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      The Deep Is The Night vampire trilogy was written many years ago. Haunted Souls has been updated with a few tweaks here and there, but essentially remains the same story.

      

      Warning: This is an erotic romance with explicit love scenes and language.
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        Pine Forest, Colorado

      

      They must all die. When Halloween comes my energy will be fiercest.  I will be invincible.

      As a swirling draft leaked through a crack in the broken tomb, the ancient one drank in the cold night air.  Despite a weakened body, the old vampire’s anger rose high.  With a groan he lay back on the stone floor near a wooden coffin that long ago had started to disintegrate.  Ah, but he loved the old, the forbidden, the gloom surrounding him in the crypt.  The place didn’t possess the heavy pall of the tunnels, the delicious sickness he craved so much.  No, all that lingered here was the reality of death, the inevitability for all but the undead.

      He would have to be satisfied.

      No one would look for him here.  This long-forgotten crypt resided in the desolate area of the forest not far from Pine Forest.  Well hidden, surrounded by bushes and trees, the stonework neglected and weathered, this sanctuary would serve as a safe shelter.  Few people probably even knew this crypt was here.

      A day passed since his last encounter with the group of meddlesome, hateful mortals and the immortal Irish pup Ronan Kieran.  Closing his eyes, the ancient one replayed in his mind the mistakes he’d made.  He cursed that a thousand years of experience had broken down under mortal will.  Energy had drained from him fighting the mortal’s combined psychic energy fields. He’d underestimated Ronan Kieran’s will, but more than that, he undervalued the power the group could generate between them.

      An ache built inside him as he thought of Erin’s betrayal.  She didn’t want him and didn’t recognize her reincarnation as his beloved Dasoria.  He had one alternative.  No longer would he indulge her, no longer would he spare her.  Lachlan, her lover, would die with her when the time came, and suffer a fate far more horrible then they could imagine. Her new friends, Micky Gunn and Jared Thornton would also suffer before succumbing to his wrath.

      He planned and plotted, his desires hotter and stronger with each passing hour.  Once he regained his strength, he would return to the tunnels under the Gunn Inn and make an alliance with the malevolent energy residing there.  He’d sensed the power, far older then himself, would enhance and compliment his own desires.  He wondered if other vampires had wandered the tunnels and discovered what he now understood.  This town seeped with evil, with darkness so dominant no mortal could guard against it in the end.

      The ancient one understood he must be careful when dealing with the strange energy, for shadows invaded the tunnels under the Gunn Inn, more hate-filled and growing with each minute.  Sentient, the darkness felt stronger and more defined as fear multiplied in Pine Forest.  Whenever an act filled with dislike and pain, hatred and dread entered the mind of someone in Pine Forest, the evil drew upon it, added to it, and fed it in a circle.

      When Halloween came, all putrefying emotions would gather and wicked entities would join.  Nothing could stop the most horrible strength on earth.

      Few people could imagine the entity; as it invaded their dreams at night it came cloaked in recognizable forms.  The missing child, the missing spouse, the horrible monster chasing them in the night.  Because it lived in the tunnels, it became one with the earth, penetrating the ground people walked upon and absorbing their doubt and trepidation with every step.  Soon all the signs would be there, a total accumulated from more than a century of continual strife and discontent.  The sleepy little town sat upon a boiling wound.  Blood flowed from the cut, the hurt inflicted upon it by human nature and excessive greed.

      On Halloween the inequity of the ages would merge with the ancient one to become one horrible power.

      The Final Darkness.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

    

    
      
        Pine Forest, Colorado

        St. Bartholomew’s Catholic Church

        The Central Graveyard

      

      

      “Give me your money, bitch.”

      Clarissa Gaines’ heart stopped and her breathing ceased.

      At least that’s what it felt like as a dark form stepped out from behind a crypt and into her path.  She took one step back as the man leveled a gun on her, his black-gloved hand steady.

      A tremor ran over her body as dread froze her blood.  Icy wind blew across the graveyard, rustling the pine trees into a chilling whisper.  Last rays of sun were swallowed by encroaching clouds.  Shadows swept across the gravestones, darkening their grey faces.  Cold seemed to encroach on the churchyard and blanket her soul.

      Night came and apparently so did the neighborhood kooks.

      Or the serial killer haunting this town.

      Seconds drew out as she took in the horror caricature.  Dressed like a pirate of old, the tall man’s swirling cape, tall boots, and feathered hat would have looked dashing at any other time.  The Freddy Kruger Nightmare on Elm Street mask ruined the effect.

      He moved a step closer and she flinched.  “I said, give me your money.”

      Guttural and determined, his request sounded more than dead serious.

      Good deal, Clarissa.  Go ahead and prove your friends right.  Put one step into Pine Forest and get dead.

      Her brain kicked in and she took a deep breath to steady herself.  She hitched her camera case higher on her left shoulder.  Licking her dry lips, she tried to piece together a coherent sentence. “I only have a couple of dollars.”

      The man snorted and waved the weapon back and forth.  “You’re lying.  What’s in your fanny pack?”

      “Car keys, driver’s license—”

      “Take it off and give it to me.”

      She unclipped the fanny pack and started to hold it toward him.  He stepped forward and snatched it.  The movement wrenched her right ring finger, the fanny pack strap catching on her large, citrine ring.  Pain stabbed through her hand.  He grabbed her right forearm in a harsh, bruising grip.

      She gasped.  “Let me go!”

      He yanked and she stumbled into him.  The man smelled of sweat and whiskey.  She wrinkled her nose in disgust. “You’re askin’ for it, bitch.  What if I give you some?”

      She pulled back from his revolting stench and he let her go.

      Before she could blink he slapped her across the face.  Sharp pain stabbed her jaw as she fell backwards and dropped like a rock.  Her camera case went flying.

      Dizziness assaulted Clarissa as she lay on her back.  Stunned, she couldn’t gather her foggy thoughts except for one.  She must escape.  She struggled to sit upright, one hand to her bruised face. If she’d expected to find death in a graveyard, it hadn’t been at the hands of a pistol-welding pirate with no sense of humor.  The bastard was definitely not playing trick or treat.

      What she saw next defied logic and sanity.

      A brown cloaked form materialized with an audible pop behind and to the right of the pirate.  The pirate flinched.  Breathless and beyond surprised, Clarissa didn’t budge.

