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      An hour ago, I’d made a promise to Devlin that I would not charge headfirst into danger, risking my life and the lives of others. I tended to act before thinking, which, as of late, put me in a great deal of trouble. I also told him I’d work more closely with the team moving forward. I’d made this pledge while eating peanut butter out of a jar. Comfort food always made things easier to deal with.

      My utterance to do better and be better came with elation. I’d survived the attempt on my life despite my misguided actions.

      I promise to never do this again.

      In the past, this sort of proclamation came at the end of the night when the alcohol had turned sour and I was sitting in the consequences of my actions. I’d made a similar remark earlier this week when I woke, head pounding, to learn I’d been attacked while hiding in a bottle of rum.

      Now, standing in the middle of Devlin’s family room—that I dubbed the war room—I made another declaration.

      I was going to kill the person who had dared to disrupt my peace. However, to keep my promise, I’d do so with the team. I considered that progress.

      Water dripped from my wet hair and fell onto my bare shoulders. A chill raced down my back, my hand flexing on the terrycloth towel secured around me. I could have tucked it in, securing it firmly to my naked body, but it was probably better if I had something to hold onto. Something to grip while the anger flowed inside of me.

      Not more than forty-eight hours ago, I was washing blood off my skin. Standing in the shower while Alek held me, cycling through a myriad of emotions. I’d taken a few lives in the cave underneath The Better Day Church. And had almost ended up being sacrificed in both Gavina Young and her crazed son’s fruitless effort to become gods, and now … now we had another problem to solve. But I had signed up for this. Even when Devlin gave me his bossy ultimatum about how his team worked, I stayed. No one could ever say I’d been coerced.

      Even still, was it selfish of me to want to spend just a few days resting? To finally … finally spend time with Alek. The two of us had been circling each other like horny, sex-starved teenagers since we first met. The ache to do something about it was unbearable. At least, it was for me.

      My mental state was also a concern. Too much had been piled on me in such a short time: memories of the abuse I’d suffered; my parents’ betrayal around hiding my magick from me; dealing with the guilt of not saving Marta and her kids when I knew something at Tribec Insurance was not right; and most of all, letting a sadistic serial killer go free because I didn’t listen to the warnings in my gut when I glimpsed his true nature.

      I sighed, then swallowed the pain and anger and the childish need to scream Why me? I glared at the white slip of paper Alek had taped to the board.

      We are Tribe.

      It read like a battle cry. Screamed by warriors when they charged the enemy, swords held high.

      I stepped closer, examining the blood-stained paper.

      Something about those words bothered me.

      “Tribe,” I whispered, hoping to dislodge the stray thought circling inside my head. It rang like a melody with no lyrics, clarity just out of reach. I shook my head in frustration. No matter how hard I concentrated, I couldn’t figure out why that phrase bothered me.

      Another concern pushed inside my head.

      Why would the killers leave behind this note pinpointing exactly who they were? True, it would take some time to actually locate them on the island. But if they were going to announce themselves, why not simply charge ahead? They’d managed to kidnap two girls and kill their parents. So obviously they had a way of getting close. Yet they had left behind a note they hoped would, what? Scare Petronela?

      Not likely. And sadly, without further information, I had no idea what to make of it.

      Jonah walked into the room carrying the scent of chlorine with him. I glanced back at him; his eyes trekked over the board while he rubbed pool water from his bald head.

      He had told me recently he swam not for fun but to allow himself a moment of rest. In a faith magick ritual gone wrong, he’d created a demon—a mindless being with a thirst for blood and death. And the only way to keep that creature from harming others had been to absorb its essence and keep it locked inside of him. The creature’s inability to cross water gave him the respite he needed from having to keep it contained.

      “What happened?” he asked, looking at me. He raised an eyebrow, gaze zeroing in on my towel.

      I shook my head and turned away. I really needed to put some clothes on.

      “We have another job,” Devlin answered. “She does want us all working on this, right?” he asked, his question directed at Alek.

      I sighed. I’d been avoiding Petronela for years. Ever since she unceremoniously fired me after my short time working at the carnival. I was not looking forward to seeing her again.

      “Yes,” Alek said, gaze locked with mine. He knew about my misgivings.

      “Maybe I should get dressed.” I rushed out of the war room and just barely stopped myself from slamming my bedroom door. Well, really Alek’s. I did have my own apartment and even paid the rent. Yet I never seemed to stay there longer than a single night.

      I headed toward the laundry basket only to stop in my tracks. It was empty. I let the towel drop to the floor and opened the drawer Alek had cleared out for me to use.

      Rachel had done my laundry again. I sighed in relief. I wouldn’t have to cobble together some insane looking outfit when I went to see Alek’s Aunt Petronela. Muttering a curse at the dread filling my stomach, I pulled on a pair of underwear and slipped on a bra.

      After slathering some lotion on, I slid into a pair of tight black jeans and a tank top. I still didn’t have a superhero belt like the rest of the team, but I would get one soon. Especially if we were eventually going to war. Well, at least, that’s what it felt like thus far—being in a constant state of conflict, wielding magick and weapons. And at the end of each battle, covered in blood.

      No wonder I’d developed panic attacks.

      At least I had a knife given to me recently that would look nice strapped to my thigh. Made me feel like a badass who knew what she was doing. A lie, of course; I still had no clue how to handle myself in a fight. And I was sure blind rage wouldn’t help me for long.

      I dug the box out of my purse and opened it to reveal a bone-handled dagger resting on a bed of black velvet. Yep, definitely badass. My hand closed around the handle, and the cool surface sent a hum of energy through me. Was there magick in it? It had belonged to an Old One. Ezra, or as he was known in ancient Egypt, Anhur, God of War and Hunting. I was willing to bet this knife had been used in many battles over the years.

      He'd given it to me along with dates to practice wielding it. Sadly, it didn’t look as if I’d make those appointments. I took out the brown leather strap and sheath it came with and secured it around my thigh. It would take some getting used to, but I could work with it. At least it let me pretend I knew how to use it.

