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        Badass witch Phoebe Kilsen has spent years looking for her brother. Now that she’s found him, her world is turned upside down and everything she has ever known to be true appears to be false. Cut off from everyone except her brother, can she find a way back to her partner Dax, her best friend Willow, and her life’s work with the Void? Or will she be destined to live a lie with a vampire she’s never trusted?
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      Eadric Allcot dropped his hand under the table and placed it on my thigh. My fingers twitched, aching for my dagger, the one I usually carried strapped to my ankle. The one that was lying on my dresser in my new alternate-reality dressing room. It didn’t exactly go with my respectable dress and the boring high heels I’d been expected to wear.

      He was lucky I didn’t have my weapon, otherwise the dagger would’ve been lodged in his groin. Tightening my jaw, I grabbed his hand and placed it back in his own lap. The vampire, whom I’d been told was my husband less than thirty minutes ago, cast me a confused look but kept his hand to himself.

      I glanced over at my brother. His dark head was bent close to Pandora’s blond one as they whispered something to each other. The contented smile that passed over Seth’s face made my stomach churn with anxiety. In the world I lived in, Pandora was Allcot’s consort, not my brother’s wife. And the pair were a thousand percent committed to each other. The Allcot I knew would’ve ripped Seth’s heart out just for looking at his woman like that.

      But we weren’t in my world. Earlier today, I’d accidentally slipped through the fabric of the universe and ended up in an alternate reality. And then gotten stuck here when my doppelgänger realized what had happened before I did and took my place in my world, effectively closing the temporarily open window. There was no going back. At least not yet.

      The only person who knew I wasn’t the Phoebe Kilsen of this world was my brother Seth. He assured me that confessing my true identity would likely get me killed. If Allcot knew his real wife was gone and it was my fault, all hell would break loose. So for now I was trapped in some alternate universe where nothing made sense to me and only one person knew my true identity. How could I, in any form of myself, have ended up married to a vampire? I was a vampire hunter, for fuck’s sake.

      “Phoebe can spell the ring,” Allcot said to his associate.

      “What ring? And why?” I asked, shaken out of my thoughts.

      The dark-skinned vampire sitting across the table gave me a patient, almost condescending smile as he tapped the large sapphire stone on his right ring finger. “Death spell. Can’t walk into Clio La Doux’s without a few tricks up my sleeve, now can I?”

      Death spell. Christ. What had I gotten myself into? I definitely could cast such a curse. But I sure as hell didn’t want to. That was some serious shit. “Why do you need it for Clio La Doux’s place?”

      Everyone—the four vamps who were there on Allcot’s orders as well as my brother, his wife, and Allcot himself—turned to stare at me.

      Allcot’s brow furrowed. His gaze searched mine as if he was trying to understand something. “Is everything all right, Phoebs?”

      Phoebs. That’s what my best friend Willow called me. My stomach churned with unease. Would I ever see her again? Was she here in this world? And if she was, did she run a magical bakery in Uptown New Orleans?

      “She’s fine,” Seth said. “Just a little depleted. We worked on some potions today. Healing potions to combat those poisonous darts La Doux’s team surprised us with last time.”

      I turned my attention to him and mouthed, Poisonous darts?

      He gave me a tiny shake of his head, indicating we weren’t talking about it now.

      Dammit. I hated being lost. But I wasn’t prepared to tell anyone I wasn’t the Phoebe they thought I was. Only Seth knew, and I was going to keep it that way. I had no idea what Allcot would do with that information. If this Allcot was anything like the one I knew, he’d find a way to manipulate me.

      “Like Seth said, we were busy with those potions.” I gave Allcot a fake sheepish smile. “My brain might need a rest.”

      “That’s okay, gorgeous,” Allcot said, his voice full of tenderness. “We’ll get you to bed early tonight.” My husband, the vampire Eadric Allcot, slipped his hand back to my knee, just under the hem of my skirt, and slid his fingers up my thigh, thankfully stopping before he reached the promised land.

      I gritted my teeth and prayed for his sake he didn’t move his hand higher. My self-control was a little perilous, and I was afraid I’d neuter him with my butter knife. No wonder he’d wanted me to wear the Betty Crocker blue-and-white polka-dot dress instead of my torn jeans and kick-ass boots. Easy access to grope me under the table while he talked business with his lackey vampires.