      Before the pirate could make another movement, the large cloaked form clamped one hand on the pirate’s neck and whirled him around.   The Freddy Kruger wannabe dropped her fanny pack and it landed a short distance away.

      “What the—” The pirate tried to bring up his weapon.

      The cloaked form wrenched the gun from the man’s hand and jammed the barrel against the pirate’s throat.  A quick movement of the cloaked form and the pirate’s hat landed in the snow.  Greasy dark hair hung lank around the purse snatcher’s head.

      “This is my territory.”  Harsh, husky, and vibrant with an Irish accent, the deep voice issuing from the cloaked stranger sent a strange shiver over her skin.  “And you are bloody well trespassing.”

      His territory? Oh, shit. She’d stepped from one fire into another.  Maybe if she tiptoed away neither man would miss her.

      She saw the pirate’s Adam’s apple bob up and down.  “I didn’t—I didn’t know—”

      “You ought to feckin’ know,” the cloaked man said, his tone unforgiving and hard.

      “Please, let me go.”  The pirate’s voice wobbled.  “Please.  I won’t ever come back.”

      Incredibly, the cloaked figure lifted the purse snatcher by the shirt collar using only one hand. The pirate’s legs dangled and kicked in the air.  The pirate started to choke and gasp.

      She could barely see the cloaked man’s face in the encroaching night, but his voice, inflexible and determined, told all.  “You should never, ever treat a woman that way.  If you come near her again, I will break every bone in your body.  If I hear you’ve mistreated or tried to rob anyone, I will hunt you down and kill you myself.”

      Somehow the cloaked figure’s words sounded old-fashioned, the inflection tinted with centuries of understanding.  The vibrancy, the sheer assurance in his tone guaranteed severe punishment to anyone who defied him.

      Clarissa shivered with reaction, her heart pounding and her fingers trembling as she reached for her camera case.

      “Is that understood?” The cloaked form asked.

      The pirate made a choking noise and rasped, “Yeah.  Whatever you want.  I’ll do anything you want.”

      The cloaked man tossed the pirate aside.  A screech left the pirate’s throat as he sailed into the air and landed on his back just short of a gravestone.  Whimpering in fear, the man scrambled to his feet and ran.

      Sunlight shifted as it dipped between parting clouds, then descended behind the mountains, casting deeper darkness across the area.  Renewed apprehension gathered inside her as a cold lump grew in her stomach.  Her ring finger throbbed and so did the rest of her body.  A strange disorientation plagued her, as if she’d stepped into a surreal dream.

      In a blink of an eye the remaining man yanked off his cloak and it landed at his feet.  Her savior turned and started toward her.  She scrambled to her feet, ready to flee if the man made one suspicious gesture.

      His gaze flared yellow, as penetrating and abrupt as cat eyes in a dark room.  Her heart leapt with unholy fear, her muscles strung taut.  His long legs ate up ground, and although self-preservation told her to retreat, she found she couldn’t move.

      Common sense made her struggle against the fear holding her in place.  Suddenly a voice whispered in her mind.  You are safe.  There is no need to fear me.

      Despite the reassurance, her anxiety grew.  I must be losing my mind.  He can’t be in my mind.  He can’t be.  Her entire body trembled.

      He appeared one-hundred-percent capable of ripping a person to pieces.  Evening meshed with the stranger, as if he belonged to the night more than the day.  His open long black leather coat, black sweater and black jeans made him a part of the shadows.  Why on earth would he wear a cloak over that gorgeous leather jacket?

      Impressions assaulted her like a gale, knocking her breath from her lungs for the second time in a few minutes.  His visage defined hard, rugged masculinity to perfection.  If anyone asked her what made him handsome she would say his intenseness, the undeniable heat in those searching, searing eyes.

      As a photographer she appreciated the surreal scene of a menacing stranger stark against gravestones, as a woman she drank in the most incredible man she’d ever seen.

      His shaggy chocolate, collar-length hair ruffled in the breeze.  Sooty, dense lashes framed obsidian dark eyes that sparked with golden fire.  In profile his nose seemed almost perfect, a compliment to his high cheekbones.  His sideburns lined all the way down his jaw and to his chin in a close-clipped beard, turning cinnamon red at his mustache and chin.

      She would love to photograph him.

      Clarissa snapped out of her thrall, her voice whispery.  “Thank you.”

      His attention dropped to her lips, his warm gaze a physical caress along first her upper, then her lower lip.  When he didn’t answer, she wondered about the sanity of waiting for him to speak.  Anxiety twisted in her stomach.

      Finally she heard his rusted, husky voice. “Do not be afraid.”

      As rich and full as one glance from his glorious, thickly-lashed eyes, the stranger’s tone trapped her in place like a rabbit under the hunt. Maybe he lured victims with the liquid, soothing tone wrapped around a dangerous, telltale rumble. She cursed her defenselessness and his ability to see her apprehension.

      When he stopped a short distance from her, the man’s gaze played over her features then down the length of her red wool pea coat.  His unswerving assessment warmed her entire body with strange flutters of indisputable attraction.

      He must be at least six-four, his shoulders wide, his chest broad.  She allowed her imagination to conjure a fleeting fantasy about the body he owned under all those clothes.

      Without a doubt mystery man would be built like a god.  She visualized taut muscle under smooth skin, dark hair sprinkling over hard pecs and a muscled stomach.  And further down his manly attributes would be large to fit the rest of him.

      An untamed swirl of sensation hit her in the stomach, a powerful and stunning craving.  She felt hot and needy, itching for his touch.

      As she looked up into his eyes, she noticed a stunning firelight in the center.  Gold melded with rich, deep mahogany.  As the light swirled and tumbled, so did her equilibrium.  Her knees felt unsteady and she couldn’t look away.  Yellow flecks swirled in his irises, spinning with the intensity of a hurricane, and she felt weightless.

      “Your eyes,” she whispered in amazement.  “How…”

      He blinked and the strange light went out.  Maybe the face slap the pirate had given her rattled her more than she thought.

      He studied her intensely.  “You’re hurt.”

      Clarissa swallowed hard.  “No, not really.”   She cleared her throat and gathered strength.  “I’m fine.”

      He traced her jaw with his index finger and the sensual touch made her shiver.  He tilted her chin up so she fell into the depths of his eyes.  Her heart fluttered and a warm rush filled cold places in her body.  A sense of unreality overcame her; she couldn’t be certain this was happening.