      After sliding into my black boots, I looked at my hair in the mirror. An old high school acquaintance told me a few days ago while I was taking a self-help quiz in a magazine that the wildness of my hair really brought out my hazel eyes. I cocked my head to the side, trying to see what she saw. Maybe. I reached up to pull it back and stopped. Wild would definitely project the image of fierceness that I needed. So would some charcoal eyeliner around my eyes and blood-red lipstick. All of it hiding the fear inside of me.

      Or it could scream lunatic. Either way, it might give people pause before trying to hurt me.

      “Wild it is,” I said, then put on some red lipstick to complete the effect. Too bad I didn’t have any eyeliner.

      I pulled in a deep, calming breath. Now I just needed my own battle cry. Fuck you might work.
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        * * *

      

      The smell of coffee greeted me when I walked back into the war room. Rachel had taken down the research into the Sinclair family and added the information we had on the Peterson family. Devlin indicated he’d wanted us to do our own research into the families and not rely on what Andrew Snow, the now-deceased former employee of the Stewart family and spy for The Oren Group, had accumulated. We learned the hard way that his data was incomplete. And it had cost us precious time and sent us down many wrong paths with the Young family.

      I poured myself a cup of the special coffee and stood in front of the board.

      The Peterson’s all-girl school crest, a joining of hands circling an open book, had been sketched on the paper above the writing.

      “Kara is on her way over,” Devlin said, coming to stand next to me. He glanced down at the dagger secured to my thigh. “Nice.” He smiled and turned back to the board. “Marta will be here tomorrow.” He dipped his head toward the note. “You have any thoughts?”

      I glanced at him. “The war cry.” I took a sip of coffee. I was becoming obsessed with war. Was it a premonition? Or just the clues lining up to an eventual outcome? “It seems … odd,” I continued. “Why announce who you are?” I tapped the crest. “And what do the Petersons have to do with Tribe?”

      “We have to find out,” Devlin said.

      We both gazed at the images of the Peterson family. Selena’s solemn face stared at the photographer. I’d found her journal a few days ago, detailing her account of what went on in the His Holy Need cult run by Lemuel Oren. Or rather, the Old One Khnum, as he was referred to in Egypt.

      Like me, the Peterson family were of Creole descent. Selena’s mother and father, according to Andrew’s notes, no longer lived on Tulare Island. Her younger sister Leticia ran the school. His notes also mentioned they didn’t come from money. Yet something about that didn’t seem right. Yes, they had taken money from some unknown source—most likely Lemuel Oren—to not pursue the people responsible for their daughter, Selena, taking her own life. But they had funds before that. They had been listed as one of Tulare’s prominent families.

      “Yeah. I just don’t want to go on a merry little chase all over the island, being led from one dead end to another.” I sounded bitter and on the verge of hysterics. Maybe the wild hair and dagger weren’t working.

      He touched my arm. “We do this together.”

      I turned to him. “Okay. Yeah. Together.”

      He narrowed his eyes. “I’m serious, Nicole. No more running off on your own.”

      “I promised I wouldn’t.” Would I break that promise? Crap, I hoped not.

      The doorbell rang, and I rushed out to answer it, grateful to get away from Devlin’s scrutinizing gaze.

      Yanking the door open, I found Kara standing on the porch, a mirror image of me, except she had her long red hair pulled back in a torturous ponytail. And, of course, she wore a belt around her waist with pouches of deadly herbs inside.

      “Do you think if I get the belt, I’d feel more like a badass?”

      She gave me a half smile. “Is that the knife Ezra gave you?” she asked, eyeing the dagger.

      “Yes,” I said.

      “And that doesn’t make you feel savage?”

      I sighed, running my finger over the dagger’s hilt. “Sadly, no.”

      She laughed and pulled me into a tight hug.

      “I’m glad you’re here,” I mumbled into her shoulder.

      She sucked in a breath, letting it out slowly, then stepped back and stared at me. Worry creased the lines on her forehead. “Devlin and I discussed it and…” She paused, shifting her green eyes away from me. “I told him I would work with you all.”

      I furrowed my brow. “Permanently?”

      She nodded carefully, searching my face.

      “What about your teaching job?” I asked, trying to keep the worry out of my voice and off my face. Kara had told me earlier this week that her teaching job helped keep her darker urges to kill at bay. If she was willing to work full-time with a group of vigilantes who looked at murder as a job requirement, then this would not end well.

      She took my hand. “You don’t have to worry about me. I got you and the rest of the team to help keep me in check.” She squeezed my hand. “Besides, this is what I was trained to do,” she whispered, sinking heat into the words.

      “Your sadistic grandmother trained you to be an assassin.” Of course, Kara already knew this. But I thought maybe just saying it out loud would drum some sense into her.

      She gave me a sad smile. “Doesn’t matter who trained me and for what purpose. It only matters how I use that training. And I think this is a worthy cause.”

      Cause? She said it as if we were humanitarians out saving endangered species and the planet, not leaving piles of bodies in an avalanche of magick and gunfire. Okay, maybe not an avalanche, but close to it. And I was knee-deep in it as well. But having both my best friends involved in this madness scared the hell out of me. My need to protect them reared its head, sending my thoughts into a death spiral. I gritted my teeth and pushed air out of my lungs. Red fire laced across my arms, the itch making my eyes water.

      Kara pulled me into an embrace. “Relax, Nicole. Just breathe normally.”

      Easier said than done. My vision blurred, and I squeezed my eyes shut. A wall of red rolled across the back of my eyelids. Kara pushed the heel of her palm into my back, kneading the tightness. I sucked in a ragged breath, almost choking on the ball of emotion sitting in my throat.

      Alek’s familiar scent washed over me; his presence sent a brief wave of calm through my body. But it didn’t last long.

      “She’s having a panic attack,” Kara announced.

