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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      120 years ago

      

      A sense of dread gripped Aria as she watched Marcus stand before his Sire, head held high and shoulders tensed, waiting for the final decision. Aria was under no illusion as to what that decision would be; her family hadn’t accepted their relationship and neither would his clan.

      The room around them was completely silent and filled with an unnatural stillness that only vampires could accomplish. Out of the twenty people present to witness them plead their case, Aria was the only one breathing, and she was acutely aware that her heartbeat was like a drumroll to the vampire ears.

      Marcus stood directly ahead of her, facing Lucian alone. Every cell in her body screamed to be by his side and lend him her strength, but Aria knew the rules. Her support would be seen as a sign of weakness and provide them with further proof that their relationship was wrong.

      But it wasn’t wrong. Her heart didn't lie.

      They should be grateful, she supposed. The fact they managed to walk out of Faerie alive in order to stand here was a miracle in itself. The Council’s edict was clear: interspecies relationships were not tolerated. It was one of the few rules all members of the Lore abided by, and death was the penalty for defiance.

      As a member of the royal lineage, her indiscretion could bring ruin to the fae and would have easily justified such retribution. When she’d stood before her parents with Marcus by her side, she’d actually wondered if they’d do it. If they’d condemn their daughter to death. The look on her mother’s face had been so cold that even the touch of the sun couldn’t warm Aria’s skin. But worse than that had been the tears in her father’s eyes. Tears that now mirrored her own.

      As Lucian finally spoke the words she’d known would come, a single one of those tears freed itself of her hold and slid down her cheek.

      “I’m sorry, my son, but if this truly is your choice then you have left me with none. You will no longer be recognised as part of this clan, or of our bloodline.

      “From this moment on, you are banished.”
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      120 years later

      

      Aria gently touched the brittle leaves of the blueberry bush. Frost had settled overnight and the garden was coated with a glistening shimmer that, although pretty to look at, wreaked havoc on her plants. The bone-deep chill pervaded everything and she had to pull on the sun’s energy more than normal that winter to keep the plants alive.

      “They don’t look like they’re doing too well.”

      She turned with a smile at the sound of her daughter’s voice. Phoenix’s vibrant green eyes were somewhat dulled by concern, but they were no less striking for it. Her blood-red hair formed a fiery contrast to the frosty colours of the winter landscape, reminding Aria that she needed to check on her roses too.

      From a young age, Phoenix had loved helping her in the garden. She’d been fascinated by the array of colours and the cycle of rebirth that nature brought. At fifteen year’s old, she was more interested now in the martial arts lessons Marcus encouraged since they were so much cooler. But occasionally, on rare mornings, she’d find her way back to Aria’s side.

      “Winter’s not been kind to them this year.” Aria turned back to the blueberries with a frown. She could feel Phoenix’s eyes on her as she closed her own and pushed back the niggling concern that settled in the centre of her chest.

      As natural as breathing, the heat came. The sun, though hidden in the white blanket of the sky, reached out to her. Like calling to like. It wrapped around her and sank through the layers of skin to coalesce with the DNA that resided in her cells. Aria knelt and placed her hands on the hard, cracked earth. For a moment there was resistance, but then the frost began to melt beneath her fingertips. The soil became soft and welcoming, and when she opened her eyes, she was met with vibrant greens and deep, succulent purples.

      A hand reached over her shoulder and she looked back to see Phoenix pluck a blueberry from the bush, awe mixing with delight on her young face as she took a bite.

      “Can I try?”

      Aria swallowed her surprise, careful to keep her face neutral. Although Phoenix had always shown an affinity to the sun, she’d displayed no obvious signs of fae powers to date. Her hybrid nature was so unique that they had no way of knowing what to expect, and she was hesitant to put pressure on her daughter.

      “I need to check on the roses, how about you join me?” she said carefully as she stood up.

      Phoenix plucked another blueberry from the bush and nodded.

      The grass crunched beneath their feet as they trudged back up the hill to the bungalow they called home. Hidden in the Wicklow Mountains, the small house afforded them stunning views of sprawling emerald hills. And privacy. Most importantly, privacy.

      Phoenix hesitated as they reached the roses.

      The row of colourful blooms that ran perpendicular to the house appeared lacklustre and drooped in defeat. Only the harsh thorns stood strong against the punishing onslaught of the Irish winter, and once more Aria was struck by how much harder she’d had to work to keep them blooming.

      “I don’t know if I …” Phoenix came to a stop and bit her lip as she assessed the task before her.

      Aria could see her daughter’s shoulders inch forwards, even as her feet remained rooted to the ground, afraid to take that final step. As a mother, her automatic instinct was to comfort her – she could easily tend the roses herself – but she held back and waited.

      Finally, Phoenix took a deep breath and tentatively reached a hand towards the wilting petals. Serious green eyes turned to Aria. “How do I do it?”

      And that was the million-dollar question. How did she teach her daughter something that was so innate within herself?

      Aria moved to stand behind Phoenix and placed both hands on her shoulders. “Close your eyes.”

      She forced her breathing to slow, feeling Phoenix’s breathing fall into sync with hers. Step by step she guided her daughter, trying hard to put the intangible sensations into words.

      Then she closed her eyes and waited.
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        * * *

      

      Only when Aria felt the sun drift low on the horizon did she realise how much time had passed. With each hour, the furrow in Phoenix’s forehead had grown deeper, and with each failed attempt, her daughter’s frustration had become more heart-breaking to watch.

      “Dammit, why can’t I do it?” Phoenix balled her hands into fists as she glared at the roses.

      Half of the row was now a vibrant rainbow of colours – Aria having decided that a practical demonstration might be of more use – but the other half remained dejected and wilting. It wasn’t working.

      Aria wanted desperately to pull her daughter close for a hug, but sensed the invisible barrier that had been erected to numb the pain of disappointment. She was about to suggest they try again another day when she felt Marcus’s presence. His nearness brought a comfort that helped to lift the heaviness from her chest and she smiled as she turned to seek him out.

      “I was wondering where my girls had gotten to.”

      Marcus held the front door of the bungalow ajar as he leaned against the doorframe. Even from a distance, Aria could see the happiness glinting in his dark eyes as he watched them.