      “Okay, Phoebe spells the ring; I’ll have my associate set the tracker,” the dark-skinned vamp said. He ran his hand over his bald head. “Let’s just hope Genevieve got the message.”

      All the vampires turned to look at me again. I started to sweat. Obviously I’d been in charge of the message, and I had no idea what to say. “I—”

      “Genevieve got the message. Don’t worry, the back door will be open and the security cameras disabled,” Seth said with a decisive nod. “Phoebe got a text about an hour ago.”

      “Good.” Allcot let out a breath he didn’t need to hold and caressed my thigh with his thumb. “Then we’re all set for tomorrow.” He flicked his icy gray gaze at the vampire in front of me. “Leave the ring with Phoebe, Sterling. She can take care of it in the morning when she casts the illusion spells for us.”

      Every nerve ending screamed for me to break Allcot’s fingers, but I held it together thanks to the filet mignon on my plate. It was the most tender piece of beef I’d ever had the pleasure of wrapping my lips around. I chewed on the meat and scanned the guests. Besides Sterling, there were three other vampires. One was downright gorgeous. George Clooney gorgeous with his dark hair, inky black eyes, and sun-kissed skin. The one to his right sported bleached-blond hair, pale blue eyes, three eyebrow piercings, and a trail of thorns tattooed on his neck. I decided he looked like Spike. And the fourth one had very pale skin, an average build, and intelligent green eyes that seemed to track everyone at all times. He was paying particular attention to me, studying me and frowning as if he was troubled by something. I nearly chuckled. He should be. If any of them got out of line or handsy, I wouldn’t hesitate to stake them.

      “Hey, Kai,” Seth said from the other end of the table.

      The medium-built vampire twisted and glanced at Seth. “What is it?”

      “Can you write up a detail on everything we know about Clio and her operation? I want to study it to see if there’s any connections or vulnerabilities we’re missing.”

      Allcot let out an amused laugh. “Kilsen, you’re such an old lady. This isn’t a classroom. No one needs a book report.”

      “Humor me,” Seth said to the vampire he called Kai.

      Kai narrowed his eyes at my brother and then gave him a short nod. “Sure, boss. I’ll have it to you later tonight.”

      Allcot picked up his wineglass and lifted it high for a toast. “To the end of Clio’s reign.”

      Everyone, including Pandora who’d been silent through the exchange, lifted their glass. Allcot glanced at me, then my untouched wineglass, and back to me as his grip tightened on my thigh. The irritation on his face was unmistakable.

      I swallowed a sigh and lifted the glass. “To the end of Clio’s reign,” I said, having no idea who Clio was or why she needed to be taken down.

      When the dinner was over, I immediately started helping Pandora clear the table and was completely annoyed by the fact that none of the men helped or even acknowledged our effort. They just moved as a group to Allcot’s study, leaving the women to do the domestic work. Fuming, probably more from being stuck in an alternate reality than because I was doing dishes, I dropped a stack of plates on the counter and stalked back into the dining room for another load of bullshit. I returned with my hands full of wineglasses. Pandora took them from me and gently put them in the sink.

      “I could’ve done that,” I said.

      “Oh no. Not with that bee up your ass. These are my great-grandmother’s, and if they had gotten the dish treatment, we were going to have words.” Her tone was no-nonsense, but her eyes glinted with amusement.

      “Bee up my ass?” I asked, raising one eyebrow as I stared at the gorgeous blonde.

      “Yeah. What’s up with that? You were so tense when Eadric was touching you that I thought you were going claw his eyes out. Trouble in paradise?”

      So she’d noticed. Probably everyone had. Subtle wasn’t usually my strong suit. “Just not in the mood, I guess.”

      “That’s a first,” she said almost to herself and went back to washing the dishes.

      Good goddess. Did that mean what I thought it meant? Was Allcot going to expect me to serve myself up on a silver platter after his vamps left? I closed my eyes and said a silent prayer. I needed to get out of there. Back to my own world. But Seth had already said that I couldn’t share time with my doppelgänger, and the only way I was going to get back was if she came here first. I didn’t understand why it couldn’t work the other way around. But I sure as hell was going to find out.

      “Hey, Phoebe,” Pandora said, placing a plate into the commercial-grade dishwasher. The kitchen was outfitted with high-end appliances and was big enough that it likely could handle service for a small restaurant.

      “Yeah?” I finished stuffing leftovers into the refrigerator.