      Warm arms circled me from behind, and Kara moved back, giving us space. Alek’s scent engulfed me, and I lay my head against his firm chest. His chest vibrated as he hummed a soft melody, his breath tickling my ear. He’d used this same tune before, when the day’s chaos had left me unable to sleep. That familiar timbre washed over me, easing the chaos inside, wrapping every disordered thought in a cocoon. “I’m okay,” I said, my voice shaky. I had to get myself under control. Most important, though, was the need to figure out a way to deal with all the mess circling inside my head.

      “What happened?” he asked Kara.

      She frowned. “I told her I was going to work with you all permanently.”

      I stared at her. She looked so innocent with the light dusting of freckles and her red hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Yet underneath that façade was a woman who could pull elements from the earth and crush her enemies. I focused on that. On the times I’d seen her fight. She was formidable. Not some wilting flower I had to protect.

      I took a deep breath and gave her a weak smile. “I’m good.”

      She took my hand again. “Are you sure?” The skeptical tone in her voice had me pulling myself up a little more. I didn’t want her to worry about me. I did enough of that for both of us.

      Alek still had his arms wrapped around me. I rested my head against his chest and looked up at him. “I promise. I’m okay.”

      His dark blue gaze roamed over me. “We need to work on this.”

      I smiled. We. “But not now. Now we need to solve this so we can get that hotel room and not come out for a week.”

      “You have an apartment, Nicole,” Kara said, grinning.

      I reluctantly stepped away from Alek. “It’s haunted.” I clapped my hands together. “Now, let’s go in there and get our marching orders from Boss Man!” I walked away, hoping they would believe my sudden recovery. All the while, I screamed inside my head.
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      My assured steps faltered when I walked into the war room and found Devlin holding one of the letters Ronald Stewart had written to me. Devlin’s lips thinned, eyebrows drawn into a V-shape as he read what amounted to a sadistic, embellished fantasy of the time Ronald and I had spent together.

      Oh, shit. I was not ready to deal with this right now.

      For a few months now, Ronald Stewart, a man who hid behind ill-fitting glasses and good looks, had taken to sending me packages filled with mementos of his victims who bore an uncanny resemblance to me. Along with those sick vestiges, he sent, via regular mail, long, disturbing letters of our one and only sexual encounter. He had taken that time and spun it into a dark, morbid fantasy filled with blood and pain, which ended with me being carved up and eaten by him.

      While I’d always given Devlin and the team the packages, I’d kept the letters and that particular madness from them, burying the missives in a shoebox under my bed and trying desperately to forget they were there.

      Earlier today, in a moment of clarity or stupidity, I had decided to show them to the team. Now, I regretted that decision. Despite me not being the author of those deranged missives, I was the subject, and that was more than a little embarrassing. It also telegraphed my shame and failure at not recognizing a serial killer before I let myself get swept up into his madness.

      I rushed toward Devlin. “I was going to tell⁠—”

      He held up his hand, stalling my response, then gave me a look, his warm brown eyes filled with concern. “Rachel told me you brought these here earlier. She’s read them.” He waited, probably letting his words sink in. I closed my eyes, head going up and down. “We will deal with this later,” he said, his tone soft. He put his hand on my shoulder. “So get that look of panic out of your eyes. We have work to do.”

      “Yes, Boss Man,” I mumbled, and he winked, setting the letter back into the shoe box. I could have kissed him for not bringing them to everyone’s attention. I turned to see Rachel standing behind me.

      “We can kill him together,” she said, her eyes alight with joy.

      I nodded slowly, and she smiled. I was a little bit scared of Rachel. Yes, on the surface, she had a sweet, innocent demeanor—craving friendships and giving out nicknames whether you wanted one or not—but I saw the storm brewing underneath. Rachel was a killer. A person who took great joy in inflicting pain. Was she a threat? I’d like to say no; Devlin wouldn’t keep her around if she were. But I was still getting used to the team dynamics. So all I could do was keep a watchful eye on her.

      After a brief hello to everyone, Kara took a seat next to Jonah, and Devlin looked at Alek. “Did Petronela mention any connection to Tribe and the Peterson family?”

      Alek shook his head.

      Devlin took a sip of his coffee and sat on the side of his desk. “Kara has agreed to work with us from here on out.” He dipped his head toward her. She smiled, and he continued, “We are going to need a great deal of help with our investigation into the blood magick users. We were caught off guard with the Young family.” He paused and looked at the floor. The vein on the side of his neck ticked. A chill settled over the room. Power surged, and Rachel stood up. Devlin shook his head, still staring at the floor.

      Rachel took a step back but waited, her eyes locked on Devlin. Something seemed to be bothering him. It wasn’t like him to be so emotional. But then again, he had been on edge for a while.

      Before I could say anything, he took a sip of his coffee and looked at the team—capturing everyone in his gaze. “Part of that was my unwillingness to do what was necessary. I believed we could find a way to spare some lives.” He looked at me. “I told you when you first started working with us that we didn’t do black and white. And yet, I went back on my own rule when we were dealing with the Young family. It almost cost you your life.”

      “I’m … I’m okay with the gray,” I said. The admission felt wrong. I hadn’t quite reached that point in my mind. No matter the blood I spilled or the lives I took, I still wanted to look at everything as black and white. Right and wrong. But we couldn’t do that. Not when so many lives were at risk.

      “The Peterson school is still a priority. And with the slim connection between our current assignment, we can kill two birds with one stone. But we will need to split up to deal with the bulk of it.”

      I raised my hand to offer a suggestion that would save us a tremendous amount of time.

      “Nicole,” Devlin said, smirking.

      I opened my mouth, but no words came out. My face heated, and I ignored the smothered laughter behind me. “Umm… I agree,” I said finally. What I really wanted to say, wanted to do, wouldn’t have gone over well. We couldn’t, despite what Devlin said, kick down the doors of the school and fight our way to the enemy. We still had yet to confirm they were practicing blood magick.

      He studied my face.

      “What?” I asked.

      “In answer to your unspoken request. No. We can’t storm the school.”

      I really needed to work on my damn poker face.

