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        Emotions run amok at Westwood Academy when a healer and an earth witch crash together.

      

      

      

      Jade Montrose was just an average earth witch living her average life until she arrived at Westwood Academy. Everything changes when she and her roommates discover a magical conspiracy involving The Council of Covens. Now it’s up to Jade and her friends to figure out a way to stop it.

      Time for this easygoing earth witch to grow something besides plants—like a spine.

      

      After an injury sends her to the infirmary, Jade finds herself irresistibly drawn to student healer, Arlo Glenn. But why would the smoldering blond wizard be attracted to a curvy earth witch? What she needs is a healthy dose of self-esteem to change her outlook. Is Arlo willing to help with that?

      

      Welcome to Westwood Academy. Forget what you know and let your magic run wild.
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      One year earlier…

      

      “Are you serious?” Leanna Stolbright gritted her teeth as she waited for the headmistress of Westwood Academy to confirm her next assignment.

      How had she sunk so low?

      Talent scouts in the magical world were once revered, and the top schools and covens sought the most gifted. Supernatural families had once hired witches and wizards with her gifts to assess the abilities of their offspring, offering a king’s ransom for their service, especially should their predictions offer favorable outcomes. Appearance was everything to those who could afford it—but that was all in the past.

      Now, Leanna’s job comprised of finding students with magical potential to attend Westwood Academy. Once upon a time, she’d brought great talent in, believing she was truly making a difference.

      Just recently, she’d discovered a water witch living as a normal with the potential to control oceans. Another win, she’d found a direct heir of Constance Fortescue—the last true air witch. Not to mention hunting down a powerful fire witch with the potential to destroy whole cities with just a zap.

      Those were the witches Westwood Academy needed. The kind who would bring prestige, representing the academy as they went off to join their respective covens. Some people did not take kindly to the emphasis Westwood placed on elementals. But Leanna did not agree with them.

      Everyone had a use, a purpose. Oh, she did not believe in the corrupt vision of her boss, Headmistress Armstrong. But she knew better than to challenge her openly. This last lapse in the older woman’s judgment was just one more nail in her professional coffin, as far as Leanna was concerned. The Council of Covens could not ignore the fact the old witch was squandering her talents, wasting them on fools’ errands.

      “Of course, I am quite serious, Stolbright. Why would I be joking about this?”

      Leanna gritted her teeth. She had to keep cool. After all, she did not want to give away her true feelings.

      Not yet.

      “Forgive me, but a pigpen? How is that beneficial to our cause, headmistress?”

      Silence fell in the office as the headmistress ceased perusing the files on her desk. The flames of the several candles on the side table stopped crackling. The fan stopped whirring. Even the clock seemed to stop its incessant ticking in the wake of the headmistress’ displeasure.

      Leanna gulped.

      “Excuse me?” Headmistress Armstrong’s lips formed a hard line as she glared at Leanna.

      “Apologies, I only meant, er, nothing. My apologies,” Stolbright wisely replied.

      She knew better than to use insensitive jargon in front of the ex-professor. Helga Armstrong was nothing if not politically correct. She abhorred even an inkling of judgment when it came to her students. Sure, they called each other names like airheads and treaders, but the staff and faculty did no such thing. Headmistress Armstrong did not tolerate disrespect of any kind.

      “Pigpen is a derogatory term, and I will not have my people using it. Understood?” she said calmly and waited for Stolbright’s nod of assent.

      “Good,” she continued. “Earth witches are vital to our world, Miss Stolbright, as they are to all magic.”

      “But a hand delivered message? Why bother? Her family is magical. They will know what to do when they receive the invitation⁠—”

      “Be that as it may, I gave you an order and expect it to be fulfilled. Deliver the acceptance letter in person, Miss Stolbright. That is all.”

      “Yes, Headmistress.”

      Leanna took the silver envelope bearing the emblem of Westwood Academy and left the headmistress’ office. She took her oath to perform her duties to the best of her ability seriously. Even if she did not agree it was necessary to perform them. If Armstrong wanted her to hand deliver an acceptance letter to some silly little pigpen, then she would do just that.

      The trip to Cape Mystic, New Jersey, a small suburban town right on the Atlantic Ocean, took only minutes, using hidden portals that very few magicals had access to. Leanna arrived on the street where the Montrose family home sat dead center at precisely half past six.

      It was an ordinary colonial with cream-colored siding and a front door painted robin’s egg blue. The wraparound porch held matching rocking chairs, dozens of planters, and a couple of pairs of gardening shoes on a rubber mat. Next to that was a bucket with a couple of muddy hand trowels, pruning shears, and the like.

      Typical.

      The second daughter was the only earth witch in residence, but as with others of this element, Leanna expected the entire family had an affinity for gardening and growing things.

      Completely useless, save for produce stores.

      She sneered at the thought.

      The scents of dinner cooking filtered onto the street and Leanna barely gained control over the frown on her face. This family was abysmal. They were just so very ordinary. Leanna wondered how anyone inside that house could be so important.

      Witches or not, judging from the meatloaf and roasted potato dinner they were about to have, this family had little to no real power. Leanna failed to see what was so special about this family at all.