      “You’ll have a bruise here in the morning.” He shook his head, his eyes filled with anger.  “You shouldn’t be here without a chaperone.”

      Indignation removed her strange malaise.  “Chaperone? What century are you living in? I can go where I please, thank you very much.”

      His gaze simmered with annoyance.  “You misunderstand me.  I imagine you can take care of yourself under normal circumstances.   Haven’t you heard about the serial killer?  No woman is safe alone in this town at any time.  Neither day nor night is a haven.  You should leave here and not come back.”

      His patronizing tone cut through the heady attraction.  “Now wait a minute, I’m doing a job here.”

      “Reporter?”

      “No.”  She hefted the camera case.  “I’m a writer.  I take photographs for my books.  I came out here to take maybe two pictures very quickly.  I wasn’t out of the car more than five minutes when that jerk showed up.”

      His gaze intensified. She tried to remember the last time a man enveloped her with his attention as if he found her fascinating, and she couldn’t. Not with the single-minded attention of a man sexually entranced and worried for her well-being at the same time.  It was a heady sensation having this man’s full attention locked onto her like a heat-seeking missile.

      “Are your books worth losing your life?” he asked, his voice a husky whisper.

      “Of course not.”  Curiosity made her change the subject.  “Who are you?”

      “Ronan Kieran.” The name rolled off his tongue with that distinctive lilt.

      “You’re Irish.”

      “Yes.”  His gaze danced over her face with red hot appreciation.  “And your name?”

      “Clarissa Gaines.”  She held out her hand.  “I’ve written several books on haunted areas.”

      “Some places are quaint.  Some places are old.  Pine Forest is the most haunted place on earth,” he said.

      She couldn’t help but smile. “That’s for sure.”  She put out her hand to shake his.  “Thank you again.  You may have saved my life.”

      “It was all my pleasure.”

      He clasped her hand and brought it to his lips for an old-fashioned kiss.  Startled, she quashed a gasp of surprise.  Although she’d seen him lift a man with one arm, his grip remained gentle with her.  In fact, as he released her, his fingers drew over hers with sensual exploration.

      She inhaled, her breath a little sharp as a twirl of sensation traveled up her arm and landed in her lower belly.  Wow.  Could a man get any sexier than this?

      A smile curved one corner of his mouth for a second, almost as if…as if he knew what she’d been thinking.  “Why did you come here if you know there is a serial killer lurking and that this whole town is haunted.”

      She smiled.  “I grew up here.”

      One of his eyebrows quirked upward.  “Interesting.  It doesn’t make you immune to harm.”

      Damn the man.  “I realize that.  I just got here today and wanted some pictures as the sun was setting.  I didn’t get a chance to take any shots before that idiot jumped out at me.”

      Ronan shook his head.  Another miniscule movement of his lips, a tiny twitch of amusement.  “You were lucky he wasn’t the serial killer.  You should leave town and not come back.”

      She bristled.  “I know my way around here, and a person can’t live their life running from fear all the time.”

      He shifted closer and she caught a whiff of leather, bergamot, and another spice she couldn’t identify.   He smelled so delicious.  Arousal heated her face with a blush.

      “Sure, and you may think common self-defense is enough, but it isn’t.  Not against this killer.  You cannot fight him.”

      How do I know it isn’t you?

      “How do you know it’s not me?” he asked.

      An eerie shiver ran through her as he echoed her thoughts.  As powerful as this man appeared, she wouldn’t have much chance of escape.  Clarissa wondered if she’d made the worst mistake of her life.

      Reality and rising dread slapped her in the face.  Her heart fluttered with a peculiar combination of fear and renewed admiration.  “You saved me from the pirate just to hurt me?”

      Ronan crossed his arms.  “You heard me say this is my territory.”

      Think fast, Clarissa.  “I’m expected for dinner at six.  If I don’t show up they’re going to come looking for me.”

      He nodded.  “Undoubtedly.  But if you’re already dead, what good would it do if they found you?”

      “Are you threatening me?”

      “I might be.”

      Ire made her lash out.  “Then get on with it. This witty repartee is starting to piss me off.”

      A laugh burst from his throat, deep, rumbling and tantalizing.  She didn’t want to feel anything for this irritating man, but the resonance in his laugh made desire twirl and tumble, centering low in her stomach.

      It was insane to feel yearning and trepidation at the same time.  Absolutely, irrevocably nuts.

      When had she encountered a man this contrary, this frightening and amazing at one time?  Never.  The fact she couldn’t control it confused Clarissa down to the marrow.

      “Are you willing to risk all you have for a feckin’ photograph?” he asked.  “And for what?  A place of the dead?  That’s bullocks.”

      Irritated, she whirled and headed toward the front gate, intent on putting as many miles between her and the Irishman as she could. This situation was too weird.

      Lightheadedness assaulted Clarissa and her eyelids fluttered.  She swayed and reached out.  Her hands landed on stone as she touched the side of a crypt and leaned against it.  Panic fluttered in her chest.

      Powerful arms reached around her waist and pulled her back against hard-as-rock muscles.  She gasped and tried to writhe out of his grip.  He clasped her wrists, effectively pinning her arms against her waist.  God, he was so big.  He could snap her like a twig.

      Something primitive, old, and perceptive motivated this man.  She knew it down deep with certainty.  She’d experienced these uncanny sensations before about people.  Individuals who held secrets didn’t realize she could sometimes see those mysteries when she touched them.

      Just like she saw Ronan Kieran’s.

      Danger crackled and burned around him like untamable wild fire.  Visions came alive as she excavated them from his mind.

      The first vision slammed into her.

      Ronan sat on a huge black warhorse, swinging a massive broadsword over his head in a gesture of defiance and strength.  All around him mayhem raged.  Other men rode horses toward a line of combatants holding axes, spears and swords.  Archers drew back and fired longbows and the volley of arrows pierced the air.

      The visualization shifted like smoke on the breeze.

      Weak, she sagged in his arms.  Blurred images scurried into her mind.  She saw him crouched over a petite young blonde woman dressed in gray garments.  The blonde lay on an overgrown path, her throat punctured and dried blood on her dress.  He pulled the blonde into his arms, and when he looked up from her ravaged body, his eyes held an untamable anguish that speared her like a knife plunging deep into her soul.  He closed his eyes, threw his head back and cried out, the sound of a man in inconceivable torment.

      She jerked out of the revelation and struggled against his grip.