      He raised his hand. “We will need to assess the situation first before we go in.” He narrowed his eyes, the lines around his mouth deepening. “But we won’t be wasting a lot of time on it. Once we confirm they are practicing blood magick, we eliminate the threat. That is what we are being paid to do.”

      “Copy that.” I emptied my cup of coffee, wincing at the burn rushing down my throat. A tremor engulfed my hand, I set the mug on my desk and leaned back in my chair. Please don’t have another panic attack.

      “We’re all on edge,” Devlin said, sounding a little far away. I blinked a few times and focused on him. He watched me, constantly assessing with those dark gray eyes. I gave him a minuscule smile. But he wasn’t buying it.

      “I’m good,” I mouthed.

      He inclined his head and said, “I would have preferred spending a few weeks training you and Marta, but …” He glanced behind him at the board. “Sometimes, things just don’t work out for the best. Either way”—he stood—“we need to avoid making the same kind of mistakes we made with our last investigation.” He gestured toward Alek, standing next to me. “Alek, take us through it.”

      Alek moved to the center of the room, hands hanging loose by his side. He seemed a little uncomfortable. I didn’t blame him. “When I arrived at the carnival to drop off Rae, Petronela informed me they had found the bodies of four people.”

      Rachel clicked on her laptop and brought up an image of a scanned polaroid. A dark-haired man with brown eyes and creases around his mouth and forehead stared back at us. He stood next to a middle-aged woman with short brown hair and hazel eyes.

      “Emil Ardelean and his wife Larissa were the first to be found dead,” Alek said.

      Rachel pulled up another image. This one was of a teen girl with a huge grin on her face. Her blue eyes danced with laughter. She wore her brown hair short, barely touching her shoulders.

      “Their seventeen-year-old daughter Nadia is missing.”

      Another image appeared on the screen. This one of an entire family—none of whom were smiling. A gray-haired man with brown eyes and a woman with streaks of gray running through her disheveled brown hair. A girl stood in front of them, anger brewing in her dark brown eyes. Her long black hair had been pulled back so tight, the sides of her face appeared taut.

      “Petre Kotzur and his wife Florin were found next, and their seventeen-year-old daughter Sophia is also missing.” Alek sat on the edge of the desk near Rachel and continued, “Earlier this week, two other girls went missing. Sisters, Daniella and Ileana Vaduva.”

      “They’re not all Vaduva’s?” I asked.

      Alek shook his head. “No. The Kotzurs and Ardeleans used to belong to Tribe.”

      Alek had told us before that Petronela defeated the members of Tribe thirty years ago, yet she agreed to allow a couple of them to stay on the island. There was no way that connection was a coincidence. Someone was sending a message. “So.” I paused. The stray thought returned, circling inside my head without any clarity. I was missing something. Something about Tribe’s motives bothered me. But I couldn’t pinpoint what it was.

      “Nicole,” Alek prompted.

      “Sorry.” I shook my head and continued. “The note could just be a way of pointing a finger at the old members,” I said. “Outing them, maybe?” Why would she let her enemies stay with her?

      “No, it wasn’t a secret.” Alek stared at the images on the screen. “Petronela believes some of the members that fled have returned. Unrie Nevsky, the man she had me locate and bring to her, also had ties to Tribe. Thin, but they were still there.” He shook his head. “Something is brewing or has been brewing; it’s hard to say what until we find out more.”

      “Why doesn’t she take care of it? She does have people for this,” Jonah asked.

      Alek harrumphed. “Two reasons. While she does have people to handle issues that arise, she doesn’t have investigators.” He looked at Devlin. “She needs us for that. And two, when a member of the family dies, a ritual to honor the dead and send them on their journey to become ancestors must be done within three days.”

      “What kind of ritual?” I asked.

      “Tapiserie Soul,” Alek said. “Translated: Soul Tapestry. It’s made with memories and magick, weaving them together into a kind of soul quilt.”

      “Don’t you have to participate?” I asked. The ritual piqued my interest. Especially given my ability to touch another person’s soul.

      “No,” he said, his voice clipped. “It’s best I help the team.”

      I would have pressed the issue, but his body language suggested he didn’t want to talk about it. I’d give him that space.

      “Rachel. I want you to recheck everything that Andrew Snow accumulated on the Peterson family and cross reference it with what you’ve found out about the members of Tribe. See if there is a connection between the two groups.”

      Devlin looked at Alek. “What you’ve told us about their purpose thirty years ago feels incomplete. Is there anyone else besides Petronela that can give us more details?”

      At least I wasn’t the only one concerned about the story we’d been given.

      Alek leaned against the wall, hands in his pockets. “I don’t know. I’d have to ask my cousins. But anytime they’ve talked about it, it’s always the same story. They came to usurp Petronela, and she defeated them. No one talks about how she did it. Nor why they wanted to in the first place.”

      “Why don’t we just ask her?” I asked.

      Alek gave me a half-smile. “She won’t answer. Not completely. She will give us clues, though.” He shook his head. “Can’t say I appreciate her methods. But she does have reasons for them.”

      “Will she at least let us examine the bodies and the scene?” Devlin asked.

      “Yes,” Alek said. “They’re keeping the park closed for today and won’t start the ceremony until we’ve had a chance to investigate. We’re expected after sunset.”

      “All right. You and Nicole head to the carnival and go over both crime scenes. I will examine the bodies when I get there.”

      “No specifics?” I asked.

      Devlin met my gaze. “I trust your instincts.”

      He trusted me to take the lead? Was he out of his damn mind? I had no experience investigating a crime scene. Before I could question him about his obvious lapse in judgment, Kara spoke.

      “Shouldn’t we go to the school and see if the girls are there?” she asked.

      “We will,” Devlin said. “But not without first confirming there is a connection.” He glanced at Rachel. “What do you have on the school?”

      Rachel brought up an image of a newspaper article from the late ’80s. The black-and-white image showed a fair-skinned couple and two children standing in front of a large wooden sign. “Originally named Peterson’s School for Troubled Girls, Brett and Gwendolyn Peterson established it in 1986 after their daughter Selena died by suicide.”