      When Phoenix failed to acknowledge him, Marcus raised a questioning eyebrow in Aria’s direction. A sigh and a shrug were all she could offer by way of answer.

      “Hey, Phoenix,” Marcus tried again, “if you’re not busy, I could use your help with something?”

      That finally got her attention.

      “Are we going to train?” Phoenix’s voice was hopeful as she tilted her head in her father’s direction.

      Aria bit back a groan. She knew the martial arts lessons were important, but she hated the fact they were necessary. In the Lore, all species learned to fight from a young age. But they weren’t part of the Lore anymore, and she’d grown attached to the idea of giving her daughter a “normal” life.

      “Maybe later. If you do a good job.”

      That was all it took for Phoenix to abandon her task and slip past Marcus into the house. Aria would’ve laughed at her eagerness if not for the twinge of sadness it elicited. With one more look at the rose bushes, she followed her daughter’s path to the house.

      Marcus waited in the doorway, blocking her path.

      “Nope.” He shook his head. “Not you. Why don’t you take a walk and clear your head?” With a sexy grin and a soft kiss, he turned on his heel and closed the door on her.

      For a moment, Aria stared dumbfounded at the chipped wood of their front door. She didn’t know whether to be curious or worried about what he was up to, but she eventually decided ignorance was bliss. Her energy needed a recharge after tending the plants, and a walk in the woods sounded like just the ticket.

      With the sun setting low on the horizon, she made her way down the hill and through a break in the tree line. Instantly the world around her changed. The afternoon light was already fading and the canopy of twisted branches forced the final rays to compete for a place within their hidden sanctuary. Leaves crunched under her feet and Aria breathed deeply, savouring the woody aromas that filled her nose.

      Soft rustling echoed around her as the trees whispered their secrets, and animals assessed the newcomer in their midst. She closed her eyes and let her senses guide her travel. Time became irrelevant as her cells rejuvenated with the cycle of life and rebirth all around her.

      The gurgling sound of water was the first thing that brought her back to her surroundings. The soft “caw” of a crow was the second. Aria froze, her whole body still as she slowly opened her eyes.

      A small stream ran in a jagged line across the path ahead of her. Clear water bubbled over the rocks that littered the ground and a fallen branch lay across the stream. A large crow was perched on the crumbling bark of the log, red eyes watching her.

      For a moment Aria was mesmerised by the kaleidoscope of colours reflected on the bird’s feathers: blues, purples, turquoise. It had been a long time since she’d seen the beauty of that particular rainbow.

      Then realisation hit her, quickly followed by fear.

      “How did you find me?” The words came out in a gasp of breath, and her body tensed to run.

      It’d be no use.

      The crow merely watched her, its strange eyes seeming almost sad.

      “Will you tell them we’re here?” Her thoughts instantly turned to the family that awaited her beyond the woods, and everything she stood to lose.

      A single “caw” was her only reply before the crow turned its head to the trees and took flight. Muffled voices and the snap of twigs came from the same direction. A second later, two people stumbled from the treeline and splashed into the stream cursing.

      The man and woman were so busy arguing that it took them a moment to notice her. Wrapped in warm coats and woolly hats that had obviously never seen the outdoors, they looked completely bewildered with their surroundings. The man held a crumpled map and the woman looked beyond pissed off.

      Ignoring her partner’s protests, the woman turned to Aria, hands on her hips. “Can you help us? We seem to be lost?” She threw a pointed look towards the man in the stream.
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      Aria stood at the front door of the bungalow and scrunched her eyes closed. She could hear the distant sound of her daughter’s laughter, and a deep ache filled her chest. How would she tell Marcus?

      They’d worked so hard to build a life for themselves here, had given up everything they’d ever known to be together as a family. If the Council came for them now, it would all be destroyed.

      Shoring up her resolve, she pushed open the front door only to find herself face-to-face with Marcus’s warm smile.

      “I was wondering if you were going to stay out there all night.”

      Aria opened her mouth, ready to tell him everything, but the words froze in her throat. The lights were dimmed in the hallway, but through the open door that led to their dining room, she could see flickering candlelight and hear the soft strands of music. She looked into Marcus’s brown eyes and the love she saw there made her heart stutter.

      “Do you know what day it is?” He took her hand in his and raised it to his lips for a soft kiss.

      Aria tried to make sense of the question, her mind a jumble of confused thoughts as it tried to deal with the sudden shift in focus.

      “Marcus, I –”

      He kissed her on the lips, stopping all words and thoughts for that split second.

      “C’mon,” he said with a grin, and pulled her down the hallway.

      As they reached the dining room, Phoenix slipped out the door, a shy smile on her face.

      “Happy anniversary, Mam,” she said, giving Aria a quick kiss on the cheek before running down the hall to her bedroom.

      Aria looked in askance at Marcus as she tried in vain to remember what day it was.

      “Today is the day I first saw you,” he clarified. “The day I fell in love.”

      The burn in her throat was instantaneous and tears pricked her eyes as she thought of the crow in the woods.

      Eager to reveal his surprise, Marcus pulled her the rest of the way into the dining room. Candles lined each wall of the large open-plan room and their oak dining table was set with the most exquisite feast of her favourite foods: fruits from their garden, warm doughy bread, and cheese platters to make her mouth water.

      The melodic harmonies of her favourite song filled the room and Marcus held out a hand to her. “Dance with me?”

      He pulled her close, and as she rested her head against his chest, she allowed herself that moment. Tomorrow, everything would change. But tonight … she would cherish.
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        * * *

      

      “What do you think she wanted?” A frown marred Marcus’s features as he paced the length of their small sitting room.

      From her curled-up position on the sofa, Aria shrugged helplessly and dropped her head into her hands. She didn’t know whether it was a blessing or curse that the hikers had interrupted them; maybe she could’ve found out more information and wouldn’t be in such a blind panic now.

      Marcus, as usual, was trying to remain calm and think through the situation logically, but Aria could see the stiffness in his shoulders and the slight creasing at his temples as he concentrated.

      “Darius will warn us of any murmurings in the Council.”

      He spoke of their only remaining Lore contact with a surety born of many years’ loyalty. Darius had been their closest friend and staunchest ally for more than a century, standing by them when all others turned their back. His position as Witness to the Council provided them advance warning of the Council’s plans and would hopefully prove invaluable if the time came to run.