      More importantly, what could Armstrong possibly want with their youngest daughter?

      Even her name made Leanna roll her eyes.

      Jade Montrose.

      Oh, please.

      But it did not matter what she thought. Stolbright was there on Armstrong’s order, and like it or not, she would hand deliver the acceptance letter. She raised her hand and knocked, waiting impatiently for someone to come. The breeze stirred, and Stolbright sneezed.

      Fantastic.

      Huge ceramic planters dripping evening primrose sat on the porch. The fragrant blossom had medicinal purposes, she knew, but to Leanna, it only brought misery in the shape of an allergic reaction.

      The night blooming blossoms exuded a pollen that simply did not agree with her.

      What was taking so long?

      She needed to leave before the hives started to spread across her skin. Already, her arms itched. She knocked again.

      “Hurry up,” Stolbright muttered.

      “Coming,” someone shouted from inside.

      Leanna rolled her eyes, standing straight when the click of the knob turning sounded loudly. A young woman, maybe twenty, opened the door, her curly hair was a frizzy mess on top of her head and there were streaks of mud on her cheeks.

      “Hello!” the witch announced cheerfully. “Can I help you?”

      Leanna was about to say something rude about doubting the young woman could help anyone—she could not even keep her face clean—but then her senses tingled. It was that same power that told her when someone had excellent untapped potential. She might not know how or what an earth witch could do, but there was no doubt about it.

      The girl’s aura began to tremble and grow, taking on a greenish glow so bright it hurt Leanna’s eyes. She really had to learn to stop questioning Headmistress Armstrong. The old witch was never wrong about anyone. Made her wonder why she even kept Leanna on the payroll.

      “Are you Jade Montrose?” she asked curiously.

      “Yes, that’s me. Should I get my mother?”

      “Unnecessary. This is for you, Miss Montrose,” Leanna said, handing her the thick envelope before she pivoted on her heeled boot and walked away.

      “But what is it?” Jade asked after her.

      Leanna did not pause. She knew better than to explain. Besides, she needed to get away from that house and its poisonous plants, and fast. The earth witch had something special about her after all, and shocking as that was, Leanna had done her duty.

      Envelope delivered.

      She was not required to read the damn thing to the witch. Miss Montrose sure was tenacious, though. She followed Leanna right up to the gate.

      “But wait a second⁠—”

      “No,” Leanna stated, walking away without looking back. She uttered one last thing before she left.

      “Welcome to Westwood Academy, Jade Montrose.”
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      “I’m telling you, Rio, he’s driving me bonkers,” I grumbled.

      It had been days since I had a little unfortunate accident during my Earthquake Anatomy final.

      Fine.

      It was all my fault.

      I kinda sorta maybe created a mini earthquake in the Tellus Coven Amphitheatre.

      As if that wasn’t bad enough, Emma Jacobs, a super obnoxious classmate of mine, pretended to be in dire need of help to get some boy’s attention. In my haste to get to her, I dropped a huge piece of granite on my foot, fracturing the dang thing and forcing me to see one of our student healers.

      “Arlo Glenn is a menace,” I grumbled.

      I scrolled through my tablet, deleting the seven—I counted them again, and, yep, there were 1,2,3,4,5,6,7—alerts I’d gotten today alone about missing my follow-up visit.

      What did the man want from my life?

      It wasn’t like I had nothing else to do.

      “He’s just doing his job,” Rio offered.

      “Yeah, right. He’s practically stalking me!”

      With summer classes having already started, I had little time for anything but work. Lucky me, to have been selected to attend Westwood Academy, one of the premier schools for advanced witchcraft specializing in elemental studies. Plus, it was one of those magical schools with year long offerings insofar as courses and seminars.

      Not everyone did that, and honestly, I hated school, so I was in kind of a rush to finish. My fellow 563W roomies and I decided to tough it out, staying over the summer. We were hoping to find some answers to a slew of increasingly disturbing facts we’d discovered by accident over the past few months.

      To put it simply, we were anything but the average group of witches. Unlike our peers, ours was the only dorm room housing witches from various elemental covens. It was tremulous at first, but I knew we were destined to be besties the first time I set eyes on the lot of us on the bus to the portal in Cape Mystic.

      “Awwww, someone has a crush!”

      My blue-haired bestie was a water witch and a lousy singer, but that did not stop her from teasing me in a sing-song voice. Ever since she got mated to her big, scary, hulking boyfriend, she’d been determined to pair everyone up.

      “A crush? Ha! He wishes,” I grunted.

      I pretended to be repulsed, even though I felt my cheeks grow warm. My derisive grunt wasn’t nearly as impressive as Rio’s mate’s growl, but oh well. That was to be expected. The man was a kraken shifter and a sentinel—one of the deadly warriors contracted to protect Westwood.

      Was it so obvious I had a major crush on Arlo Glenn?

      The wizard was almost finished with school and would soon be an official licensed healer. He’d already finished human med school, and was a licensed Medical Doctor in the normal world, but magical doctors were required to take extra classes and Westwood had one of the best programs in the country, making it not only highly sought after, but super competitive as well.