      Ronan tucked her tight against his body. “Shhh.  Easy.  I’ll not harm you.”

      “You killed her,” she rasped, her throat so tight it hurt.

      He stiffened.  “Who?”

      “The little blonde woman.”

      “Damn it woman, who are you talking about?”

      Woman?  Oh, now she was pissed.  “On a path.  Her throat was all cut—”

      “How did you know about her?” His voice went hard and rough.  “How did you know?”

      “I saw it.  A vision.” Her voice weakened as fear rushed her.

      If she expected to hear disbelief in his voice, she didn’t.

      “Don’t speak of her again.  I didn’t kill her.”  Fresh pain entered his words, the rawness and authenticity so cruel it spilled into her system like acid.

      Then clean sensations replaced her fear and ire.  Pressed along the long, muscled body, everything focused to a fine point, an awareness of him as a man reaching deep into her sensibilities.  Each breath she took sounded magnified, every brush of his body against hers created prickles across her skin.

      “There are forces at work here you don’t understand, Clarissa.  Forces that would destroy you.”

      Rolling and tumbling, his words were potent, as effective as a sleeping draught for her senses.  As his heat sheltered her against the cold night, she savored his strength as energy injected straight into her bloodstream.  With one hand he tilted her head to the side.  Warm breath puffed on her neck as he touched the side of her skull.  A cross between a moan and a growl issued from his lips.  Power seemed to radiate from him like the sun, a coiled strength she knew could protect or annihilate.

      “Your head hurts a little?” he asked, the words tender.

      Compelled to answer, she licked her dry lips.  “Yes.”

      His fingers brushed over her jaw, so light she almost didn’t feel them, right over the spot where the pirate had smacked her.  “There’s no damage.  If he had hurt you severely he would be dead now.”

      In the primitive part of her mind, she liked his possessiveness and the assurance that he would kill to keep her safe.

      A gentle kiss touched the side of her head, a mere brush of hot lips over skin.

      “Please,” she said softly, not understanding what she wanted.

      A seductive groan drifted from his lips, like a man in the throes of the deepest erotic need.  “I would like to please you.”

      Please me? Oh, God.

      When had a man ever said this to her before?

      As his lips touched her cheek, he whispered words.  “I could give you pleasure beyond your wildest dreams.  Here.  Now.”

      She shivered, not from fear but from new, dangerous feelings.  “I don’t understand what’s happening to me.”

      Feel your true needs.  Feel the way we could be together.  His breathy words poured into her mind, lulling her into an indolence she didn’t resist.  Couldn’t resist.  He didn’t speak, yet she heard him again in her mind.  You would know ecstasy.

      Primitive needs intruded. Clarissa’s tingled with hypersensitivity and with every hot breath on her skin, wild vibrations shivered over her.  Alarm couldn’t penetrate.

      Nor a will to escape.

      The dark stranger’s left palm flatted over her belly and heat and heaviness breached deep inside her.  Burning craving built in her loins with staggering quickness.  She gasped.

      With a flick of his wrist he opened all the buttons on her coat.  Her sweater buffeted the cold, but when he pressed against her ribs in exploration, she felt his touch straight through.  For one sane second she struggled against unbidden sensation.  A tiny moan escaped.  His lips brushed her cheek, and her nipples peaked against the thin confines of her bra.

      She couldn’t move, didn’t want to move.

      Her mind whirled, two parts separated from the whole.  So what if this dangerous, handsome man took her right here?  Brought her down to the snow-covered ground, ravished her among headstones and made her body feel things she’d never imagined.  Forbidden needs roared up from someplace primal.  Instincts long restrained broke free.

      She wanted him.

      His hands drifted up her ribcage until he cupped her breasts.  Light, not hurtful, his touch made her squirm.  Her nipples tightened at the hot, heavy feeling of his palms.  He didn’t squeeze, he didn’t caress, but kept her captive by mere touch.

      Then erotic visions filled her head.

      Lying naked on a soft bed draped in a canopy of pink and white tulle, she watched as Ronan stood near in his black clothes, his long leather jacket still on him.  He looked down on her, a gentle smile touching his mouth.  As he admired her, Clarissa’s skin felt hot.  She knew he intended to torture her with nibbles and licks, and the exquisite suckling of his mouth.

      The image disappeared from her mind.

      A whimper broke from her.  “What’s happening to me?”

      She should have been terrified, but Clarissa couldn’t form a coherent panic.  Swallowing hard, she brought her hands up and clasped the big hands holding her breasts.

      “Breathe deeply.” His voice dropped, softer and reassuring.  “Take me within you.”

      She couldn’t resist, and at his command she inhaled.  Spicy, musk-filled and heady with sensual promise, his scent wiped away the cold and their location.  All she wanted or needed would be provided.  Every rapture would be hers.  How she knew this she couldn’t say.

      He allowed his touch to drift and her hands followed his movement.  He cupped under her breast, the other hand drifted low until it rested above her pubic mound.  An ache migrated from her belly to between her legs.   Moist heat dampened her, and her nipples tightened into even harder points.

      His words rumbled in her ear.  “Do you see now?  Do you understand how defenseless you are?  I can do what I want with you, where I want.  You have no defense against me.”

      “You wouldn’t hurt me.”

      “No, sweet lady, I would not.  But there are creatures you don’t understand wandering this place.  They would not hesitate to harm you.  Now, promise me.  Leave this place and don’t return.”

      Anger managed to leak through. She groaned and fought against the hold Ronan had on her mind.  “Let me go.”

      “All you need to do is ask.”

      Instantly he released her and she snapped into sharp focus.  All fog left her mind and she whirled around to face him.  She stepped back until she bumped into a headstone.  Her camera case lay in the snow several feet away. When had she dropped it again?

      Using the hard surface as a prop, she stared at him with renewed apprehension holding her captive.  His dark eyes again burned with that unholy fire.  His nostrils flared, his breathing quick as his broad chest rose and fell.  She gazed at the front of his jeans and only one thought penetrated.  One exhilarating realization she savored despite the bizarre circumstances.

      The impossibly gorgeous man in front of her possessed a serious hard on.  Her mouth popped open in surprise.  No doubt about it, he had the look of a man filled with desire.  A man badly in need of her as his cock pressed against his jeans, full and long.

      What came out of her mouth denied the inconceivable sexual interlude.  “What the hell just happened?  What are you?”

      For this man wasn’t ordinary.  The strange mental pictures told her that.