      “But he has no connection to the fae.” Aria pushed away the dull emptiness that formed in her chest when she thought of her people.

      Marcus stopped his pacing and sat down beside her. His brown eyes were filled with sympathetic understanding as he pulled her close. “We’ll figure it out,” he whispered, pressing his lips to her forehead.

      Phoenix chose that moment to come barrelling into the sitting room. Her eyes were alight with excitement and her mobile phone was held tightly in her hand. She came to a sliding stop when she saw them and rolled her eyes. “Do you two ever stop?”

      Aria could feel Marcus’s rumbling chuckle through her body and couldn’t help but smile. “What is it, sweetheart?”

      “Well … you know how we talked about me having a bit more independence now that I’m fifteen?”

      Aria opened her mouth to point out that the discussion had been the fairly one-sided opinion of teenage delusion, but Phoenix continued on in a hurry.

      “Some girls from school have invited me to go into the city with them on Saturday. They’re going to the cinema and maybe a bit of shopping. I’m not too arsed on the shopping part, but the film sounds …”

      Phoenix trailed off and her face dropped as she took in their less than enthusiastic expressions. She wrapped her arms around her midsection and her face became a blank mask.

      “I’m sorry, sweetheart, now’s just really not a good time.” Marcus gave Aria a quick, reassuring squeeze as he addressed their daughter gently. “Maybe you can go the next time –”

      “Liar,” Phoenix spat, arms dropping to her sides as she balled her hands into fists. “You always say no. The other girls are allowed to go and I’m always the one left out. Why can’t I be the same as them for once?” Her voice cracked as she threw the question at them, demanding an answer to an issue she hadn’t even begun to truly fathom yet.

      Tears glistened in Phoenix’s eyes, and Aria’s heart broke. They wanted so much to give her a normal childhood, a normal life, but it felt like they were forever failing.

      “Phoenix,” Marcus stood from the sofa, hands held out placatingly, “I promise we’re only trying to do what’s best for you.”

      He moved towards her, but Phoenix stepped back.

      “When will I be old enough to decide what’s best for me?”

      A tingle of energy ran over Aria’s skin, causing panic to shoot through her. She looked at Phoenix’s face only to be met with luminous green eyes full of anger and frustration. The air in the room grew heavy, as if charged with electricity. She could feel the growing heat of the sun’s energy.

      Aria stood slowly, afraid to make any sudden movements. “Sweetheart, why don’t you take a walk with me? We can talk about it. Maybe we can come to a compromise.”

      Phoenix just shook her head, tears threatening to spill over. The mobile phone was still held tightly in one fist and Aria noticed with trepidation the small line of smoke that drifted from it.

      Completely unaware of the danger that stood before him, Marcus took another step towards his daughter, concern furrowing his forehead. Aria opened her mouth to yell, but it was too late. He extended a hand to grasp Phoenix by the shoulder and this time she didn’t pull away. Instead, she let the smoking phone drop to the floor and lifted her hand to knock his away.

      Time stood still for a second before a flash of scalding white light filled the room.

      Marcus was thrown back into the wall at such force that the wall erupted in a spiderweb of cracks and he slid unmoving to the ground. His left arm was a mess of blackened skin from hand to shoulder, and the room smelled of burnt flesh.

      Phoenix stood staring at her father’s crumpled form, eyes wide with shock and skin deathly pale. Her whole body trembled as a pained sob wrenched itself from her throat and she dropped to the floor, keening like a wounded animal.
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      Aria opened the door to her daughter’s room to find Phoenix huddled in a small ball on her bed, her favourite purple blanket wrapped tightly around her. The curtains were closed, cloaking the room in darkness that seemed to magnify the soft sounds of crying. Even with concern for Marcus filling her thoughts, the sight made Aria’s heart ache with an instinctual need to make it better. Quietly she closed the door behind her and sat down on the edge of the bed.

      “Is he –” Phoenix’s words cut off in sob that was muffled by her pillow.

      Tears burned Aria’s eyes. She had to swallow hard before answering. “It’s okay. Your father will be okay.” She made soothing noises as she rubbed her daughter’s back.

      Phoenix finally raised her head from the pillow, her gaze filled with trepidation and just a tinge of hope. “I didn’t hurt him?”

      Aria wanted to lie so badly, to take the pain and fear from those innocent eyes. But even if she wasn’t prevented from doing so by virtue of her fae nature, she couldn’t do it. Phoenix needed to understand the power she held, and exactly how dangerous it could be.

      “You didn’t hurt him intentionally.” A sharp pain shot through her chest as she watched Phoenix’s face crumble once more. “But yes, he is hurt.”

      At her words, Phoenix sat up in the bed and pulled her knees against her chest, gripping them so tightly her knuckles turned white. “He’ll heal, won’t he? He’s a vampire, so he’ll heal quickly?”

      Memories of burnt skin and raw flesh filled Aria’s mind as she thought of Marcus lying asleep in their bed. She’d had just enough herbs from the garden to coat the wounds and help him sleep, but it wouldn’t be enough.

      “I’ve given him some blood …”

      Phoenix’s eyes widened but she stayed quiet.

      “… and a remedy to help him sleep. The injuries are limited to the arm you made contact with, thankfully. They’ll heal, but not without help.”

      Confusion warred with guilt on Phoenix’s face. “Why isn’t he healing?” Her tone grew more frantic as she read between the lines of what Aria was saying. “He’s never needed help before if he’s been injured. Why does he need help now?”

      “Shh, it’s okay.” Aria brushed the flame-red hair back from Phoenix’s face and gave her a sad smile. “The power you used today was a fae power. When you got upset you called on the sun. Your father is extremely strong, but even he can’t withstand the sun in its purest form.”

      Understanding turned Phoenix’s face to a mask of shock before the tears started again. “I didn’t mean to do it, I swear.” She dropped her head to her knees and her body shook.

      Aria wrapped her arms around her daughter, no longer able to hold back. She gently rocked her and whispered soothing words that were little consolation to either of them. For so long she’d yearned to see traits of her fae heritage in her daughter. Other than Phoenix’s immunity to sunlight, it had seemed the vampire side of her genetics dominated: speed, strength, a fondness for extra rare steak. Aria had gotten her wish, but at what cost?