      So, what did that mean for me?

      Easy peasy.

      I was completely out of my league when it came to the blond-haired hottie.

      And worse, I knew it.

      I looked down at my curvy figure in the simple peasant dress I wore with my gardening apron tied over it—yep, I forgot to hang it up in Greenhouse Twelve, again. I heaved a big sigh. I was a hopeless mess, and unlikely to change. Definitely not the right fit for a rising healer. A wizard like Arlo Glenn would need a certain kind of female on his arm. Someone with something more than I had to offer.

      What a depressing thought.

      “Jade, you are positively green, girl. What is wrong with you?” Rio asked, feeling my forehead with a cool hand.

      “What? Oh, nothing,” I mumbled and placed the kettle on the burner.

      Whenever I was in a sour mood, I brewed a pot of my mother’s special blend. There was nothing a good cuppa tea couldn’t solve. At least, that’s what Mom and Nan both preached, and it was what they’d taught me, my sister, Nessa, and my brother, Abel.

      Tea was everything to a Montrose. In fact, it was our biggest seller at the farmer’s markets where we sold the produce we grew at Montrose Farms, along with homemade baked goods, jams, jellies, organically sourced honey, and our own herbal tea blends.

      I was the only actual earth witch in the family, but the entire Montrose clan had a general affinity for growing things. My magic was just amped up, and a little more in tune with the OG Goddess, Mother Earth, herself.

      “Seriously. Talk to me, Jade,” the water witch insisted.

      I appreciated her. Really, I did. It wasn’t too long ago that Rio was first introduced to the magical world, and I had oodles of respect for the way she handled it all.

      I don’t know what I would have done in her place. Magic was not new to me. I’d been born into a magical family. Had huge family annals with histories of my early ancestors. We boasted six earth witches in my family tree, dating back to the first Witch Crusades in 654 AD.

      My mother and father were a typical class C witch and wizard couple. Nothing too crazy about their powers, though Mom favored gardening. In magic, balance was a must, and many witches and wizards kept gardens on hand to give back to the universe.

      It was from both sides of the family I got my elemental powers. Nessa, my older sister, and Abel, my younger brother, were both average practitioners. Neither had been invited to Westwood to study.

      Feather in my cap?

      Heck yeah.

      It was tough being the middle child—even for witches. Especially with the two of them being tall and willowy, and exceptionally good looking, like Mom. I received Dad’s genes; that meant short and rotund.

      Sigh.

      I was the only Montrose in a hundred years to receive such distinction, and it was a total mystery to most why I had been given this opportunity. Typical middle child crap again. I already established I was not the prettiest, but it should be noted I was also NOT the smartest out of my siblings.

      Plain Jane, er, Jade, that was me. Abel had earned an advanced degree in supernatural environmental engineering from Palmer’s School of Occult Technology when he was just sixteen. Nessa earned her first certification as an award-winning class 6 herb grower—the top commendation a witch could receive when growing ingredients for potions—around the same time Abel earned his degree.

      They were doing amazing things, and here I was, an actual elemental earth witch, and all I’d done was get into school. Oh yeah, I also passed out now and then, and I got stuck under a pile of rocks.

      Fan-freaking-tastic.

      “Nothin’ to talk about. Really, I’m good, Rio. Want some tea?” I asked, offering her a small smile.

      “Oooh, is it that lavender and green tea blend?” she asked, and her eyes sparkled like seawater.

      “Yep,” I replied.

      “Score! Yes, please,” she said, and practically hummed with joy.

      Gosh, Rio was pretty. Tone deaf, but pretty. Her hair had turned bright blue, along with her eyes, when she came into her power. It seemed like every day new threads of aqua showed up as she learned to control her element.

      Maia, our resident air witch, was much the same, only her hair had turned a silvery platinum color along with her increased magical prowess. Tana was a natural redhead, and as the fire witch got better at her craft, her own mop of flame colored waves brightened.

      I was the only one who wouldn’t receive a cool supernatural makeover. Brown was brown, and I’d always had brown hair. My eyes were okay, though. They were a pale amber color that looked great in the sunlight. I didn’t mind them so much. Of course, being five foot nothing and weighing in at a buck seventy-five meant I had other things to worry about. Like the fact my ass was bigger than I’d care to admit, and chub-rub was truly hard on the thighs in summer.

      Oh well.

      Food and playing in dirt were my two favorite things. Not very glamorous, but that was okay. I had no illusions about myself, and I was typically happy as a clam—whatever that meant.

      I mean, were clams all that happy?

      Who knew?

      Maybe Rio would⁠—

      Anyway—where was I?

      The scent of my mother’s lavender tea filled the small kitchen area as I poured the boiling water into the pot to let it steep. Rio clapped her hands excitedly and my magic swirled around me, reacting to her happiness. That was something I was used to.

      I liked being happy.

      Who didn’t?

      As I poured tea into two mismatched mugs, Rio grabbed some cookies out of the tin on the counter and joined me at the small table. I wondered where Magnus was but appreciated the time with her alone. Her mate was kinda big and growly. Polite, for sure, but he made me a little self-conscious, being a tall, muscular shifter, and a sentinel to boot.