      But had she seen his previous incarnations?  Did he know about them?

      He put his hands on his hips, and she remembered the sensation of his touch on her body.  Ronan’s hands had been warm despite the winter in the air.

      When he didn’t answer her query, she managed to command her muscles in to action.  She retrieved her camera bag.  Mixed feelings challenged her to discover more about him.  At the same time, she knew he wouldn’t tell her anything.  The man had secrets miles deep, and he wouldn’t give up answers without a fight.

      How she knew this she couldn’t say, but the certainty frightened her.  But no more than wondering if everything she’d experienced really occurred.  Had she lost her mind?  Or did Pine Forest’s usual brand of supernatural insanity cause this hallucination?

      Without another word she wrestled her car keys from the pocket on her camera bag and walked toward her old red Acura, moving as fast as icy snow would allow.  She didn’t look back, though she could feel his heavy stare boring into her with every step she made.

      [image: ]

      After Clarissa left his arms and the churchyard, Ronan tried to control the raging, wild temptations surging through his system like tidal waves.   He gritted his teeth as deep shivers ran up and down his tortured body.  He turned and leaned against the crypt, palms flat against the stone.  As he drew in ragged breaths, his undead heart pounded out his need.  He closed his eyes as pain darted through his groin.

      You almost had her, old man.  Sure, and her blood would have tasted beyond sweet.  Like the darkest honey, she would have flowed down your throat with sizzling fire and sexual ecstasy.

      Shit.  Shit.  Shit.

      But no.  He’d given up tasting human blood that way a long time ago.  His body wanted hers, wanted her spread out under him as he inserted his cock deep into her wet, welcoming body.

      His fingers clutched at the hard stone crypt.  When he’d seen the pirate wannabe assaulting Clarissa, red hot rage had made his gut burn.  He could have killed the cretin with one well- placed twisted of his fingers.  But then he would have been no better than the creep who tried to mug her.

      He straightened, taking more deep breaths to control his blood lust and heady desire.

      Anger and desire.

      A deadly combination.

      Bloody. Feckin’.  Hell.

      Snow landed on his nose and he wiped it away with an irritable movement.  Wind ruffled his hair as the moon peaked out from behind a cloud.  Although the night grew bitter cold, a fire continued in his belly.

      He’d come to the church to think and discovered a woman with incredible copper penny red hair tumbling in ringlets down her back to her waist.  A tall beauty about five seven with curves that fit against his body with agonizing perfection.  Her full hips, rounded and soft under those jeans had felt so good.  And sweet Mother Mary.  Her breasts.

      Better not think about the ripe fullness he’d cupped.  The weight of her breasts had driven him to within an inch of seducing her.  He’d wanted to pluck those nipples, feel them under his fingers.  He’d wanted to rip the shirt off her and suck her, lick the round orbs until she writhed and begged to be taken.

      His groin throbbed with unsatisfied cravings he hadn’t suffered for decades.

      “Damn it.”

      Who was he kidding?

      A few moments of coaxing and she would have been his.  Here in this forsaken graveyard he could have taken her right up against this crypt.

      So why had he stopped?

      He’d stopped because Clarissa Gaines didn’t deserve what he’d done to her any more than she’d deserved the pirate’s filthy attention.  He’d vowed to keep his hands off mortal women a long time ago, and he’d refused to use his seductive powers to possess one.

      If a mortal woman came to him it would be because she wanted him, not because he’d convinced her by some vile means that she wanted him when she didn’t.  Even seven hundred years ago, after he’d been turned into a vampire, he’d never taken a woman against her will.  Rape sickened him and he abhorred all who used their power this way.

      Yet with one glance at two beautiful blue eyes, he’d lost complete control and tried to seduce her.

      Feck.  He couldn’t afford distraction with the ancient one still haunting this town.

      When he turned and looked at the churchyard he remembered what he’d told his friends only a day ago.  What he’d vowed to Sorley, Lachlan, Erin, Gilda, Tom, Micky, and even Jared.  He’d promised to find the woman.

      This so-called woman would be everyone’s salvation from the ancient one and the parade of darkness, according to the Irish seer and to Yusuf.

      A warm feeling entered his weary vampire soul, one with far-reaching consequences.  Clarissa Gaines had heated to his influence, and a woman who didn’t find him attractive in the first place would have struggled more against his embrace.

      Ronan smiled.  Besides that, he’d heard some of her thoughts.  Reluctantly she’d admitted to herself she thought he was handsome.

      Ruggedly handsome.  In a mortal, very ridiculous way her attraction gratified him.  Something else kept his interest high; his weakness for wanting to solve mysteries.  When he’d held her in his arms she’d murmured about things from his past, things he wanted to forget.  A dart of mental pain lacerated him.  Somehow Clarissa had known about sweet Fionnghuala or Fenella as her anglicized name would be known.  Clarissa had seen the horrible memory of Fenella’s death as if the memory were her own and not extracted from the deepest, most agonizing part of his mind.  How?

      His gaze fell on the abandoned fanny pack on the ground nearby.  He smiled again.  Maybe he had found the woman after all.
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      As Clarissa walked into the town community center, memories flooded her.  The old saying about not being able to come home again was true, yet the building smelled, looked, and felt the same as it had twelve years ago.

      Long and wide, the log cabin structure seemed a little gloomy this evening despite the light blazing.  Although the cutesy Halloween decorations should have looked fun and inviting, they managed to appear clownish in the more sinister sense of the word.

      She’d noticed as a child that the buildings in Pine Forest owned a special dimness.  They lacked the verve and essential glow of happy areas.  When she mentioned this oddity to her parents they’d indulged her with a “yes, dear” and then said no more.  She’d chalked up her impressions as her imagination, since she seemed to have a tremendous quantity of it.

      Shadows lingered here as they did everywhere else in this odd, haunted little town.  Determined to map this community by word and photograph, she knew she’d get her book written and designed despite the bizarre circumstances plaguing Pine Forest.  Photographing haunted places during this Halloween time when the veils between the worlds were thinnest might be advantageous.  Who knew what she’d pick up on film?

      She stepped through the main foyer area and saw the large meeting room to her left bustled with activity. She’d arrived in time for the gathering and people milled around the room greeting each other and settling into metal folding chairs.  No reporters to be seen anywhere, and she’d heard through Chestnut Buttercup Creed, better known as Chessie, that the mayor wouldn’t allow publicity for this meeting.