      I gritted my teeth, anger bubbling to the surface. I’d found Selena’s diary last week and learned she had killed herself because Lemuel Oren wanted her and the rest of his following to sacrifice themselves. When a reporter got ahold of the story, her parents had the article squashed and took money from some unknown person to start their school.

      “They built the original school in Alice, and in 2001, their daughter Leticia took over running the school and moved it to Sandpoint.” She clicked on another image. “This is the mission statement on their website.”

      “‘To help educate girls who’ve had a rough start in life,’” I read.

      Both Rachel and I shared a skeptical look. Sounded like the school found troubled kids and, given what we’d seen thus far with blood magick users, probably brainwashed them into being willing hosts for their rituals.

      I looked at Devlin. “Are you sure we can’t just storm the school?”

      He shook his head.

      “The students live there, along with ten teachers and other faculty,” Rachel said. She stood up and posted a picture of the school and a map of the area on the board. “It’s located near the border of Sandpoint and South Carolina and is surrounded by trees.”

      I got up and examined the map. It was near the border on a patch of land that could be dubbed as its own little island. I wondered why Leticia had moved the school to Sandpoint.

      “You all notice how every place we end up is hidden from view,” I said. “A barn buried in a marsh. A ritual cave underneath the church.” I turned to the team. “Maybe that is what we should focus on as well. Finding all the well-concealed crevices on this island.” I shrugged. “It might save us some time.”

      Devlin looked at Rachel. “Keep digging into it and …” He looked at me. “The hidden places as well.”

      “Okay, Dev,” she said.

      “I need to update Opal and let her know we’ve added new members to the team. Our fee only covered five people; we have seven now.”

      “Can you ask them to get me a new car?” Crap. The request might have sounded reasonable in my head; out loud … not so much.

      “What’s wrong with your car?” Devlin asked.

      “It’s tainted and the air-conditioning doesn’t work.”

      “Tainted how?”

      I didn’t want to answer that. I’d already put my foot in my mouth asking for a replacement. No need to ram the other one in there as well explaining why.

      “She’s not happy about how her kidnappers drove her car and locked her in the trunk,” Kara responded.

      I glared at her, and she smiled.

      “We can get the air-conditioning fixed,” Devlin said, not even acknowledging my other concern.

      “Okay,” I said, feeling like a sullen teenager. I refused to drive that car again. Yes, my reasoning seemed … unreasonable. But just knowing someone else had violated me so easily using my own vehicle rubbed me the wrong way. Made me feel weak and useless. Or maybe I was just behaving like a child and should get over it.

      Fuck that. I wanted a new car.

      “Jonah and Kara,” Devlin continued. “We have been leaving loose ends all over the place. We need to eliminate them.” His gaze remained steady on Kara. “Are you okay with that?”

      “Wait …” I started.

      Kara shook her head at me and looked back at Devlin. “Yes. I’m ready.”

      Devlin looked at Jonah. “Recon first. We need to know as much as possible about each of the threats to us. When possible, we will decide as a team what to do. If not, take them down and contact Opal for cleanup.”

      Opal Katz was an attorney who worked for the Markums. The family who had originally hired Devlin to find out what happened to their daughter. That investigation had him and Rachel working undercover at Tribec Insurance where we met.

      “You will need a base of operation. Find a hotel that rents by the week.”

      “The Brentworth could work,” Alek offered. “The manager, Candace Rebel, can be discreet. Just let her know I sent you and steer clear of her employee, Timothy. From what she told me, he spies on her for her father.”

      “Fancy,” Kara said, smiling. “Should we use our real names?”

      Devlin shook his head. “No. Check in under assumed names.” He looked at Alek. “Put in a call to Candace and make the introduction.”

      Alek agreed and stepped away to make the call.

      “Rachel, set them up with names and an ID. Have your hacker friend plant a cursory backstory. Nothing too deep. We just need something in place in case someone goes looking.” She got to work.

      My head spun at the speed at which things were happening.

      “Why do they need fake names?” I asked. It didn’t make sense to give Kara and Jonah aliases. Most of the key players we’d encountered thus far already knew everyone on the team. Well, everyone except Kara.

      “We have too many people with eyes on us for my liking,” Devlin said, his gaze on the dagger strapped to my thigh. “For Kara and Jonah to work effectively, we need subterfuge. Not a paper trail of our activities.” He continued to stare at my dagger. “Do you really need the knife?”

      I lifted my chin. “Yeah. I do.”

      “When we need to fight, take it. Right now, I need you to use those amazing observation skills to read the crime scenes.”

      I stared at him, once again trying to find something to say. He was right. I didn’t need it where we were going. But I also didn’t like feeling vulnerable.

      Alek walked back into the room. “You’re all set,” he told Jonah and Kara.

      Rachel handed them a brown envelope. “Here is some money and IDs. I made you a married couple, Jacob and Krystal Smith.” She beamed at them.

      Kara stared at her, eyes watering as she tried to keep from laughing. “Thanks, Rachel.”

      I followed them to the door and stepped into the damp evening air.

      Kara reached out and squeezed my hand. “Your mind, Nicole. That’s what makes you a badass,” she whispered as if she had read my mind. I turned, eyes rounding at her using a curse word. She winked at me.

      “Thanks, Krystal,” I said, smiling.

      She smacked my arm and followed Jonah to his truck. Why did I always use sarcasm to hide my feelings?

      I watched the truck lights disappear down the street, worry for my friend gnawing at my insides. Damn. I’d turned into a mother hen. Kara could handle herself. And if she got into trouble, Jonah—or was it Jacob now—would be able to step in to help.

      No. I didn’t need to worry about them. I did, however, have to come up with a plausible reason to keep my dagger. ‘Cause I refused to give it up.

      Besides, both Devlin and Kara had said my mind made me special. And right then, my mind was telling me to never leave the dagger behind.
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      I rode in the front seat of Alek’s Buick LeSabre with the windows down, letting the humidity engulf me in a wet, warm blanket. We were chasing the sunset. Traveling into those warm orange rays while darkness crawled across our backs.