      The argument had started because Phoenix craved a normal life, and now it seemed as if that possibility was moving further and further from their reach.
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        * * *

      

      Aria closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to tune out the crowds and noise of the city. Grafton Street was particularly busy that Saturday. She normally loved the random music acts and entertainers scattered about, but she found no joy in their passion now. Each act was just another obstacle to delay her, and the crowds they attracted were another frustrating barrier to her goal.

      Marcus had slept through the night, the healing process numbing even his natural waking instincts. Once she calmed down, Phoenix had waited diligently by his side, and with each hour that passed without him waking, Aria watched her grow more uneasy. She’d tried to explain that it was his body’s way of helping, but this seemed to do little to console Phoenix, and it was with a heavy heart that Aria left them to stock up on vital supplies.

      A low rumble of thunder sounded overhead as thick, grey clouds darkened the sky. Aria pulled the hood of her jacket tight around her face and veered down one of the smaller side-streets.

      The difference was instantaneous.

      The melodic strains of an Irish ballad followed her, but the crowds disappeared. Clean, well-finished shopfronts were replaced by graffitied walls and cardboard box remnants from the homeless that had taken shelter that night.

      She took turn after turn until she eventually ended up outside the small apothecary.

      The brown wooden door was as nondescript as they came, and the windows showed little of the dimly lit shop beyond. Passers-by would be forgiven for assuming it had been long abandoned and few spared it a second glance as they rushed to their next destination before the heavens opened.

      Aria pushed open the door and was greeted by a jingling bell. The mild wave of electricity that ran over her skin was expected, but it still made her shiver. The ward flagged her as a Supe and announced her presence to the shop’s owner; although the witch could’ve easily identified her as a fae without the magical assistance.

      Inside, the shop appeared perfectly innocuous. Wooden shelves lined the walls, and herbal remedies filled the various pots and jars. The soothing scent of lavender drifted from an oil burner by the till, and baskets of glittering crystals offered creativity, good health, and true love. Everything a human might expect to see if they happened to venture in off the street.

      A young woman with long, straw-coloured hair stepped from a doorway at the back of the shop. Sapphire blue eyes assessed Aria carefully.

      “I’m afraid I do not allow glamours in my shop.” The woman’s voice was not unfriendly, but held an edge of expectation. She was not going to be refused on her property.

      Aria gave the room a quick scan before inclining her head and letting the hood of her jacket fall back. The glamour had been a part of her life for so long, it was almost as natural as breathing. Whereas most would’ve had to concentrate to hold one, she now had to concentrate to remove it.

      The change was subtle as the soft rounding of her ears returned to their natural points. Aria pushed the golden strands of her hair back so the witch could see clearly and received an acknowledging smile in return.

      “Thank you. Now, how can I help you?”

      Aria pulled the list of ingredients from her pocket and handed it to the witch.

      A raised eyebrow and slight stilling of the body were the only physical signs of surprise before the witch looked at her and nodded. “I’ll need a few minutes.”

      With that, she disappeared through the doorway at the back of the shop once more. Time slowed to a crawl as Aria paced anxiously. Each minute she spent interacting with the Lore increased the risk to her family. But Marcus needed this remedy, and even her extensive garden couldn’t provide ingredients this rare.

      Finally, the witch returned, holding a small package wrapped in brown paper and tied with rope. She looked at the package in her hands and back to Aria, a frown marring the smooth skin of her forehead.

      “This isn’t cheap.”

      Aria nodded silently and an unexpected lump formed in her throat as she reached into her pocket for the gold. She could feel the embossed edges of the sun emblem as she gripped the coins in her hand. Her eyes closed for a moment as the memories flooded back.

      Her father’s face had been tight with anguish when he pressed the coins into her hand and urged her to use the money wisely. Behind him, her mother had sat with a steely gaze, showing no emotion at having just banished her youngest daughter from Faerie.

      The coins were one of the few symbols she held of her people, and though valuable and tainted with grief, she’d held onto them for more than a hundred years. Until now.

      With a deep breath, Aria handed over the coins and took the offered package. She didn’t give the witch a chance to say anything further, just turned and left the small shop with her eyes downcast, glamour firmly back in place.

      The ominous rumble of thunder met her as she stepped back onto the street and a flash of lightning split the sky. Fat, heavy raindrops began to splatter the pavement and within seconds, the rain was teeming down, mercilessly drenching anyone who dared cross its path.

      Aria pulled her hood tightly around her head, but as soon as she moved from the shelter of the building, rain pelted her in the face. She wiped the water from her eyes, but it was a futile exercise. As eager as she was to get home, she just didn’t have the energy to battle the elements, so she followed the surge of pedestrians diving for cover under the metal archways of George’s Street Shopping Arcade, a couple of shops down from the apothecary.

      Men, women, and children huddled at the entrance looking like drowned rats. The rain formed an almost solid wall in front of the arcade opening, and nobody seemed inclined to venture back out.

      Aria huddled back into the crowd and a strange feeling washed over her as she watched the Irish weather in its furious glory. There was an energy to the air that spoke to a primal part of her, the part so intricately linked to the elements. Something like trepidation settled heavily in her gut.

      Feeling stupid for being so edgy, she turned away from the opening and delved further into the arcade. Various smells assaulted her nose: the calming scent of incense, the invigorating aroma of freshly ground coffee. The eclectic mix of boutiques that spanned the small shopping arcade offered a tantalising feast for the senses.

      Aria wove aimlessly between shoppers, keeping her head down. She was so lost in her thoughts that she didn’t see the woman in front of her until they collided, sending the brown paper package flying from her hands.

      Panic rushed through her, but before she could dive for the package, the woman grabbed her wrist. She looked up, prepared to fight, only to find herself staring into eyes so pale they were almost white.

      The woman holding her had short black hair, and aside from the unusual eyes and powerful supernatural aura, she was about as non-descript as they came.

      There was nothing threatening in her expression. In fact, there was nothing in her expression at all, just a blank stare into the distance and the slightest vibration around her eyes that would only be noticed from up close.

      Aria gasped, recognising the telltale signs of a Seer – a gift so rare she’d only ever read about it.

      The woman began to speak in mumbled tongues, her words low and incoherent, but growing more frantic by the second. Aria struggled to free her wrist, terrified the woman might see something that would put her family in danger. The grip was unwavering, however, and passers-by started to cast concerned glances in their direction.