      “Mmm, this smells great,” Rio said, and I had to agree.

      “Nobody makes tea blends like Mom.”

      I sniffed the aroma drifting from the cup, closing my eyes to fully indulge in the experience. Tea had medicinal properties, but one of the most overlooked came from the ritual of preparing the tea. Another was the joyful anticipation and mental preparation of that very first sip.

      I was halfway to mine when someone knocked on the door, disrupting my little ritual. The sharp rap rap rap was followed by a very familiar, very pissed off masculine voice on the other side of the portal.

      Double crap.

      “Miss Montrose? I know you’re inside there. You missed another appointment,” the male grumbled and knocked again—louder.

      “Oh my gawd, Jade! You do have a stalker,” Rio whispered, her blue eyes wide with mischief.

      “Are you kidding me? Can you not take a hint?” I yelled, jumping up from my seat.

      I yanked the door open before he could knock again, seriously miffed he’d interrupted teatime. This was my rest and rejuvenation time, for Pete’s sake. I stood there, mouth hanging open. I was just so mad.

      Fine. I admit, I might have been momentarily stunned by the sheer perfection that was Arlo Glenn.

      Holy Goddess.

      He was hot.

      Like super smokin’ red hot kinda hot.

      Blond hair, deliciously mussed, brushed across his forehead. It was almost long enough to cover his emerald eyes. Almost, but not quite.

      Thank the Goddess.

      I mean, I kinda have a thing for the color green—hello, earth witch over here.

      “What are you doing here?” I demanded, remembering my outrage at what amounted to him basically stalking me to my dorm room.

      “You missed your last three appointments, Miss Montrose.”

      “So? Judging from your bedside manner at my other appointments, I doubt it mattered to you.”

      “You think this is personal?” he asked, a look of bewilderment crossing his handsome movie star face.

      “Just saying didn’t think you cared,” I replied, rolling my eyes.

      Arlo, the hot boy healer, cleared his throat. He seemed at a loss for words for like half a millisecond.

      Good.

      Gave me time to ogle him.

      Fodder for my spank bank.

      What?

      Girls had those too. As my sister Nessa always says, if you denyin’ then you lyin’. Either that or you don’t know what you’re missing (insert winky face here).

      “Professor Payne does not like incomplete charts, Miss Montrose, and since this is the last class I need to finish before I am a fully licensed healer, I can’t afford to allow you to play around with your health.”

      “Ah, now it makes sense. You’re here for you, not me. Gotcha,” I muttered, ignoring the hurt his words surprisingly caused.

      “Yes. I am here for me, Miss Montrose. But I am also here for you. May I?” Arlo nodded his head, indicating he would like to come inside.

      I exhaled deeply and stepped aside, allowing him entry.

      “We were just about to have some tea. Would you like some?” I offered. Good manners were ingrained in my very soul. There was no way I could ask him in and not ask him to join us. I turned to see Rio was practically gleeful as she watched him take a seat at our tiny table.

      Geez.

      He was big.

      Like BIG big.

      Bigger than I realized, but maybe that was because I was surrounded by the hulking shifter males mated to my best friends most of the time. Even Maia’s boyfriend, who was a mage and not a shifter, was tall and well built.

      Looking at Arlo, he would more than fit the mold. Handsome, long, and lean, but muscular too, judging from his broad shoulders and impressive pecs showing through his tight t-shirt. He was built like a rodeo cowboy.

      Pretty face, athletic body, and smart as a whip—basically, he was everything I wasn’t. Not that I wasn’t bright. I mean, I passed, but I was not all that into my studies. I enjoyed growing things.

      I was good at it.

      Sue me.

      Fact was, Arlo Glenn was my polar opposite. He probably dated girls who looked like waifs. Tiny, pretty, petite things, whose clothes wouldn’t fit on one of my pinkies. I had nothing against skinny girls, it’s just that I would never be one. Kind of limited my prospects, romantically speaking. I waited for him to answer, fully expecting him to turn me down.

      “Tea would be great, thank you,” he returned, his eyes focused on me.

      “Oh. Okaaayyy,” I muttered my reply.

      Walking slowly on my booted foot to get another mug out of the cabinet, I was keenly aware of him watching me. I hated the stupid thing. It was clunky and uncomfortable, but at least I could remove it when I showered.

      I’d been wearing the healing boot for a couple of weeks now, after the hard cast had come off. It was light, if bulky, and I hated wearing it. The dumb thing made my other foot cramp as I tried to compensate for the uneven height.

      “You’re favoring your uninjured leg,” he murmured.

      “She’s been doing that,” Rio added. “I told her to use a roller to stretch it out.”

      “Good advice. It happens more often than not in these cases where one foot or ankle has been injured. The cast or support boot creates an imbalance, and the patient unknowingly causes injury to the healed appendage by favoring it,” he told my roommate, his smile warm and open for her.

      Figured.

      Rio was so very, very pretty. Men loved talking to her. Not that I was a dog or anything, but Arlo had never even bothered to look at me the couple of times we actually spoke. Mostly, he barked orders and ignored everything I said.