      Alek rested his hand on my thigh. His long fingers traced tiny circles in the denim. He wanted to comfort me. I hated that. Not the gesture. But what it meant. I couldn’t keep my shit together. No matter how many inner pep talks I gave myself. Worry and fear always seemed to overcome me at the wrong moments.

      Earlier today, a much-needed rain shower engulfed our island, leaving behind puddles of litter-filled brackish water. No one was going to complain. We were long overdue for it. Yet I couldn’t help the unease worming its way inside of me. Because it directly connected the sudden onslaught of showers to my mother getting her power back. The magick she had sacrificed to the Old One Hathor in exchange for blocking my memories and magick.

      Honestly, I wished they both had remained hidden behind that black seal.

      We came to a stop at the intersection. The red light blazed, filling my eyes to the point of pain. Dread settled in my gut, but I didn’t understand why. But suddenly, my mind raced. Seeing one horrific outcome after the next. I turned away from that symbol of sacrifice and spotted a woman sitting in a lawn chair in the middle of her yard.

      Her pale sundress lay plastered to her sweaty skin. She watched us through a cloud of smoke. Goosebumps broke out along my arms. A cold sensation traveled down my spine. But I didn’t look away from the woman. She bounced her crossed leg, the sandal she wore flapping against her bare foot.

      From one blink to the next, the orange rays streaking the sky were swallowed up by darkness. Casting the woman into pitch black. The only illumination coming from the red ember on the tip of her cigarette.

      Alek squeezed my thigh. “You know her?”

      I shook my head, still unable to look away. The light changed, and we drove off. I watched her in the side mirror, trying to figure out why I’d become so fixated on her. I never put much stock in portents. They always seemed like a fancy way to name a gut feeling. Yet I couldn’t ignore my preoccupation with the woman. Maybe it was the color? Red light. Red ember. Two instances in a short span of time that caught my attention. Red symbolized courage and sacrifice. Was that a message for me? Would I need to sacrifice something in the coming days?

      I rubbed my forehead, warding off a brewing headache.

      Alek turned the corner.

      A red Jaguar convertible pulled away from the curb and followed us.

      Make that three instances of red.

      I turned in my seat to get a look at the driver. Long black hair billowed in the wind. I wanted to say it was a woman, but men sometimes wore their hair long as well. And again, I had become fixated on something mundane and random.

      “What’s wrong, Nicole?” Alek asked.

      “I just feel… off. Like the universe is trying to tell me something. Screaming at me to pay attention.”

      He glanced at me. “Is this because of what happened with the Young family?”

      I faced forward and returned my gaze to the side mirror. “Yes. I can’t let that happen again.”

      He squeezed my hand. “I know.”

      My apartment building once housed not only a mental asylum but a cult as well. Had I known on some level something wasn’t right with the place?

      The car eased up, tailgating us now. Alek looked in the rearview mirror. “What the fuck is wrong with her?” he asked, speeding up.

      I shifted in my seat to get a look behind me. “Do you think she’s following us?”

      No sooner had I asked than she whipped around us and sped off. Taking the corner too fast and disappearing from view.

      “Road rage,” Alek said and continued on.

      I returned my focus to the homes and neighborhood stores whizzing by as we drove. The engine’s constant whine became white noise filling the space. Nothing seemed familiar to me. It was as if I were a stranger in a place where I’d spent most of my life.

      Now everywhere I turned, the avenues seemed filled with mystery and foreboding and magick. The recent events had twisted my view of the world around me, and I was slowly coming to terms with just how much the island was still an unknown to me. Like the secret places Rachel was going to ferret out.

      Magick had created Tulare. That bit of history was commonplace. Even some of the reasoning why was known although, if I’m honest, not believed.

      Our island was the resting place for an imprisoned god called an Old One who had been created by blood magick. His brothers and sisters had locked his soul in an Ark. Turns out, his dark appetite for destruction was too much even for beings created to destroy.

      Yet, like all secrets, it couldn’t be contained.
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      A short while later, we pulled into the parking lot of Carnavalul de Fear. Wind pushed against the car, rattling the frame. I pushed open my door and inhaled the popcorn-scented humidity hanging in the air. Trash skirted across the blacktop, wrapping around the light poles, their ends fluttering in the breeze. The entire lot had been cast in pitch darkness except for an eerie crimson light at the front gate. Its illumination barely guided the way.

      “This is the first time I’ve seen this place closed,” I said, taking in the empty parking lot.

      The carnival had been a fixture on Tulare Island long before my family and I moved here. From what I’d been told, they settled here in 1985, four years before I was even born. Most believed them to be a traveling carnival, but when they purchased the fifty-acre lot sitting off the Tulare River, it remained one of the most popular attractions on the island. Well, the only attraction, unless you counted the museum as a tourist hot spot.

      Despite the urgency of why we were there, I couldn’t get myself to move forward. Instead, I remained rooted in place, leaning against the safety of Alek’s car.

      “Do you believe in portents?” I asked, looking for a reason to delay the inevitable. My stomach was in knots. I wasn’t as seasoned at investigating as the others, and my last performance was so lackluster, I feared Devlin would change his mind about me working with them if I didn’t do any better this time.

      But honestly, encountering three instances of red still bothered me.

      Alek sighed and moved next to me, gaze on the front gate. He pulled his hair out of its usual tie and slipped the string into his pocket. The wind caught the long black strands, pushing them around his face. “Yes. And no,” he said finally.

      I turned and faced him. “What do you mean?”

      He slanted his eyes toward me. “The mind is a wondrous space. It controls so much of who we are and what we do. Both voluntary and involuntary. If, say for instance, you feared the number three. Eventually, that is the only number you would see. You can view portents as your mind or your instincts using the world around you to solidify something you fear. Giving that worry weight.”

      “I’ve seen the color red three times on our way over here. And I know what you’re going to say. I’m afraid, so of course I can only see red. But I don’t think that’s the case.”