      Suddenly the frantic mumbling stopped and the woman stilled, eyes rolling upwards so that only the whites were visible.

      “It has begun,” the Seer said, words coming on a gasp of breath. “The bloodlines have mixed.”

      A wave of nausea rolled over Aria and the fear she’d felt before paled in comparison to the feeling that enveloped her now. No longer concerned about drawing attention from the humans, she reached deep inside her, preparing to draw on the power of the sun.

      There was nothing.

      The spot deep within her solar plexus that normally pulsed with heat was silent. She could still feel the connection to her element, but it was like a door had been closed, cutting off her access.

      “They are coming,” the Seer continued, oblivious to Aria’s distress. “With her immortality, the fabric weakens. Death. Destruction. Devastation. They bring the end.”

      The woman’s eyes flickered once more and her grip tightened further as she turned sightless eyes towards Aria. “She must not stand alone.”

      With a gasp, the Seer released her hold. Her eyes returned to her normal pale blue as she looked around in confusion before her gaze came to rest on Aria.

      “Oh, I’m sorry.” The woman gave an apologetic smile. “I really should look where I’m going.”

      And with that, she continued past Aria and out into the pouring rain, leaving Aria frozen to the spot with fear as heat pulsed in her chest once more.
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      Phoenix bolted upright with a start. She’d no idea what had woken her, or when she’d fallen asleep for that matter. The last she remembered she’d been sitting by her father’s side diligently watching for any sign of movement from his still form.

      She was still in the stiff-backed wooden chair, arse aching from the hours spent on bed-watch. But the bedroom was dark, and the bed she’d been resting her head on was now empty.

      Dad? Shit!

      Adrenaline shot through her veins and her heart somersaulted. Phoenix jumped to her feet and looked around wildly, not quite sure what she was expecting to see. Was her father lying hurt on the bedroom floor?

      It took a moment for the voices to filter through her groggy consciousness. And another minute before she realised what had woken her from sleep.

      Her mother’s voice was low enough that it should have been inaudible in her exhaustion-induced slumber, but there was something in the tone that spoke to a primal instinct deep within Phoenix. Fear.

      “What if the woman tells someone, Marcus? What if she already has?”

      Phoenix froze, trying to listen past the pounding of her heart. She could hear the soft shushing of her father as he comforted her mother, and for a moment, the relief at hearing his voice overshadowed the tense conversation on the other side of the door. Her knees grew weak.

      “We need to talk to him. He’ll know more,” Marcus said calmly.

      “You’re not well enough –”

      “This is too important to wait.”

      Movement sounded in the hallway beyond the bedroom and any response from her mother was muffled as Phoenix scurried back to her seat by the bed. When the door to the bedroom opened, she forced her face to remain completely blank.

      Aria stood in the doorway, still wearing the jacket she’d had on earlier that day. There was a tightness around her green eyes that was almost imperceptible on her smooth skin and the smile she gave didn’t quite ring true.

      “Phoenix, sweetheart, we need to go out for a little while. Something important has come up.”

      The earlier relief Phoenix felt at hearing her father’s voice disappeared in a flash and suddenly every worst-case scenario was running through her head in giant technicolour.

      “Is Dad –” She choked off, not able to finish her question.

      The door to the bedroom opened wider to reveal Marcus standing at Aria’s shoulder, a wan smile on his sickly pale face. There were dark circles under his eyes, and with his shirt open, Phoenix could clearly see the edges of bandages running across his chest and up the left side of his neck. But he was awake, and he was standing, so she took what little comfort she could from the image.

      “Dad, I’m so sorry.” She heard her voice crack despite her best efforts and stared intently at her hands, gripped firmly together in her lap.

      Marcus moved past Aria and came to kneel in front of Phoenix, lifting her chin so that she’d meet his gentle gaze. “It was an accident, sweetheart. Just an accident.”

      He waited until she nodded a reluctant acceptance of his words before continuing. “Your mother and I need to go out. We won’t be long, but I need you to stay here, okay?”

      Phoenix opened her mouth to ask what was going on, but he just shook his head.

      “It’s nothing for you to worry about, but I need you to stay inside and keep the doors locked.” He gave her a quick kiss on the forehead, and before she could say anything further, he stood and left the room.

      Her mother paused for a moment longer in the doorway, a haunted look in her eyes. That look burned itself into Phoenix’s memory and stayed with her long after her mother had turned and left.
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        * * *

      

      Phoenix paced the length of the kitchen, eyes flicking to the clock on the wall every few seconds.

      Where are they?

      It had been four hours since her parents left and she’d spent the whole time replaying their hushed words in her head. None of what she’d heard made sense. What could be serious enough that it trumped her father’s injuries?

      All attempts to distract herself had failed miserably. Homework had provided a measly five minutes of entertainment before she got fed up. Martial arts practice had fared a little better at thirty minutes, but her heart hadn’t been in it.

      Every once in a while, she’d reach for her phone, only to curse herself as she remembered the battery was fried from her little hormonal outburst. It was no use; she needed to do something useful.

      Her stomach took that opportune moment to start grumbling and she smiled. Food. That’s what she could do to help. She was pretty sure neither of her parents had had time to eat before they left, so the least she could do was have something ready when they came back.

      Eight hours later and Phoenix stared at the now cold dinner laid out on the table, eyes burning with unshed tears. The early morning sunlight streamed in through the kitchen window, casting streaks of red light across the table and coating the uneaten food in an odd, blood-like hue. Through the hours of darkness, hundreds of scenarios had flashed across her mind, and not a single one of them had been comforting. Now, as the daylight spread, lighting the kitchen in its glaring reality, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong.

      She’d promised her dad that she’d stay in the house, but the longer they were gone, the harder it was to sit idly by and wait. If she just slipped into the village, she could find somewhere to buy a new phone and call them, then she would know they were okay. Surely he couldn’t be angry with her for that?

      Eventually, fear of the unknown outweighed her guilt at breaking a promise and Phoenix made the five-mile round trip to the village. Her pocket money stash was severely depleted – as in non-existent – but at least her sim card was now sitting in a functioning phone.

      Every fifteen minutes she made the same call with the same result: no answer.