      “Can you work on a protection spell for Seth? Yours are so much better than his, and I know he won’t ask. But when you guys storm the castle tomorrow, I want him to be protected by your ancient family magic.”

      “Of course.” There was nothing to think about. Seth was the only family I had in this world, and protecting him was a no-brainer. But I also needed information. Treading carefully, I asked, “Do you think it’s going to be a bloodbath tomorrow?”

      “Definitely. Clio isn’t going to be happy when her girls go missing. Even if you guys do manage to sneak them out, she’ll retaliate. We’ll need to be ready.”

      Girls? Missing? Was Allcot into trafficking? Bile rose up in the back of my throat. No. It wasn’t possible. Seth would never be involved in something like that. Not the Seth I knew anyway. And he definitely was the man I’d grown up with. There was no question about that. He’d been missing for the past eight years, and when I’d accidently crossed over, I’d found out why. He’d been here, married to a human Pandora. But he hadn’t changed, and under no circumstances could I imagine him engaging in trafficking.

      “Phoebe?” Pandora asked.

      “Huh?” I glanced up into her bright blue eyes.

      “What’s wrong?” She placed her elegant hand on my arm and squeezed slightly. It was a warmth she’d never possessed in her vampire form. It must be her humanity. “You seem… worried or stressed.”

      “Just the night-before-the-hunt jitters I guess,” I said with a shrug and a half smile. More like get-me-the-fuck-out-of-here nerves, but that was a secret between me and Seth. Would he tell her? I had no idea what kind of marriage they had.

      “Sure. That makes sense.” She said the words, but her brow was furrowed and she was frowning. It didn’t take a genius to know she didn’t believe me. But what else was she going to say?

      “Mommy, mommy!” A little boy with brown hair and eyes exactly like Pandora’s ran into the kitchen, waving a book. He was wearing cotton pajamas with bright red crawfish all over them. “It’s story time.”

      She wrapped her arms around the lanky kid, pulled him up into a hug, and spun around. “My favorite part of the day,” she said and nuzzled his cheek with her nose. “What are we reading tonight?”

      A huge grin split his lips. “How Jackson Tamed the Dragon.”

      “Again?” Pandora said with a laugh.

      “Again!”

      “Okay, dove. Let’s go curl up on your bed.” She took him by the hand, smiled at me, and followed her child out of the kitchen.

      I poked my head into the hall of the big plantation house, heard the low murmurs from the men coming from a room off to the left, and glanced around at the fancy formal living room and then the TV room in the back of the house. And when there was nothing left to explore on the bottom floor, I took a deep breath and headed upstairs to the room I shared with Allcot. I’d been in it once before, when I’d changed into the blue-and-white polka-dot dress, but I hadn’t had time to take it in or even process anything. Now I did.

      The big canopy bed sat in the middle of the room, the red silk bedspread so predicable that I actually laughed. The Allcot I knew in my world also had a thing for red. But the thought of sharing the bed with him sent a chill down my spine. I was supposed to be with Dax, my shifter partner, the only man I’d ever really let myself love.

      The image of him floated in my mind and tears stung the backs of my eyes. Was he with the other Phoebe? Probably not. If she had managed to make it back to my place, it would be no problem for her to send him away since Dax and I didn’t live together. I winced at the thought. Would Dax know she was an imposter? Hope blossomed deep in my chest. He had to know. Dax knew me. He’d figure it out. I held on to that hope and went into the adjoining room.

      I’d been expecting a sitting room, or another office for Allcot, but instead I found herbs, silver daggers, and a whole collection of agates. I ran my fingers over them, feeling familiar magic contained within the items, and as crazy as it was, I breathed a sigh of relief. If my doppelgänger had spelled these, then our power was the same in both worlds. At least I still had that. Seth and my magic. It was a start.

      The sun started to set, and I let myself get lost in a spell text. It wasn’t something I’d ever seen before, and more than likely it didn’t even exist in my world. If it did, surely I’d have heard of it. The spells were exquisite, inspired even, and I admired the witch’s technique. I sat at the worktable and was halfway through the book when suddenly something cool pressed over my pulse in my neck.

      I flinched, more from the shock of finding Allcot just behind me. I hadn’t even heard him come in.

      “Like that, baby?” he asked, pressing his cool lips to my pulse.

      “No,” I said automatically and jerked away from his too-close fangs.