      He shifted around and took my hand. “Tell me about each time.”

      “The red light.”

      He cocked his eyebrow in question.

      “Okay. That was bound to happen.” I swallowed, suddenly feeling like an idiot. “The ember on the woman’s cigarette.”

      “So that’s why you were so interested in her. And the next one?”

      “The red car that followed us.”

      “I will give you that one. I was concerned about her too.” He paused. “Her mind was blocked.”

      “You tried to read her mind?”

      “Not read it. Get an impression of her intentions. The aggression she showed was … strange.” He gave me a half-smile. “In your case, I think it’s okay to be feeling on edge. Everything that happened with the Young family and Logan, as well as you getting your memories back, has to be weighing on you.” He leaned down, eyes seeming to penetrate mine. “If you feel on edge, don’t hold it in. Let me know.”

      “I won’t have another panic attack. Promise.”

      “You can’t control that.” He smirked. “Now, we could have discussed this later. Why do I get the impression you’re stalling?”

      I smiled with no humor. Pulling a deep breath into my lungs, I glanced over at the carnival. “I got a job here when I was sixteen. I didn’t really want the job. I took it on a dare.”

      “A dare?”

      I chuckled. “There was a rumor at our school that the carnival had werewolves hidden on the property.”

      Alek laughed, and I lightly slapped in arm. “Don’t laugh. I was an impressionable teenager.”

      “Nicole, I really doubt you were ever impressionable.”

      “Okay, you’re right. I was a bit daring. Throwing caution to the wind sort of girl. But the point is, I wanted to see if the rumors were true.” I looked up at him. “They’re not, right?”

      He smiled and shook his head.

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Yeah. Well, I learned that the hard way. All I got out of those embarrassing two weeks was puke on my clothes and shit on my shoes. And Petronela’s finger in my face, calling me a lazy girl.”

      “Now I understand.”

      “To be honest, looking back, she was right. I didn’t put much effort into the job.”

      “You were a teenager taking a job to find out if fictional monsters were real. Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

      I frowned. “But the remark still stung.” I met his gaze. “Even today, I think about what she said to me. I admit I’ve had a hard time fitting into any career. Well, until now. But calling me lazy …” I let the thought trail off.

      Alek took my hand. “Was it the comment or the person who said it that bothers you the most?”

      I bit my lip, trying to push away the emotions. This was the first time I’d ever voiced these feelings out loud. The fear of never being enough. I’d managed to bury those thoughts for so long, but now … now, it was too damn hard. “A little of both,” I admitted.

      Alek’s dark blue eyes filled with sympathy. “I understand the feeling. Petronela … being around her when I was younger, I always felt as if I needed to gain her approval. Maybe it’s just part of her magick.” He gave me a half-smile. “She’s acerbic and deadly. But people love her.”

      “You think she is using magick to make people like her.”

      He laughed, shaking his head. “I don’t think she cares either way. Her only concern is that people respect her.”

      “Yeah. I saw that too.”

      “What did you say when she called you lazy?”

      I turned away, face heating. “I flipped her off and stormed away. That’s when I stepped in shit.”

      Alek laughed, his voice echoing around the deserted parking lot. He took my hand and pulled me forward. “Come on. We got a job to do.” He leaned down. “And don’t worry about it. If she didn’t want you here, she would have told me.”

      As we strode forward, an overwhelming sense of déjà vu came over me. “You know, as of late, I always seem to be walking into danger.”

      “Danger is part of the job.”

      “Which is why I hope Devlin honors my request to get a new car. I need something that screams secret agent or badass hit woman.”

      “Do you want to be a hit woman?” Alek asked.

      “I thought I already was.” I glanced down at our joined hands. “Except right now I look like I’m on a date with the cutest boy in school, on our way to make out in the creepy carnival.”

      He grinned at me. “I’m the cutest boy?”

      I laughed. “Yes. Yes you are.”

      He stopped, taking my face in his hands. “Nice to know.” He gave me a soft kiss on the lips and stepped away. If we weren’t here for a job, I would have grabbed his head and showed him just what I meant when I said “making out.”

      Alek pushed open the front gate, the hinges creaking in a horror movie kind of way. At least he’d confirmed there were no werewolves on the premises. We stepped into the carnivorous space and started down the main path leading to the back.

      Dust blew in our path, the tiny rocks stinging my arms. Without the throngs of people and bright lights luring carnival-goers to the attractions, the place’s true meaning and purpose become clear. Its sole reason for being was to elicit terror.

      Prior to my ill-fated, brief employment, Kara, Marta, and I used to frequent it often. We even enjoyed some of the more dangerous rides, like the roller coaster that looked and sounded as if it were on its last leg—the safety bars barely effective. The brownish smears on the cars always reminded me of bloodstains.

      But I steered clear of the mind games. Like the funhouse mirror that answered when you asked it a question. Didn’t matter what you asked, the answer would always lead to your death. The line for this attraction was always long. As well as the one that led into a hall designed to help you conquer your fear. Everyone that emerged had a look of pure panic in their eyes.

      A breeze ruffled the ends of my hair. I rubbed my arm to ward off the warm chill. “Why didn’t we go around back?” I asked, giving the antique dark wooden hoops with a head in the center a wide berth.

      “Some of the employees kept entering the living space at the back, so Petronela had it sealed off.”

      Must have been before my time there. The gate in the carnival's rear had always been there. Large and looming and enticing. The Keep Out sign only added to its mystery.

      We arrived at the entrance to the back. The door stood ajar, its silver lock and chain dangling from the handles.

      Alek pushed open the massive doors, and we stepped into a dimly lit corridor. Large stalks of incense burned in the tall free-standing burners running along the red velvet-covered walls. Lanterns hung from the slat ceilings. Our footsteps made the wooden walkway jump and creak. It gave the illusion of a time long forgotten, where people cooked and told stories by roaring fires.