      Tonight the topic of discussion would be whether to hold the annual Halloween party or to cancel.  After all, a serial killer prowled the streets and no one appeared safe.  The entire month of October had been rife with murders; Clarissa had lost count.

      How could they celebrate Halloween as if nothing drastic had happened?  Halloween was in less than a week.  Much could happen in that time, including the capture of the serial killer.

      Or, as she knew only too well from the information she had, everyone in this community center could be dead by Halloween night.

      She found a chair near the back.  No one seemed to notice her, which seemed funny considering she recognized many faces in the room.  Then again, she’d been gone for so long and had changed enough they wouldn’t know her.  Instead individuals appeared tense, alert but not quite with it.  Maybe the entire town had been strung out on anxiety.

      Although she still trembled from the experience she’d encountered with Ronan Kieran and the pistol-packing pirate, she didn’t ignore the thoughts entering her mind now.

      She liked this place.  As a kid she’d been here many times.  Brownies, Girl Scouts, even a high school dance.  The place smelled the same with a hint of rose and lavender mixed with old wood.  She recalled old Mrs. Bassett and her cologne had a rose and lavender scent, and since the lady had worked in the community center for almost fifty years there was a good chance her ghost lingered here.  At least that would be Clarissa’s theory.

      She doubted anyone in this room would be interested in hearing her conjecture. Yes, people believed Pine Forest had ghosts up the ying-yang.  But twelve years ago she’d left this town with people’s disbelief in her ringing in her ears.  They hadn’t believed her story, no matter how often she told it.

      For twelve years she’d resented their treatment and hadn’t been back.

      Until now.

      When the murders started she knew she had to return.  Not just to photograph Pine Forest for her new book, but to exercise the demons running around in her head and perhaps to find the killer in the process.  To save this entire town from imminent ruin.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, can you please take your seats!” A tall, thin man banged a gavel on the podium at the front of the room as he called above the din.

      He brushed a hank of gray hair away from his forehead.  With his longish hair and tweed suit he looked more like a studious middle-aged professor than Harry Bold, mayor of Pine Forest.

      No one paid much attention to him, caught up in the typical summit mentality of no one in charge but everyone wanting to speak.  At the front of the room the mayor was flanked by a tall, buxom young blonde and a short little man with thinning black hair and a Hitler mustache.

      “People, please!”  Harry rapped the podium and the talking and general noise decreased.  “We have a lot of business to get through tonight.” As soon as the coughing and shuffling died down, the mayor started.  “We’re discussing, in light of current events, the feasibility of the annual Halloween party.”

      Several voices went up, but the mayor used his gavel.  His brows pinched into a severe frown.  “We’re doing this rationally.  There will be no heavy debate, only sound decisions.”  When voices cried out again, he put one hand up.  “Now, listen here.  This is the plan.  Despite the fear and chaos this murderer has caused, we are not giving into the fear.  This town has been here over one hundred years, and Pine Forest isn’t giving up.”

      “What about the killings?” One shrill female voice rose above the crowd.  “It’s the worst thing this town has ever seen.  I say we cancel the party.”

      The mayor held up his placating hand once again.  “I can understand your concern.  But what I really want to know is if you plan on letting this murderer run us out of our homes, our town, our activities?”

      “Yeah,” another female voice said.  “Maybe that’s what this bastard wants.”

      Not surprised by the vitriol in the crowd, she took in the argument with interest.  Her mind, though, kept dragging her back to the graveyard.  She couldn’t stop thinking about what happened to her earlier in the evening, or the odd way Ronan Kieran made her feel.  The visions she’d seen could have been past lives for him, and perhaps he didn’t know about them.  Reincarnation didn’t explain the strange glow she’d seen in his eyes, or the bizarre and immediate attraction that held her in his thrall for several minutes.

      She’d almost been mugged and then a strange man had saved her life and turned her on so much she could barely walk a straight line.  Her entire center of being, the things she believed about herself were rattled in that graveyard.  Her mind shrieked at the danger and wanted nothing to do with it; practicality said it would be hazardous to probe into the thick aura of mystery surrounding Ronan Kieran.  The other side, the one searching graveyards for intriguing pictures and even more interesting ghosts, said she couldn’t resist the challenge.

      A distinct female voice reached above the crowd.  “We have to reconsider the party.  It leaves too many people out after dark and vulnerable.”

      Clarissa turned to see a young woman with short black hair and a strikingly handsome man with long brown hair standing not too far away.  She knew about the couple from her lifelong dreams and because she’d pumped waitress and long-time friend Chessie for information when she’d arrived in town today.  The man was Lachlan Tavish and the woman was Erin Greenway, a local librarian.

      Chessie had filled in Clarissa at lunch, explaining the amazing tale of Erin’s ordeal with the serial killer and her miraculous escape from the so-called vampire-like creature.  Although the town teamed with believers in the supernatural, few agreed a blood sucker committed the serial murders over the last month.

      Chessie also told Clarissa about strange goings on at the Gunn Inn, a secluded place on the outskirts of town.  A series of murders occurred recently at the inn.

      “That’s hogwash,” an older woman said, and Clarissa knew she’d lost part of the conversation.  “There are no such things as ghosts in this town and there sure as heck ain’t any vampires running around either.”

      “You’ve got to keep the curfew going to save lives,” Lachlan Tavish said.  “This isn’t an ordinary killer we’re talking about.”

      “He’s right,” said a handsome man with short-cropped brown hair.  He stood next to an almost elfin-like woman with windswept short blonde hair.

      Clarissa also knew their identity from what she’d learned in the last day and her dreams.  The man was Denver police detective Jared Thornton, and the woman Micky Gunn, the owner of the Gunn Inn.

      The crowd babbled and the mayor rapped on the podium.  A headache started to blossom and Clarissa rubbed her temples.  She’d missed dinner and that might be part of the problem.

      “Come on, people, let’s be calm-headed about this,” another man said from the front row.  “Whether you believe in the supernatural or not, the fact is someone is killing people in this town and the cops can’t stop it.  We’re going to have to take care of this menace ourselves.”

      “Wait, now, we are not advocating vigilante groups,” the mayor said.

      “Neither am I,” the man said.  “What I’m saying is we need some sort of neighborhood watch.  A group of people that wander the area in numbers each night as a part of a patrol.”