      Typical hot boy wizard.

      “Have a cookie,” Rio said, handing Arlo the tin.

      I expected him to refuse since he was always talking about healthy habits whenever I was around. Maybe that was just a dig at me though, cause he took a couple of iced lemon shortbreads with no qualms. Huffing out an annoyed breath, I poured his tea and placed it in front of him.

      He was still chatting with Rio, animatedly at that, and I felt ten times more annoyed than usual.

      Why the heck should I care if he was flashing his pearly whites and laughing charmingly at something Rio said?

      She was a great girl. Vibrant and funny. Only natural he’d like her. Of course, she was mated to a big ass kraken shifter who’d likely squash Arlo if he saw him flirting with his girl.

      Good.

      Now, why did I think that horrible thought?

      I gasped as hot liquid ran off the counter, hitting the floor and splashing onto my ankles.

      “You all right?” Arlo was suddenly right beside me, grabbing the tea towel from my hand and sopping up the scalding liquid.

      “Yeah, fine. Sorry,” I mumbled, taking the wet rag from his hand, and tossing it on the floor to sop up the liquid.

      “I’ve got it, Jade. You sit,” he said, placing his hand on my shoulder.

      I had to squeeze my eyes tight lest he see the helpless longing in them. He just called me Jade. My heart was threatening to pump right out of my chest. Usually, it was Miss Montrose. But right now, it was Jade, and he was cleaning up the mess I’d made without complaints.

      I took his full teacup and placed it on the table as he finished mopping up the spill. Without asking, he tossed the wet towel into the sink, rinsed it, and hung it over the faucet to dry.

      I was so busy staring, I did not see Rio gesturing wildly at me. She had to pull a lock of my hair for me to look at her, and when I did, I could not believe my eyes. The usually sophisticated water witch was shimmying and shaking her boobs and hips like a crazy person.

      “Girl, your man is domesticated. YASSSS! Get it! Get it!” Rio mouthed the words rather than say them.

      Thank the Goddess.

      I could have died right there. One, he was not my man. Two, he really was domesticated. Three, I’d never been more turned on than when he touched my shoulder and said he got it—wait, I don’t think that was how the counting thing was supposed to work.

      Oh well.

      Another Jade-ism.

      I guess I should probably admit the real reason I’d been avoiding my follow-up appointments at the clinic, even if just to myself. The truth was horribly embarrassing, but maybe once I said it, it would go away.

      Okay, well, here goes nothing.

      I was in total lust with Arlo Glenn, and apart from an obligatory checkup, the man didn’t know I existed.

      Squeak.
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      The week passed by in a rush of warm weather, crazy thunderstorms at the south end of campus, and a wonderful crop of cherry tomatoes from my window boxes I was in the process of canning. I’d been banned from taking Earthquake Anatomy II, but I had other courses for my summer semester and was looking forward to completing them.

      My parents sent a care package that had only just arrived, knowing my penchant for canning. They sent me a brand new pressure canner with a set of sparkling stainless steel tools to help speed up the process. They meant well. I know they did, but I preferred older methods.

      There was something deliciously therapeutic about doing things the tried-and-true way. Although, I was probably being silly. Old methods were notoriously unsafe, and people often got poisoned from bad canning.

      Crap.

      Maybe the new pot was worth a second look.

      “Whatcha doing?” Tana asked, coming into the kitchen with Brandon on her heels.

      “Morning. Just canning some tomatoes,” I muttered, reading the instructions on the pressure cooker.

      “Yuck. Why?”

      “Tomatoes are an entirely underrated fruit,” I replied, miffed at her derisive frown.

      “Not for me. I can’t underrate them enough. Anyway, we are off,” she told me, waving goodbye.

      Ugh.

      Typical fussy eater.

      Brandon and Tana were spending every available moment helping her train to control her magic. We all knew there was something funky going on in the magical world, but that didn’t mean we could stop our day-to-day activities. Learning to control our powers and hone our talents was crucial for elemental witches, and I had to admit my roommates were lucky they’d found mates who were supportive and downright helpful.

      Brandon was a dragon—the guy was fireproof. Tana could not hurt him if she tried. Rio had Magnus, a kraken shifter who was as comfortable in her element as I was playing in the dirt. Enok was a mage, forced to relearn magic since his was stolen in a situation eerily similar to what Maia had faced from her own family. Each of my roommates, aside from Enid, had found the perfect partner.

      I envied them, even as I plugged in my new gadget. I’d send my mom a few jars of tomatoes once I finished as a thank you. Everything went smoothly for the first hour or so. I had a dozen pint-sized jars finished. The kitchen smelled sweet and bright—like a ripe cherry tomato should smell.

      I was just finishing the last batch when something went wrong. Seconds before I realized what was happening, Enid walked into the kitchen.

      “Hi Jade,” she said, her lavender eyes kind and soft as she smiled at me.

      “Enid!” I yelled when the sound of electrical clicking reached my ears.

      I had only a moment to decide, and it was a no-brainer for me. Instead of ducking for cover, I vaulted over the table, tackling my roommate to the floor as the pressure cooker exploded. Scalding water, boiling tomatoes, and shards of glass erupted from the thing like bullets from an assault weapon.