      By the time dusk fell, the ringtone had become a soundtrack to echo the terror that was settling in the deep, uncomfortable pit of her stomach. But she couldn’t help herself; she just kept pressing the call button. Even though she’d given up on an answer hours ago.

      Darkness brought with it a new fear – fear of herself. Each time the clock in the kitchen passed the hour mark, her anxiety would ratchet up another level, and with it came the heat.

      It started in the palms of her hands. A strange burning sensation that didn’t quite hurt. Then, as her consciousness registered the sensation, her whole body began to tremble and sweat trailed down the back of her neck. She knew this feeling. She’d felt it once before …

      Every time the heat flared within her, images of her father’s injuries would follow. So, she learned to push it back. Slow, controlled breathing helped her to calm her racing heart until eventually the flare-ups reduced and all that was left was the ticking of the clock. Taunting her.

      Morning came, and still her parents hadn’t returned. At some point during the night a cold numbness had settled in, cushioning her from the reality of the empty house. Practical thoughts replaced horror-filled scenarios. A bag now sat at her feet, packed with clothes and uncertainty.

      Phoenix looked at her phone resting on the kitchen table. Silent. She knew what she was supposed to do if something happened to her parents; she’d had it drilled into her from as young as she could remember. Call Darius. Go with him to safety.

      But still she held off making the call.

      If she took that step, it would mean admitting that something was seriously wrong, and her parents weren’t going to walk back through the door any minute. It would also mean entering his world, however temporarily. She loved Darius, and she knew he’d do anything to protect her, but she wasn’t ready to step into the vampire’s lair just yet.

      One more day. She’d wait one more day and then she’d make the call.

      With the decision made, Phoenix looked at the bag resting on the floor. There was something missing. She pushed up from the table and made her way down the hall to her parents’ bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and even in the darkness beyond, she could see the abandoned signs of her bedside vigil. The sight made her breath catch in her throat and for a brief moment the world seemed to spin. When her gaze steadied, she realised her hand was clutching the doorframe and the area surrounding her hand was black and charred.

      She pulled her hand away as if she, and not the doorframe, had been burned. With a deep breath, she moved into the room, blocking out everything except her goal.

      The medallion was resting on the bedside locker where she last saw it. Even in the dim light, the embossed image of the sun was clearly visible – her mother’s family emblem. As she ran the platinum chain through her fingers, she suddenly realised she’d never seen her mother without the medallion. Why had she taken it off now?

      Phoenix bowed her head and slipped the chain around her neck, tucking it under her top. The metal felt warm where it rested against her breast bone, and for a brief moment, she felt comforted.

      Next stop was the wardrobe.

      She had to stretch on her tiptoes to reach the highest shelf, but with a bit of nudging, the long mahogany box came into view. The side of it was carved with beautiful intricate swirls and the Celtic symbols called to her in a way she couldn’t explain.

      Gently, she manoeuvred the box to the edge of the shelf until she could slide it down into her hands. Phoenix didn’t need to open the lid to picture the sword inside. She’d spent many hours sat by her father’s feet as he cleaned the precious metal and had memorised every little detail of the weapon. Her motivation through many training sessions had been to master her art so that he’d teach her how to wield it. Would he ever get the chance now?

      As she rose to leave, one more thing occurred to her. Ignoring the burning in her throat, she reached for another, smaller wooden box that sat at the bottom of the wardrobe. This, too, bore the sun emblem of her mother’s people, and the scent of herbs was strong despite the lid being firmly closed. She prayed to a god she didn’t believe in that she’d never have to use the contents, and left the room to wait.

      Minutes passed, followed by hours; each accentuated by the incessant ticking of the clock. And with the fading light, something inside of Phoenix died.

      Unable to wait any longer, she made the call.

      “Uncle D, I need your help.”
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      6 years later

      

      Phoenix didn’t look back. Not even for a second. She could feel the large, white building looming at her back, its dark windows watching her silently. Many of the occupants were settling down for their daily slumber, satiated from a rich feast of blood. Most of them wouldn’t realise she’d gone. Most of them didn’t even know she’d been there.

      Darius, however, would be watching her closely, waiting for her to change her stubborn mind – his words – and return.

      Instead, she focused her gaze on the tendrils of red seeping into the sky as the sun breached the horizon. The merest hint of light sent tingles across her skin, causing her fingers to twitch. Even in the cold depths of winter, she felt her fae side awaken from its long slumber.

      Phoenix inhaled deeply, relishing the crisp morning air. As she took her first tentative step towards her new life, her hand gripped the money in her pocket. Uncertainty made her stomach churn.

      The keys Darius had given her to the new apartment rested stubbornly on the bedside table where she’d left them. The money had been harder to leave behind. She promised herself she’d pay him back.

      At the end of the winding driveway, large, wrought-iron gates acted as an imposing deterrent to passers-by. Not many people truly knew what lay under the Ambassador’s residence, but some instincts lingered even in the most human of humans; anyone with sense knew to stay away.

      Phoenix didn’t wait to see if the gates would open in acceptance of her decision. With a short sprint, she rebounded off one of the concrete pillars and used her momentum to grab the top of the gate. She swung herself over the barrier and landed with a jarring thud on the other side.

      For a moment everything was silent. Then the subtle creak of metal broke through the stillness as the gates began to open behind her.

      A weight lifted from her shoulders and for the first time that morning, she smiled, giving a small wave to the security cameras behind her. The smile didn’t last though. As she looked at the open fields surrounding her, she suddenly felt lost. Where the hell was she going?

      A loud squawk from a nearby oak tree startled her. She looked up at the tree to find a large crow watching her from a gnarled branch. The bird’s dark feathers formed a kaleidoscope of colours in the morning light and there was something unusual about its beady eyes.

      The bird tilted its head, appearing to assess her for a moment longer before taking flight towards the distant sound of traffic. And with no better plan, Phoenix followed the crow.
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      Phoenix pushed her way through the never-ending sea of bodies and zeroed in on the grey stone building dead ahead. Yet another kamikaze pigeon dive-bombed for her head and she ducked, cursing. She was soaked through with the rain showing no signs of letting up, and she was already so late. Abi was going to kill her.

      The bitter wind stabbed at her, and she longed for the comforts of home – the cosy pub that was her sanctuary as she worked, the easy banter with customers. Being dry.

