left the temple, and her eyes had been shifting between the colors more than usual. These were all signs that pointed to a Moroi’s bloodlust being dangerously close to the surface.

      As a Harker, Samara had better control over hers than most of us. It was unlikely she’d ever fully lose control and become a Strigoi. Growing up, she would regularly slip in and out of her bloodlust as if it had been nothing. Even though she hadn’t put her fangs away the last few days, she hadn’t been acting any differently. Just the same old, frustrating Samara who had always slipped under my skin like no other.

      But despite that fact, seeing her like this made me tense. My cousin had turned Strigoi, and I still had nightmares about it.

      She squeezed her eyes shut and inhaled several deep breaths. When they opened a few seconds later, they were back to their startling purple that always reminded me of the night sky. They were perfectly stunning, just like the rest of her. Not that I’d ever tell her that. Samara’s ego was big enough on its own. Plus, that would be admitting to the attraction I felt towards her every day.

      And that would absolutely not be happening.

      “I’m done with this conversation,” she announced. “And I’ll be getting dressed now. Leave.”

      “We’re not done with this conversation, and you can get dressed in there.” I pointed to the bathing chambers.

      “It’s my room, and I’ll get dressed wherever the fuck I want.” She raised her chin in challenge.

      “Not leaving.” I crossed my arms. Knowing Samara, she would deliberately take an hour to get dressed just to avoid having this conversation. She’d already stormed away from me once, I wasn’t letting her get away again.

      Something wicked danced in her eyes, then she tossed the clothes onto the bed and whipped the towel off before I could object.

      Fuck. I kept my eyes locked on hers. For three seconds. Three excruciatingly long seconds.

      My gaze dropped, and I was pretty sure my heart stopped with it. I’d seen Samara naked before, but it’d been steamy and she’d been lying down at the edge of the pool . . . with Kieran’s head between her legs. There had been a lot to process, and I’d stormed out before either of them had noticed just how hard my cock had grown at the sight of them.

      Well, Kieran had spotted that fun fact. Samara might be oblivious to my frustrating interest in her, but he wasn’t, and he absolutely loved to push me about it, because I was apparently surrounded by assholes.

      I should have looked away, or better yet, I should have fucking left the room. Instead, I stood there and drank in every delicious inch of her. Samara was nothing but enticing curves. She had the most glorious chest to ever exist resting above the soft curve of her stomach and thick thighs that would feel amazing wrapped around my head. I couldn’t see her ass from this angle, but I knew it would be plump, round, and something that would beg me to grip it. Hard.

      “Have you looked your fill?” she drawled. “Because I really need to get dressed so I can get some work done.”

      I snapped my eyes back up, my jaw tightening at the amusement I saw written all over her face. She was the one who’d been naked in front of me, and yet I was the one blushing like crazy.

      “I hate you,” I said flatly before turning around and stalking towards the door, Samara’s deep laugh following me out.

      “Good talk, Alaric!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Kieran

        

      

    

    
      I surveyed the plate resting on the worn, wooden, raised table at the center of the main kitchen. Leora—the Moroi in charge of the kitchen staff at House Harker and the best baker in existence—was shooting amused glances at me while she was baking some honey biscuits. They were a common snack, since they required few ingredients to make and honey was one thing we had in abundance. Almost all of our sweets were honey-something. Luckily for me, I loved honey and never got tired of it. Samara was the same, which was why half the plate was made up of freshly baked biscuits.

      “Are you waiting for them to speak some words of wisdom to you?” Leora mused. “I admit, I am rather talented, but even my skills have limits.”

      “Perhaps I’m debating if I want to bring them to Samara or if I simply want to hoard these all to myself?” I grinned at the older Moroi woman who had been a staple at House Harker for as long as I could remember.

      She rolled her eyes and plucked two more biscuits off the tray before placing them on the plate. “There.” She made a shooing motion. “Now out with you so I can get back to work. You’re distracting me.”

      “Leora, my wondrous beauty.” I gave her my best smile that usually resulted in panties being thrown in my direction. “You know I would marry you in a heartbeat if you would only
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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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