      I took the brunt of it, feeling the boiling contents and bits of broken glass burn my skin and slice through the cotton t-shirt I wore, hurting my back and neck.

      Someone was screaming, and it took a second before I realized it was me.

      I hated burns. To me, there was no worse injury. My skin felt as if it was on literal fire. The glass cutting me so deeply in some places it was all I could do to not reach back and pull it out, but I knew that would be worse.

      “Oh gods, Jade! You’re gonna be all right!” Enid shouted, crawling out from beneath my body.

      I couldn’t move. The pain was growing by the second, as only burns did.

      Dammit.

      I hated burns.

      Did I say that already?

      Crap, I would have to go to the infirmary where a certain snarky healer worked.

      What would he think of me now?

      I couldn’t let him see me injured like this again. He would think I was the weakest witch ever.

      Wait—what did I care what he thought?

      Oh my Goddess, I was delirious!

      Breathing was an effort, and I decided to concentrate on that for a while. It would save me from worrying over things I could not change. One, I was prone to accidents. Two, Arlo Glenn was never gonna like me.

      Look at me, counting.

      I was so proud I almost laughed, but it came out like a whimper. Enid was scrambling for her phone; I heard her tapping the screen and pictured her longish nails moving gracefully across it.

      I was not graceful, but she sure was.

      “Hello, yes this is room 563W, send someone quick, there’s been an accident,” Enid’s voice reached me, and I wanted to tell her not to call the infirmary. I’d be fine. There was burn cream in the bathroom, but the only thing that came out was one word I never meant to whisper.

      “Arlo,” I said.

      “What Jade? Arlo? Oh, okay, send Arlo Glenn!” Enid told whomever she was speaking to.

      My heart pounded, and I grimaced at the mess up. All I’d wanted was to can my crop of tomatoes. It was Saturday. No rush, no fuss. I didn’t have big plans like Tana, Rio, and Maia. I was just a simple earth witch wanting to live my best life.

      And here I was, covered in burns and glass, likely bleeding all over the floor.

      I was finally getting out of the boot on my foot this week, but would now have to contend with a whole new slew of injuries. Worst of all, he would know all about it.

      Oh well, Arlo Glenn to the rescue again, I thought before passing out.
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        * * *

      

      “There you are,” a familiar voice whispered, and I winced at the bright light shining in my eyes. “No concussion. That’s good.”

      I blinked slowly, aware that I was face down on a clean, semi-hard surface. My muscles tensed as I tried to turn to sit up, but a firm hand held me down.

      “No moving, Jade. You’ll undo all my hard work,” he murmured, and I frowned.

      Gods forbid I messed up his work.

      “Enid?” I asked, ignoring that petty part of me, and focusing on something else.

      “Not a scratch. You took the full force of the explosion. Want to tell me what happened?”

      “Not really,” I muttered, closing my eyes so he wouldn’t see the tears in them.

      “Do you feel any pain?” he asked, blond brows furrowed.

      He looked concerned, worried even. But maybe that was pity on his handsome mien.

      Damn, would that suck.

      As much as I wanted to dislike him, I could not help how I felt about the wizard. Arlo Glenn was ridiculously cute, and really good at what he did.

      “No. No more pain. Just humiliated,” I said, opting for truth.

      “Humiliated? What on earth for?” He looked truly baffled, and I barked out a short laugh.

      Was he for real?

      “I don’t know, for a million things. That’s just me, though, always tripping up.”

      “Jade—”

      “Crap, I’m sorry. I would blame narcotics, but they don’t work on me, anyway.”

      “They don’t?”

      “Nope. Earth witch thing. I can metabolize right through anything with an organic origin.”

      “That’s really interesting,” he said, and I could tell he meant it. “Why don’t you tell me what happened today?”

      “For your chart?”

      “Yeah, sure,” he replied, and picked up his tablet.

      “Well, my parents sent me a pressure cooker. Now, I know I should never touch those things, but my folks swear by them. My parents are always trying to get me to use modern tech to work my craft, like they use on our family farm. But I’m an old school earth witch. Modern and me don’t really mesh,” I mumbled and moved one shoulder, wincing as I did.

      “I see,” he said, tucking my hair behind my ear in a gesture that made the breath catch in my throat. “You know, there’s nothing wrong with explaining to your parents that you prefer to do things your own way, Jade.”

      “I know, I just hate to disappoint them, and I don’t want to seem ungrateful. Understanding my element is difficult for them. They love gardening and nature, but I connect to all that on a different level. Canning is a delicate process, and they know I spend a lot of time in the summer doing that. They just wanted to help, I’m sure,” I said, willing myself to shut up.

      My magic was not exactly exciting. It wasn’t fire or water. I could not fly. I was boring. And I was embarrassing myself even more, but I felt so relaxed and calm. Still, it was unlike me to talk so openly with someone—especially hot boy healer.

      “I understand what that’s like,” he replied.

      “You do?”