      She sighed.

      What the hell had she been thinking coming into Dublin, on New Year’s Eve of all days? Sure, Abi’s incessant party planning was getting on her already frazzled nerves, but was this really any better?

      As she neared Connolly Train Station, the crowds grew even thicker. Rowdy cheers and enthusiastic conversations came from the revellers ready to see in the New Year, and it was clear they weren’t the slightest bit deterred by the trusty Irish weather.

      She pushed through the large wooden doors of the station and braced herself for the stench of sweat and stale smoke. Times like this made her grateful that her sense of smell wasn’t quite as heightened as some of the other species of the Lore. It was still enough to make her want to gag, however.

      The telltale signature of the occasional Supe tingled across her skin as she made her way into the building. Some she recognised – vampire or the occasional fae – others were less familiar. None seemed to pay attention to her, but still her senses remained on high alert, waiting for a strange look or a finger pointed in her direction.

      The green digital clock glared accusingly at her from the notice board, as if she needed a reminder of just how late she was. This would be a great time to be able to teleport, she thought, jumping in line for the ticket turnstile.

      Not that she’d use the power if she could.

      Her phone buzzed insistently in the pocket of her leather trousers, and her stomach flipped. Was it Abi calling to see where the hell she was?

      She pulled the phone out as the queue inched painfully along, apology already on the tip of her tongue. But it wasn’t Abi’s name that flashed up at her from the screen. It was Darius’s.

      Her relief was followed by a twinge of guilt, but she pointedly ignored it as she answered the call. “Uncle D.”

      She covered her free ear in an attempt to block out the surrounding noise and shuffled another inch forward in the line.

      “Did I catch you at a bad time? I wanted to wish you a happy birthday.”

      Phoenix smiled as a warmth filled her chest. Darius wasn’t really her uncle. He wasn’t even related to her by blood. But he never failed to remember all her important milestones – even the ones she was trying to forget.

      “No, you’re fine. I’m just trying to get home before Abi hands me my arse on a plate for being late to my own party.”

      “It’s nice that she wants to celebrate your birthday.”

      She gave a non-committal grunt. “Are we still good for dinner on Thursday?”

      “Of course. I’ve gotten us a reservation at that new Italian restaurant. The table’s booked for nine.”

      Phoenix whistled low to herself. From what she’d heard, it was almost impossible to get a reservation at Bella’s. Even with Darius’s vast connections, it was impressive he’d managed.

      “Nine is good for me.”

      “Perfect, I’ll send a car for you at –”

      “No, no, there’s no need. I’ll meet you there,” she said, quick to cut him off before he could latch onto that idea too firmly.

      “Now, Phoenix, don’t be silly.”

      “Honestly, Uncle D. It’ll be easier if I meet you there. Look, I gotta go –”

      “Phoenix.” The concern in his voice stopped her in her tracks. “How are you feeling?”

      She chewed her lip and debated lying. But she didn’t want to lie to Darius. And besides, he knew her too well. “I don’t know …” she admitted finally. “I’m not even sure what I expect to feel. Maybe nothing will happen.”

      “I know this is hard for you, but you can’t bury your head in the sand.”

      Funny because that’s exactly what she planned on doing.

      As if reading her mind, Darius’s voice turned firm, a now far too familiar impatience evident in his tone. “Your mother settled into her immortality at twenty-five. It stands to reason you will too.”

      “We don’t know that.”

      “No, we don’t. With your unique nature we don’t know anything for sure, but ignoring it won’t make it go away either.”

      Her hand clenched around the phone and she closed her eyes. A pounding headache was forming behind her eyes, and she wanted nothing more than to go home and get into bed, pretend none of this was happening.

      A burst of static sounded from the intercom, followed by a tinny voice announcing the arrival of her train. She sucked in a breath and pushed all the worry back down deep inside to be dealt with later.

      “My train’s here, Uncle D. I’ll see you on Thursday.” Without giving him a chance to respond, she hung up.

      Feeling more than a little guilty, she headed for the waiting train. She was so lost in her thoughts that she hardly noticed the solid brick of a man barrelling towards her until he ploughed straight into her. The force sent her stumbling onto her arse on the cold ground, and she watched in shock as the man’s back faded into the distance.

      A rough hand appeared before her face, and she looked up to find herself staring into the rich, brown eyes of another man. Every muscle in his body appeared poised for pursuit, but his gaze was fixed on her. Supernatural energy thrummed from him, and it was enough to send sparks of electricity skittering across her skin.

      Phoenix backed away from the offered assistance and stumbled, not so gracefully, to her feet. The man regarded her with an odd expression and ran a hand through his dark, tousled hair.

      A sudden yell came from the direction the first man had fled. It shattered the tension between them, and with what she could have sworn was reluctance, the man before her disappeared into the crowd.

      Phoenix stared at the empty space where he’d been, heart racing. The pounding in her head grew stronger and, for a moment, her vision blurred. She clenched her fists and willed her stupid heart to calm, but her hands started to tremble and heat built in her right palm.

      Fear washed over her at that familiar heat, and she scrunched her eyes closed.

      Please don’t let me lose control. Not here.

      Her fae powers had become increasingly unpredictable of late; any form of stress acted as a potential trigger. With no control over her power and no one to ask, she clung to the only thing she knew how to do. With slow, controlled breaths, she pushed the energy to that place at the centre of her core and locked it firmly away.

      Eventually, the heat receded, and her heart slowed its frantic pace. The pounding headache, however, grew worse as she turned to see the train pull away from the platform, and a large crow with strange red eyes watching her from the electricity mast.
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      The party was in full swing by the time Phoenix arrived at the pub, drenched to the bone and far past fashionably late. Music was blasting out of the old-style jukebox, thumping in time to her headache, while the band set up in the corner. The lights were low and the drinks were flowing freely. A comforting sense of home welcomed her as the door closed with a thud, shutting out the miserable night.

      A scan of the pub found Abi at her usual spot behind the bar. Phoenix made a beeline in her direction, more than prepared to grovel if necessary.

      “Abi, I’m so sorry. I honestly didn’t mean to be so late. I missed the train and …”

      Abi glared at her, hands on her hips, lips pursed.

      Phoenix’s heart dropped, and she said the only thing she could, “I’m sorry for being an ungrateful bitch.”