      He stood and moved in close, not respecting my personal space. “No? Since when?”

      Dammit. I sucked in a breath, trying to keep my cool. Then I placed my hand on his chest and gave him a gentle push back. “I was busy working on something. I’d like to get back to it.”

      He stared me in the eye, his steely gray gaze pinning me where I stood. “You weren’t yourself at dinner either.”

      It was a statement, not a question. I didn’t bother to answer. Eadric Allcot was just going to have to learn to respect women. I’d make sure of it.

      “Are you saying you want to sleep alone tonight, Phoebe?” he asked, surprising me.

      “Yes. To get my rest before tomorrow.”

      He nodded as if my statement was perfectly normal and moved in close, invading my personal space again. Then he tipped my head up so that I was looking into his ridiculously handsome face.

      “Allcot, I’m not—”

      His eyes flashed with unmistakable suspicion, and before I could even form another thought, he grabbed my arm, spun me so that my back was to his chest, and then held me there as he whispered, “You’re not Phoebe.”

      “Yes I am. Allcot, what—”

      “Phoebe never calls me Allcot,” he growled.

      Shit on a stick. I’d fucked that up royally. How had I been so off my game? I was a highly trained agent of the Void. All it took was one trip to an alternate-universe and it was as if I had zero concept of being undercover. Of course a wife wouldn’t call her husband by his last name. She probably even had a pet name for him that no one else would know.

      His hold tightened around my waist, and one thumb fluttered over my rapidly beating pulse. “You look like her. Hell, you even smell like her. But do you taste like her?”

      I stiffened, panic hitting me hard. He was too strong. I’d never break his hold, but if I had a spell… I reached for the necklace I always wore around my neck, the one that would knock out even the oldest of vampires, but my hand only clasped air. The necklace was gone.

      “Eadric.” I tried one more time. “You’re being paranoid. It’s just been a strange night. I’m—”

      “There’s only one way to find out,” he said, and then without warning, I felt the sharp sting of a vampire bite.

      “Allcot, you fucking bastard!” I screamed, clawing at his arm clutching me. “Stop it. I didn’t give you permission to bite me. Stop!” I kicked my foot back, praying I’d connect with his balls, but instead I just got his thigh.

      He shifted his weight to the other side and started to suck. As my blood spilled into his mouth, euphoria took over and a sensation so sweet, so glorious, overtook me, making me sigh with pure pleasure. I couldn’t help it. I gave in and sagged against him as I let out a small whimper.

      Gods, I thought. Don’t ever let it stop.
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      Allcot tore his teeth from me, picked me up, and threw me so hard I slammed against the wall in my studio. My head hit the plaster with a loud thunk, dazing me as I slid to the ground and crumpled before him.

      “Fucking bitch,” he snarled. “Whose blood have you been drinking?”

      My head spun, and nausea took over. I’d just gotten out of the infirmary and I had a strong suspicion that by the time he was done, I was going to be in desperate need of another healer. I placed both hands on my head, trying to stop the spinning. “What?” I asked, confused. “I don’t drink blood.”

      “Don’t fucking lie to me.” He walked up to me, his pointed leather boots showing signs of wear, something I’d never see in my own universe. Allcot was always impeccably dressed from head to toe no matter if he was wearing a suit or just a silk robe. “It’s faint, but I can taste it on my tongue. Since when does my wife drink from other vamps?”

      Horror filled me as a realization dawned. He was implying that my doppelgänger drank his blood. A vamp’s blood. But why?

      Power. I’d heard vampire blood could be used for certain dark spells, spells I’d never consider wielding. Not to mention the idea of drinking vampire blood repulsed me.

      I needed to fix this and fast. It was just my luck that I’d had a blood transfusion recently. That damned gun wound was still causing me issues. Remembering my brother had told me that Allcot thought we were trying for kids, I took a shot in the dark and said, “It’s not another vamp’s blood. It’s some herbs to help with… fertility.”

      Allcot, who looked like he’d been ready to tear my head off, blinked in surprise and then took a step back. “Herbs? What kind?”

      Having no idea what exactly he’d tasted, I didn’t get into the specific herbs that could increase fertility. Instead, I said, “It was a combination I got in New Orleans. I’m not sure exactly what was in it. The healer said it would help.”