      “Sure. My parents didn’t want me to go into healing. Dad’s a lawyer, Mom too. They have a firm with branches in both the human and supernatural worlds. My brothers are both lawyers, and I’m the black sheep.”

      “Yeah, but everyone wants their son to be a doctor,” I replied, totally shocked at this peek into his private life.

      “Not my parents. They don’t understand why I would want to deal with all the gruesome gore of medicine, as they put it,” he said with a grin.

      “Oh,” I said quietly, wincing as I shrugged.

      “Sore?”

      “Yeah, feels like it’s pulling a bit when I move.”

      “I had to use stitches in some places where the glass went deep. There will be no scarring, though,” he told me.

      “Oh. How did you manage that?”

      “It’s a specialty of mine, actually. I’ve sort of created a rapid healing salve that minimizes scar tissue,” he mumbled and avoided my eyes as if his accomplishments embarrassed him.

      Strange.

      I’d thought he was something of a bragger. Most boys were in my experience. Especially when they accomplished something so obviously brag-worthy. But Arlo Glenn was not like most boys.

      Mysterious.

      Smart.

      Sexy wizard.

      “Wow, that sounds incredible. What did you use?”

      “Um, a mixture of your typical herbal remedies. Eucalyptus, aloe, feverfew, rosemary, garlic, St. John’s Wort, tea, and lavender, to name a few⁠—”

      “Sounds delicious,” I whispered, baiting him.

      Arlo barked out a quick laugh, then gasped as his shocked eyes held mine. Like the sound surprised him too. Must have been the injury making me bold, but I had to admit I liked the way his cheeks went ruddy under my mild teasing.

      He always looked so serious, but I supposed no one wanted a healer who told jokes and took things lightly. I wondered if he smiled enough, and suddenly, I very much wanted to be the one to make him smile.

      “Yes, well, it’s not perfect yet. I can’t find a way to stop the pain for longer than a few hours at most without the use of other drugs or potions⁠—”

      “That’s still amazing.”

      “Thank you, Jade,” he murmured, and his green gaze warmed as he watched me.

      “You’re welcome.”

      My reply was lame, but I wasn’t exactly operating on a full tank. My body was healing, I could feel it like magic, my skin weaving together under Arlo’s salve. There was pain beneath the numbness, but I felt nothing but his eyes on me.

      Why was he watching me so intently?

      I had no idea, but I heated under that stare, desperate to break the spell he seemed to be weaving on my body and mind, I cleared my throat again.

      “When can I leave?” I asked.

      “Anxious to run away again, sweet Jade?”

      “What?” I asked, certain I’d misheard him.

      But he was already backing away from the bed, reading my chart as if we hadn’t just been chatting like old friends. I understood a moment later when someone in a lab coat walked in.

      “Mr. Glenn, patient update, please,” the older wizard said.

      The badge on his lab coat said Professor Robert Boreas, and I recognized the name from the plaque outside the infirmary. This was the head of the healing program at Westwood Academy. Arlo must have been very advanced in his studies to be allowed to practice the healing arts on students, and to have the head of his department checking on him.

      I barely listened as Arlo ran off a list of my injuries and his treatments. I’d noticed he did not mention his salve, but I figured I would ask about that later. Assuming I would be speaking to him later. He did tend to hunt down his patients when they missed follow-up appointments. They finished their chat, and I closed my eyes, pretending I’d dozed off.

      “I’ll be back later to check on you,” Arlo whispered, tucking me in and closing the curtain around my bed to offer me some privacy.

      It was a sweet gesture, and once again I was utterly baffled by the man’s treatment of me. Anyway, I must have actually fallen asleep because I woke up a while later to someone poking me on the shoulder, way too close to one of my cuts.

      “Ouch!” I yelled.

      “Good, you’re alive,” the snarky voice replied. “No way I wanna deal with those witches you room with if you died here.”

      I blinked and turned my head, trying my best not to move my back. I recognized the dark-haired female.

      “Mabe?”

      “What of it, pigpen?”

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, watching her warily as she pushed a wheelchair over to the bed. I realized she was attired in her favorite color, black, but she was wearing scrubs.

      “Are you studying to be a healer?”

      “As if,” she grumbled. “No. But unlike you, princess, I have to work to be here.”

      “What?”

      “I can’t afford the Academy’s tuition. I don’t have rich parents doting on me. But it’s either here to learn to control my magic or end up at the end of some hunter’s sword. Screw all that. Professor Armstrong offered me a shot at a work-study program. So, here I am.”

      I gulped, swallowing down that huge information dump Mabe just piled on me.

      I mean, how often had this witch actually told anyone anything about her?

      Her dark eyes seemed rimmed in crimson, and she rolled them as she gestured for me to hurry up.

      “Let’s go. I have to turn over this room and you’ve been discharged already.”

      “What?”

      “Move. Your. Ass. I have work to do.”

      The sounds of the suddenly busy infirmary seemed to finally get through to me and I sat up slowly. My back didn’t hurt, and I gasped, turning around to look in the small mirror over the sink in the corner. I peeked through the hospital gown I still wore. No blood seeped through my bandages.

      “Good, now come on. I’ll bring you back to your room.”