      Several voices went up in favor of the idea.  The concept jumped from one incarnation to the next until the mayor nixed the idea.  Some of the crowd grumbled and others cheered.

      The mayor straightened his red power tie.  “The question is whether to keep the center open for Halloween.  It would certainly be safer for all of you to bring your children here rather than trick-or-treating.  As it is, a curfew of ten o’clock will be in effect for all citizens on that night.”

      After listening to another reason why the party shouldn’t continue, she tried to imagine how disappointed the children would be with no festivities.  Maybe their homes were decorated, but it wouldn’t be the same as roving the streets in costume or enjoying the thrill of a good scare near a decrepit old house.  She realized how lucky she’d been as a child to enjoy a more carefree town.  Then she remembered that there was no such thing as the good old days.  As a child she’d discovered, through nightmare and vision, that something possessed this town in an evil, deep way.  To be frightened meant a temporary rush.  Now…well, she couldn’t say what it meant.

      Then again, the purse-snatching pirate had scared the crap out of her, and so had Ronan.  She’d experienced enough fear in this night to fill up her Halloween quota for the year.

      Weary of the merry-go-round assembly, she looked for Lachlan and Erin and saw they’d moved to the back of the room.   Okay, time to regroup and maybe try again tomorrow.  She didn’t have the energy tonight.

      “What are we going to do, mayor?” a man nearby her asked.  “Just let this fiend take over the entire town?”

      That’s what he wants to do, all right.  If her dreams and visions came true, she knew deep in her heart the town would be devastated.

      The mayor’s face wrinkled with uncertainty.  “The counsel will take everyone’s concerns into consideration and vote in thirty minutes on the fate of the party.”

      A female voice chimed in.  “But mayor, this is wrecking our quiet, safe little town.  Why when I was a kid stuff like this never happened.  We’ve always known this town is different, but nothing horrifying happened.  We’ve got to do something to make this town like it once was.  A totally safe place to be.”

      Another rush of voices went up, arguing, joking, and making mincemeat out of rational possibilities.  She shook her head.  Sometimes people drove her insane with their insistence on knowing what came around the corner the next few minutes.  Didn’t they understand security was an illusion?  Obviously this woman had the mistaken impression that the good old days were golden.

      Like a whisper, a strange sensation replaced Clarissa’s aggravation with a far more potent feeling.  All the hairs on her neck prickled and she knew the cause.

      Someone watched her.

      She glanced to the right.  Ronan Kieran stood near the entrance to the foyer in all his arrogance, his gaze pinpointed on her as if he possessed all the time and resources in the world.  Immediate impressions flew at her, rising from the depths of her well-honed intuition.  Something dark and unusual commanded him, a man with nothing to lose, hardened by history and his decisions.  Battle-scarred, his ego remained a powerful force.  As her gaze stayed locked with his, she felt his interest in her rise and his heated attention.  She felt a rise in suspense, as if she watched a spooky movie and now perched on the edge of her recliner biting her nails.  An odd breathlessness made her heart pick up speed.

      Ire rose along with a wave of female appreciation.  In the full light, no longer obscured, his masculinity screamed out for all females to see.  In fact, his blatant gaze, dark and potent as sin, seemed to have attracted significant female attention.  Two women in their late twenties stared at him from the back of the room.  While she couldn’t see their expressions, she imagined the hunger she would see there.  This man inspired instant arousal, immediate compliance to his sexual will.  Her nipples grew tight and hard as she watched him.

      He looked away and broke the trance.

      Thank God.

      She shivered, a delicious tickle warming between her legs.  She would have to ask Chessie if she knew who Ronan Kieran really was.  Yes, he was Irish, and yes he looked better than any romance cover model or movie star she’d watched on the silver screen.  That still didn’t explain his identity or whether he could be trusted.

      You can trust me.

      His voice, husky and filled with his distinctive accent, filled her thoughts.

      He can’t be speaking to me like this.  A deep shiver tingled through her and she glanced at him.  He stood in the doorway watching the mayor.

      Okay, so maybe his voice in my head was all imagination. Had to be.

      Another voice spoke up, this real and familiar.  A voice somewhat changed over the years by maturity, but the same masculine sound.

      The voice came attached to a man with a note book and micro recorder.  His tone of voice, hurried and aggressive, made the guy sound like a reporter eager to find a story.

      “Mayor Bold, do you have any comment on whom or what could be committing these murders?  Several papers around the country say there’s conjecture the killer may be El Chupacabra.  You can’t honestly say you believe in that sort of thing.”

      Mayor Bold rolled his gaze to the ceiling for a second, then pinpointed the man with a contemptuous stare.  “We’ve answered these types of ridiculous questions over and over for the last few weeks.  No, we do not believe El Chupacabra is responsible because there is no such thing as El Chupacabra.  You could have gotten the information from the Pine Forest Sentinel.  Talk with their office if you want to hear chicanery on the subject.”

      The man continued.  “Mayor Bold, is it true several local individuals have approached you with an idea about how to trap the creature?”

      Leave it up to him to keep slamming home the creature angle.

      “Sir, I don’t know how many times I have to say it. There is no creature.  We are dealing with a very sick individual here,” the mayor said, his face tight with anger.

      Keep it up.  The mayor will probably have his cronies throw you out on the street.

      About six feet tall, with short-trimmed, wavy golden blond hair and a distinct resemblance to a young Robert Redford, this man couldn’t be mistaken for anyone other than up-and-coming paranormal researcher Jim Leggett.

      The man she should have married.

      The man she’d left behind when she quit Pine Forest twelve years ago.

      She blinked the memory away of Jim’s face as she’d left him standing on a street corner, his bewildered expression stamped in her mind with indelible ink.  Over the years Chessie had filled her in on Jim’s adventures, but she tried not to think about him or what might have been.  A little pain still resided in her heart.

      “Mayor,” Jim said, “what about the assertion by some that this killer is possessed by evil?”

      The mayor’s eyes narrowed, his lips drawing into a tight line.  He smoothed his labels.  “Are you a reporter, sir?”

      “No, mayor.  I’m Dr. Jim Leggett, paranormal researcher at Denver University.”

      “Dr. of?” the Mayor asked.

      “Psychology,” Jim said.

      Mayor Bold grunted, his displeasure evident as he shifted on his feet and surveyed the room as if someone might rescue him.  “Well, Mr. Leggett, I’m afraid there’s nothing paranormal for you to investigate in this town.”