      The anger vanished, and for the first time in my life, I actually saw regret flash over his features. “Shit, Phoebe. God. I’m sorry.” He knelt and pressed a palm to my cheek. “You’re all right, aren’t you? Do you need ice? Fuck. I handled that all wrong.”

      “You think?” I snapped and pushed myself to my feet. Stomping past my abuser, I decided I couldn’t blame my doppelgänger for taking my spot in my world. If that was what this version of Allcot was like, I would’ve jumped realities too. Fuck. That meant she wasn’t coming back. I was going to have to talk my brother into going after her and forcing her back.

      I’d just learned that my brother’s doppelgänger in this world had died and that’s why he was able to slip in and out of the two worlds without an issue. He chose this one because of his son. I understood it, but I still hadn’t come to terms with it.

      “Phoebe, please,” Allcot said, his voice quiet. “You know how it is with the other vampires in this town. I just get so…”

      “Jealous?” I finished for him, letting my contempt show. “Attack me again, and I’ll stake you myself.”

      The words had flown out of my mouth before I could stop and think about what I’d said. But I didn’t care. No one attacked me and got away with it. I fully expected him to go into another rage, but instead he just chuckled.

      “I always knew marrying you would be an adventure. You never disappoint.” He walked over to me, his eyes blazing with lust.

      My stomach turned. What the hell did he think he was doing? He’d just slammed me against the wall. This wasn’t some BDSM fantasy.

      He dipped his head down, going in for a kiss as his arm came around my waist.

      But I placed my hand on his chest and gave him a good shove. “I don’t think so, buddy. You don’t get to toss me around the room and then rip my clothes off. The baby-making plans are postponed.”

      His lips twitched as if he found me funny. “For how long?”

      “Indefinitely.” I glared at him, but my ire only seemed to fuel his amusement.

      He stepped in close again and grinned. “So. You’re going to make me work for it then?”

      I wanted to slap the cocky grin right off his face. My anger wasn’t fake, and right about then I was feeling a collective rage on behalf of women everywhere. The sick bastard actually thought he had a chance of getting into my pants after he went psycho on me. No. No way. Not ever. It was obvious this wasn’t the first time he’d lost his temper, and it made me wonder how the other Phoebe handled it. Did she put him in his place? Go along with his bullshit just because it was easier? If it was the latter, I sincerely hoped she’d been planning his demise carefully.

      “You’re going to take a step back and let me decide when and if I want you in my bed,” I said, my tone so cold it could’ve frozen his dick right off.

      His piercing blue eyes narrowed and his irritation flashed. “Fine. Then stay the fuck out of my room. You can sleep here in your studio. But hear me on this. No one in this house is going to know you’ve denied me, got that?”

      “Fine.” I matched his glare with one of my own. “But if you lay a hand on me again, what they think of our sex life is going to be the least of your worries.”

      We were both silent. He stared at me as if really looking at me for the first time. I started to wonder if he was questioning my true identity again. But then he reached out, squeezed my hand and said, “It won’t happen again. My apologies, love.”

      Love. I wanted to vomit as I watched him turn on his heel and stride out, his head held high.

      I let out a long breath and clutched the desk as my hands started to shake. He couldn’t be trusted. He’d hurt me once, and he’d certainly do it again. Not that I’d give him a chance. That dagger was going to be a permanent accessory from now on, and I wasn’t afraid to use it. At least the expectation of sharing his bed had been removed. It was something.

      And I didn’t have to share his bed. I glanced over at the couch under the window. It would certainly do as long as Allcot stayed away. I took my time searching through the attached walk-in closet and was relieved to find an extra blanket and a pillow on the top shelf. Knowing that Allcot was likely downstairs, I raided the master bedroom closet and found myself pajamas and a change of clothes and deposited them in my studio.

      I was busy logging the spelled jewelry on my worktable when I heard a light knock on the door. My entire body stiffened. If Allcot was back for round two, there’d probably be bloodshed, only this time it would be his.

      The second knock was louder.

      “Phoebe?” Seth called. “Are you in there?”

      The tension drained from my shoulders, and I walked over, flipped the lock, and let him in.

      “Jesus fuck, Phoebs.” He reached up and gently turned my head to the side. “Did that bastard bite you?”

      “I think the evidence speaks for itself,” I said, trying to swallow my rage. I needed answers, and Seth was the only one who could give them to me. “Forget it. I’m fine. We… worked it out.”