      A short walk later, we were deposited into a field that, if not for the modernized trailers and small buildings, would truly feel as if we had stepped back in time.

      A commune had been set up in a power circle. Similar to the one the Stewarts used to drain the life out of their employees.

      Just what the hell was Petronela doing to her people?
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      Devlin pulled up to a small, light blue house in the settlement of Dulean and climbed out of his truck and took in the posh neighborhood with its wide open spaces between houses, rich green grass, and vibrant flowers and plants. It reminded him of a golf course.

      A fragrant, floral mist covered the entire area, mixing in with a salty scent from the Atlantic Ocean carried to him on a warm breeze.

      Large oak trees dotted a few of the properties, including Opal’s. Acacia plants with their feathery leaves and bright yellow flowers surrounded the front area of her house, and a muted porch light cast its glow along the stone walkway, highlighting a pathway toward the front door.

      Devlin cracked his neck and started for her house, only to stop when thunder rumbled. He looked up, searching for the streak of lightning that surely would follow. Yet the sky remained dark, a sliver of the moon barely illuminating its vast space.

      Devlin loved the feel of the storm inside of him. Power so potent and orgasmic that he had a hard time denying its pull. His magick came alive, pulsing when the white light finally cracked across the sky. He inhaled the scent of ozone, and power surged through him.

      He stood there, letting the energy overtake him as he turned his face up to the sky. Warmth settled over him, and he sighed. So much chaos brewed in his mind, and for that brief moment, he found order in the milieu.

      A door opened, its creaking hinges piercing his peace. He let his gaze come down slowly. Opal’s front door stood open, spilling more unwanted artificial light onto the walkway. He stared at the woman in front of him.

      “Your body is bathed in light,” she said, leaning against the doorjamb with her arms crossed under her breasts. Her white blouse molded to her body, showing a hint of red underneath. Feet bare, she wore a short red skirt with the hem set just above the knee. Something in him stirred at the sight.

      “You can see the magick in others?” Devlin asked, striding toward her.

      She shook her head, dark brown hair spilling over her shoulder. “Were you projecting yours?” He climbed the few steps and stopped in front of her. Maybe a little too close. She stared up at him. “You look a little drunk,” she whispered.

      He pulled in a breath and stepped back. “Magick sometimes does that to me.”

      She glanced at the sky. “You were in your element.”

      He smiled at her. “Yes. You could say that.” He pushed down the tension riding along with his lust and cleared his throat. “I need to update you on what’s going on.”

      “You could have done that over the phone,” she offered, still staring at him.

      She was right; he could have. But he needed a moment to himself. Well, rather, away from the turmoil brewing with a new assignment being thrust at them so quickly. He had wanted some time to properly train both Nicole and Marta, as well as Kara. Get them up to speed on how the team worked. But sadly, it would have to wait. He worried their lack of understanding would lead to mistakes. Ones Nicole was likely to cause. Not because she actively sought them out but because her penchant for charging ahead seemed to be ingrained in her DNA.

      And, honestly, a small part of him had wanted to see Opal. He’d never let an attraction impede the job, but he’d been thinking about her for the past few days. The spark of interest between them when they first met had wormed its way inside of him. And despite the many internal admonishments he gave himself about the complications of a relationship between them, he couldn’t get her out of his head.

      She stepped back, signaling for him to come in. He moved past her, entering the room and inhaling her soft powder scent. “I figured I’d stop by instead,” he said, finally responding to her remark. “Hope I didn’t disturb you.” Despite the casualness in her tone, Devlin still noted a tightness lining the corners of her eyes.

      She shut the door and walked around him. “It’s fine. Just been a long day.” She glanced over her shoulder. “I’m having some wine. Did you want some?”

      He shook his head. “Been handed another assignment outside of what the Markums have hired us to do.”

      They started down the hallway, only for Devlin to stop at the large wall. Black-and-white drawings of religious icons in polished silver frames covered the entire wall. There had to be at least thirty.

      “Are you religious?” he asked.

      She stared at the wall, a small smile resting on her face. “As a faith mage, I’m drawn to the images.” She shifted closer to him as if being pulled. “This is the first one I drew.” She ran her finger over the glass. “The Wheel of Dharma. It represents Siddhartha Gautama, the Buddha’s path to Nirvana.” Awe and longing filled her voice.

      “How old were you when you drew it?” he asked, fascinated yet again by this woman.

      She bit her lip. “Twelve.” She paused, eyes going a little distant. “The idea of Nirvana seemed so… so much better than what my home life was like. All that preteen anger.” She chuckled. “My mother believed I got an extra dose of that hormone. We fought endlessly.”

      It had to be better than his home life. Hell, he’d have settled for normal teen angst any day.

      “I’m surprised you didn’t start with the cross,” Devlin said, moving away from the topic.

      She laughed. “I never did what others expected me to do. Another thing that drove my mother crazy.” Her arm brushed his. The smell of her perfume stirred the air. “She’s a faith mage too. When I told her I was moving to Tulare Island, she encouraged me to plant acacia plants outside my home.”

      He turned toward her, staring into those gray eyes. The air between them charged with electricity. A magnetism that had him reaching for her with his magick. “I’m surprised you didn’t go into that field of study,” he said, reigning himself in.

      She smiled. “In a way, I did. Faith magick allows you to exert influence.” She turned away and frowned. “It helped with every case I tried. My … power … magick swayed the jury.” She shook her head. “I didn’t like not earning those victories because my argument was solid. It felt a little like cheating. So”—she shrugged—“I decided to work behind the scenes instead. The Markums offered me a job, and I took it.”

      “One could argue you traded one evil for another.”

      She looked up at him, eyebrows raised. “You believe what you do, what I do… is evil?”

      Devlin returned his gaze to the Wheel of Dharma. Did he believe that? He let out a rough breath. “Sometimes.”

      “Well then. Look at it this way.” She placed a cool hand on his arm. “It’s a necessary evil. I won’t pretend that what we do is legal. But I also know the alternative is much worse. I can live with that.” She paused, studying him. “Can you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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