      A grumble went up from the crowd.  Before Jim could launch into another line of questioning, the mayor took more suggestions and questions from the crowd.  While the conversation went on all around her, Clarissa pushed back memories of what used to be in Pine Forest.  Her life, her family, her love.  Much of it came in a painful wave filled with remorse and bitterness.

      Girl, you’ve got to rid yourself of this sourness before it eats a hole in your stomach lining.

      The gavel came down on the podium, and she started out of her thoughts.  Tiredness crept in around her enthusiasm and nervous energy.  Part of her wanted to talk with Jim, the other with Lachlan, Erin and Jared and Micky.  From what they’d said this evening their belief systems seemed similar to hers.  They might know how to stop the menace that would engulf the town by Halloween. Maybe if she shared what she knew with them, she would feel better and have a chance of saving this town.  It sounded like a project for tomorrow after she’d obtained some sleep.

      “That’s settled,” the mayor said.  “We’re having the party.”

      Drained by loud voices and the constant hum of negativity around her, she stood.  Others left their seats, some grumbling, others smiling.  When she looked toward the foyer, she saw Ronan had left.  Good.  She didn’t savor the idea of meeting up with him again.

      A voice called out as she entered the foyer, and when she glanced over her shoulder, she saw Jim heading her way, a big smile parting his lips.  Sparkling blue eyes cajoled her, pleading for instant friendship.

      “Clarissa?  Is that you?” Jim asked, his grin saying he did really know her.

      She stopped and held out her hand.  “Jim.  Good to see you again.”

      “Man, it’s been a long time.” He cracked a wider smile, almost as if he campaigned for office.  “I couldn’t believe when I saw you here.”

      His big hand held hers gently.  His frame appeared thinner than when she’d known him in high school, but it was a leanness that was deceptive.  His strong, callused hand proved that.

      She tried a grin but it felt plastic. “I’m a little surprised you recognized me.  I’ve changed a lot since I left here.”

      “The long, spirally curls gave you away.  I don’t know anyone who has red hair that curly, thick and long.”

      A reluctant chuckle came from her throat.  “I never could talk myself into cutting it.  Trims now and again, yes, but nothing more than an inch at a time.”  As she took in his appearance, she realized his face had taken on a flattering maturity, growing better with age.  “You look good.”

      He lowered his voice.  With an admiring glance starting at her face and working downwards, he said, “So do you.”

      She waited for pleasure to creep in from his compliment.  Nope.  Not a twinkle of satisfaction from his admiration.  Good.  One less link to the past that needs to be broken.

      “Thanks, Jim.  So what are you doing in Pine Forest?  Are you sure you don’t have ambitions to become a reporter?  Those questions you asked were pretty hard hitting.”

      He shrugged.  “You remember I was on the school paper in high school? Guess it never quite left me.  You heard me say I’m a paranormal investigator in the psychology department at DU.”

      “Actually, I heard that a couple of years back.”

      “Who told you?”

      She yanked down her stocking cap until it almost covered her ears.  “I honestly don’t remember.  It might have been Chessie Creed.  She keeps tabs on everyone.”

      “Say, have you had dinner yet?”

      She hadn’t, but she didn’t quite feel like replaying old times with Jim.  She pulled her leather gloves from her pocket and slipped into them.  “I got into town this afternoon and had a late lunch.” She put her hand to her stomach.  “I’m still stuffed.”

      He frowned.  “Why did you come to Pine Forest?  It isn’t safe.”

      “You’re the second person to tell me that tonight.  I’m here to write a story about this place and capture ghosts on film.”

      “Maybe we can explore together.  I plan on going into the graveyards around here and some of the houses to see if I get electromagnetic readings.”

      “I thought you didn’t believe in the supernatural?  At least you didn’t when we were kids.”  She couldn’t help injecting that last bit.

      He winced as if she’d kicked him.  “I still don’t believe in it.”

      In the wake of his continued skepticism, disappointment waged war with expectancy inside her.   “So you’re here to debunk.”

      “Exactly.”

      Jim stood in the most haunted town on earth and yet he doubted.  He reminded her of a tourist trying to see nine countries in seven days.  He would skim the surface but never see deeper than the crust.

      Before she could speak, he asked, “How about we set a time to meet up tomorrow at the graveyard just outside town?”

      He hitched his camera bag over his shoulder, and she matched the gesture with hers.  For the first time she understood she’d missed one important item.

      She groaned and slapped her forehead.  “I’m a dolt.  I can’t believe I’m just now noticing I don’t have my fanny pack.”  She reached in her camera bag and pulled out her car keys.  “I must have left it at the cemetery.  About the graveyard, I don’t think you and I could work together on the project.”

      His brow wrinkled. “Why?”

      “For obvious reasons, don’t you think?  You’re a debunker and I’m not.”

      “You accept everything you read and see as authentic?”

      A legitimate question, even if she didn’t like it.  “Of course not. But I prefer to work alone.  I’ve got to go.  See you later.”

      She left, heading out to the parking lot and her car.

      He caught her elbow in a gentle grip.  “Wait.  I know that you always believed in the phenomena in this town and I didn’t.  But it doesn’t mean we can’t look out for each other.  There’s a serial killer in Pine Forest.”  He gave her a tentative smile.  “We might not see eye to eye, but I’d worry about you if you were out there alone.”

      Deep in his eyes she saw the old Jim, the good-looking boy who always seemed to have her best interests at heart on the outside, but not where it counted.  “I appreciate your concern, Jim—”

      “Please.  You’ve got more common sense than anyone I know.  It’s not like you to go out by yourself.”

      She gently pulled away from him.  “It wasn’t like me twelve years ago.  I’m a different person now.”

      “So am I.  I’m a lot more considerate, I hope.”

      She smiled tentatively, unwilling to feed his ego by reassuring him.  “Of course.”

      “At least let me go with you tonight and I’ll help you find the fanny pack, all right?”

      He sounded more than determined, and she knew after the experience with the pirate that she should be more careful.  “All right.  I’ll meet you at the cemetery.”

      “I’ll be just a few minutes.  Don’t get out of the car and start looking until I get there, okay?”

      “Okay.”

      Clarissa turned away and walked down a row of cars near the community center entrance.  She supposed his concern should gratify her, but she only felt mild annoyance.  She passed the side of the building when a figure appeared off to her left and not ten yards away.  She gasped and put hand to her mouth.  Ready to run
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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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