      His eyebrows shot up. “What does that mean exactly?”

      “It means I threatened to cut his dick off if he ever put his fucking hands or teeth on me again.”

      Seth’s brown eyes turned almost black as he paled. “You didn’t.”

      “Well, not exactly, but that was the gist. He won’t be doing that again.” I crossed my arms over my chest, leaned against the desk, and nodded to the couch. “We’ve also come to an agreement. I’ll be sleeping here for the foreseeable future.”

      “Damn, little sis,” he said, sounding impressed. “I gotta say, I had no idea how you were going to handle this. Well done.”

      I rolled my eyes. “If you thought I was going to sleep with that vampire, you’ve lost your mind. He’s even worse in this reality than he is in ours.”

      Seth sucked in a deep breath. “I can see why you’d say that, but there are things you need to know. He might not be as bad as you think he is.”

      “I’m all ears, but you won’t change my mind. He is as bad as I think,” I insisted, my ire rising to inferno levels. “That bastard threw me against the wall when he thought I’d been drinking another vampire’s blood.”

      “He… what?” Seth’s expression turned confused. “You’re drinking vampire blood now?”

      “Of course not. You know I would never engage in vampire blood magic. Hell, Seth. Do you really think I’ve changed that much?” I stared at him like he had three heads, and I had a strong desire to punch something. How in the hell had this happened? Dax’s face flashed in my mind, and I had to fight back a scream. He was the only person I wanted in that moment, but instead I was stuck with my jackass brother and Eadric fucking Allcot.

      “No,” Seth said, rubbing his jaw. “I don’t think that. I just don’t know why your blood would taste different.”

      “Because of the blood transfusion I just had. If you hadn’t just disappeared on me, you’d know those details.”

      He glanced down at his feet, clearly uncomfortable. “I’m sorry, Phoebe. It’s just… Pandora and my boy. I had to get home.”

      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying for calm. “You know, you could’ve just told me. If I’d known, I wouldn’t have been looking for you and this never would’ve happened.” Son of a… Gah! I was seriously pissed at him, and it took all my willpower to not slug him.

      “I didn’t tell you precisely because I didn’t want you to follow me.” A muscle in his jaw pulsed. “This crossing realities, it’s dangerous, Phoebe. I was just trying to save you from this happening.”

      “I’m not a sixteen-year-old anymore, Seth. I can be trusted with information. In fact, I’m pretty damned competent. You’d know that if you paid any attention.”

      “You’re right.” He ran a hand through his thick dark hair and moved to sit on the couch. “Look at what you’ve done with Allcot in less than two hours. If he’s not careful, you’re going to be running this show soon.” He gave me a half smile.

      I took a seat next to him, feeling some of my rage fade. “Was that a compliment? I think you just complimented me.”

      His smile widened to a grin. “Maybe.”

      His approval filled me up and eased some of the heartache I’d been carrying around for the past eight years.

      “Listen,” he said as he reached around to his back pocket and pulled out a folded-up envelope. “I know you think Allcot is a bastard. And he probably is, but he’s more than that. What we’re doing tomorrow is important. Clio’s operation is one of the dirtiest. If we’re successful, it will mean freeing dozens of women from forced prostitution.”

      “Clio La Doux is a madam?” I asked, still trying to process his words.

      “More than that. She’s a predator of the worst kind. She used her magic to coerce these women into contracts, and then they’re stuck for decades working for her.”

      I took the envelope he was still holding and retrieved the packet of papers inside. But before I looked at it, I asked, “Why does Allcot care?”

      “Why do you think he wouldn’t care, Phoebe?” he asked, sounding annoyed at the question.

      “Because, brother, the Allcot I know never does anything unless there’s something in it for him.”

      He shrugged one shoulder. “I’m sure he’d like to take La Doux down. She causes a lot of problems in the city, not just for vampires but the paranormal community in general. She has politicians as well as drug dealers on her payroll, and she deals in everything from adult entertainment to predatory housing. She fleeces the city, manipulates those she can, and eliminates those she can’t. But if you ask me, his main reason is you.”

      “Me?” I jerked back. “Why?”

      “Take a look at the list of names. The one at the top.”

      I scanned the document that the vampire Kai had prepared for Seth, and a cold chill ran down my spine. The name at the top of the list of those Clio had entrapped was none other than my best friend Willow Rhoswen.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/bitten_full.jpg