      Her friend glared for a moment longer before her face finally softened. Abi’s blue eyes sparkled with a hint of laughter as she took in Phoenix’s dishevelled appearance. “I’ll get you a drink.”

      Just like that, she was forgiven, and for the first time all day, she felt a bit lighter. She gave Abi a grateful smile and slipped behind the bar to make her way upstairs to the apartment they shared.

      Turning twenty-five wasn’t a big deal, she told herself firmly as she headed to her room to get cleaned up. Given her hybrid nature, there was every chance she’d keep ageing as normal and nothing would have to change. Darius was overreacting.

      Anyway, even if she did follow in her mother’s footsteps, it didn’t mean she’d have to leave any time soon … Did it?
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        * * *

      

      “… Five, four, three, two, one!”

      Just as the clock struck midnight and the crowd around her cheered at the top of their lungs, the room began to swim and Phoenix’s vision blurred. A violent shudder ran down her spine and her hands gripped the edge of the bar, knuckles turning white.

      A mere second and the moment passed. Everything came back into sharp focus and Abi’s voice reverberated loudly in her ear.

      “Happy birthday!”

      Phoenix shook her head, trying to get her bearings. She returned Abi’s embrace and let her friend’s ever-contagious enthusiasm wash over her as she pushed back the sense of unease. It was just the drink, that’s all.

      One arm still locked around her waist, Abi swayed along with the crowd of people, singing a very out of tune “Auld Lang Syne”. Phoenix dutifully followed suit, but the sense of unease refused to leave her.

      The crowd broke into a rowdy rendition of “The Fields of Athenry”, and Phoenix extricated herself from her friend’s grip to slip away in search of a strong drink. She grabbed an empty glass and made her way to the bar to fetch a fresh bottle.

      You can’t have a celebration without rum. And that’s what this is, isn’t it? A celebration.

      Pouring a generous measure, she took a breath and knocked it back straight. She waited a moment, expecting the room to spin, or some sign the drink was going to her head.

      Nothing happened.

      Her vision didn’t blur, and the room didn’t spin. She tried another large gulp straight from the bottle.

      Nothing.

      With a sigh, she poured more rum into her glass and topped it with a wedge of lime. Who was she kidding? Her metabolism was far too accelerated for the alcohol to affect her. Maybe she was coming down with the flu. Sure, human diseases didn’t normally affect her, but it was possible. All these crazy super bugs going around, who knew?

      Clutching the glass, her free hand played with the platinum medallion hanging from her neck. The hard, embossed edges of the sun pressed into the palm of her hand. Her mother’s emblem. One of the only things she had left of her.

      She’d never thought of asking her mother what it would feel like when her immortality kicked in. She’d always assumed her parents would be with her when the time came.

      Her father had been in his thirties when he was turned into a vampire and became immortal. Sure, he had to die for it to happen, but who says her fae side would be more dominant anyway? Just because the fae reached their immortality at twenty-five, didn’t mean she would. Maybe she’d need to die before it happened, like her father. Hell, maybe a hybrid wouldn’t even become immortal at all …

      Looking around, her chest swelled with an over-whelming sense of gratitude for the life she’d built. Abi had saved her by giving her this job, a place to stay, and a way to escape the Lore. She couldn’t ever imagine leaving it behind. But how many years would she have before people noticed she wasn’t aging? How long would it take before Abi asked questions she couldn’t answer? How long before she would have to say goodbye?

      No sooner had the thought formed in her head than a shudder ran through her and her vision turned black. The glass slipped from her grasp and smashed to pieces on the tiled floor.
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      “You don’t scream for me anymore.”

      Il Maestro pondered this, tilting his head as he looked at the frail figures curled up on the hard stone floor. A chain made with thick iron links swung lazily in his left hand as he licked the blood from the fingers of his right.

      The smaller of the two forms tensed, no doubt anticipating the inevitable blow. The larger form remained still, unmoving, as it had for a long time now.

      “It’s started already, you know,” Il Maestro continued, pacing slowly around the small, dank cell, in no hurry to make use of the heavy chain. “I felt it as soon as the clock struck midnight. The shift.

      “All those years waiting patiently. It will be worth it when the prophecy is fulfilled and I take my rightful place at their side. We will hide in the shadows no more.”

      He stopped pacing and stared at the torches that lined the wall, their flames flickering hungrily in the dark.

      “At least she’ll know her life meant something in the end. That must make you proud.”

      Lifting his arm high, he let the chain fly and felt the satisfying crunch of bone beneath the iron.

      Again, his arm raised.

      “Let’s see if we can make you scream, shall we?”
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        * * *

      

      The tightness in his shoulders had eased significantly by the time he left the chamber. Blood splatter covered the front of his black Armani suit and he made a mental note to get it dry cleaned as he settled behind the large mahogany desk in his office and dabbed the blood with an embroidered handkerchief.

      “You called for me, Il Maestro?”

      Il Maestro looked up at the dark-haired vampire before him. Even compared to his own impressive height, Raphael was tall. The broad expanse of muscle only served to heighten his intimidating aura; a useful quality to have as head of security.

      “I want a full debriefing on the status of all outstanding projects at midnight tonight.”

      “Yes, Il Maestro.” Raphael stood straight with his hands clasped behind his back, a not-so-subtle military air to his posture.

      “How are the new recruits coming along?”

      “The wolves are reacting well to the new formula. Their aggression has increased significantly but with fewer obedience issues.”

      Il Maestro nodded, pleased with this development. The mangy dogs had been the most difficult to control. As much as he enjoyed their viciousness – it took very little for them to tear each other’s throats out – discipline was paramount.

      “Good, it’s time we start escalating our preparations. We need to be ready.”

      He reached for the crystal decanter on his desk and poured a generous measure of the rich, golden liquid into a glass. “Arrange a meeting with the witches and get the newest batch of wolves ready for a field test.”

      With a swift nod, Raphael turned on his heel and left the office.

      The tingling anticipation was starting to build now that preparations were

      
    

  

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/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/logomakr-29ggqu-300dpi.jpg






OEBPS/images/themidnighttrilogyebooksize.jpg
v‘I‘v R T S

L M HATCHELL Y

\\

IDNIGHT

- TRILOGY