      “Okay,” I said, standing up slowly, only to sit back down in the wheelchair.

      Mabe was clearly in a rush, and I guess I was well enough to leave. I didn’t see Arlo and there was nothing for me to sign, so we just left.

      And that was when I realized I’d made a huge mistake.
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      “This isn’t the way to the dorms.”

      Maybe I wasn’t paying attention because I was moping over Arlo not coming to see me off. Maybe I was still woozy from the whole my kitchen just blew up thing. I don’t know. But by the time I realized something was not adding up, Mabe had taken a sharp corner at the end of another hallway.

      Yes, she’d gone in the general direction of my dorm room, but instead of taking the elevator up, she’d gone down—like way down. In fact, I didn’t even realize there were sub-basement levels accessible through the dorm elevators.

      Some subspecies of magical fungi required delicate underground climates in order to grow. I’d had a class last year that focused on such conditions and spent a whole lot more time than I’d have liked on the third sub-basement level of Greenhouse Twelve at the southeast end of campus. But this wasn’t Fungi Growth & Development, and Mabe was not an earth witch.

      “Where are you taking me?” I demanded with more vigor.

      “Hold on,” she mumbled, and I noted her skin started to glow with runes as she whispered a chant.

      “Mabe? Stop right now.

      Oh my Goddess!”

      I bit back a scream, certain she was going to get us killed crashing into the brick wall at the end of the old, abandoned hall. But instead, the wall gave way, and I found myself in an old room that had been fixed up with a string of lights and a small cot.

      Heart pounding, I jumped out of the wheelchair, mindful of the stretching pain of the stitches in my back. A suitcase sat on the floor, books, shoes, and a half a bottle of soda on the floor next to an unopened packet of crackers. I’d never seen such a pitiful looking room.

      “Just take it easy,” Mabe said, and I noticed her eyes glowing red around the rims.

      “What is this, Mabe?”

      “Look, I was supposed to room with you in 563W, but I took off that first day, remember?”

      “Of course I remember, but why did you kidnap me⁠—”

      “Oh please, you’re a little old for kidnapping,” she scoffed, and I hated to admit, she was right.

      “Mabe,” I said, clearing my throat and careful not to step too close to whatever was skittering in the corner of the room. “Why did you bring me here?”

      The slender witch closed her eyes and puffed out a breath. I could tell she hated the idea of revealing whatever deep, dark secrets she had that led her to take me from the infirmary, but it was clear she wasn’t going to hurt me.

      At least, not yet.

      “What I told you about Professor Armstrong inviting me to participate in a work-study program here at Westwood is true, but I didn’t mention why.”

      “Okay, so tell me,” I said, encouraging her.

      I don’t know why I wasn’t more worried about my safety, but from the look on Mabe’s pale face, that witch looked more desperate than I had ever seen. She was thinner than last time and had a haunted look in her eyes.

      “What do you know about what is happening to magic?”

      “How do you mean?” I asked.

      “It’s disappearing. I mean, we always knew there was a finite amount, but it was constantly being recycled, replenished, reused whether by descendants of the first user, or taken back into the cosmos and sent here again.”

      “What, um, what are you saying?” I asked nervously.

      “I’m saying something is very wrong with magic, and it’s having a really bad effect on me,” she whispered.

      Her gaze darted down, and I noticed rune-like tattoos circling her wrists. She rubbed them, as though they itched, and the shapes took on a strange fiery glow. I gulped, unsure what they meant, but I was almost certain it wasn’t good.

      “Mabe? Why are your eyes glowing like that? And what the heck is up with your teeth?”

      “Fuck, I’m starving. Shit! Jade, stay back!”

      I screeched as I walked backward to get away from Mabe. Suddenly, someone burst through the same magical portal disguised as a doorway and a pair of enormous hands grabbed my waist. I yelped just as Arlo Glenn moved in front of me, for some reason my instincts seemed broken around him. I trusted the big wizard in a way I’d never trusted anyone.

      Like when I was a kid and used to believe my Dad hung the moon. It was that kind of naïve trust that could lead to disaster, but nothing was going to make me move from my position, glued to his back the way I was.

      Nothing simple, at any rate.

      “Stay behind me,” he ordered, and I was too stunned to argue. “What the hell, Mabe? I told you I would talk to her. Have you eaten today?”

      “Shit. No. I couldn’t find the t-time,” she stuttered, and I could see her shaking limbs. She looked bad.

      “I’m sorry, Arlo, but they were discharging her, and I needed to reach out before she joined her roommates. They hate me!”

      “All right, hang on. Here, I brought you this,” the big blond wizard grunted, hefting a bag from his pocket.

      “Is that blood?” I asked, completely horrified by what I was about to witness.

      “Promise you won’t tell,” Arlo said, his eyes begging me to understand.

      I did not know what was happening, but as Mabe moaned, clutching her stomach in pain, I knew something was very wrong with the witch.

      “It’s blood. The reduction of magic in the world has taken a heavy toll on her, Jade.” he said, inching forward, careful not to touch Mabe’s suddenly long, black claws.

      The witch grabbed the plastic bag, puncturing it with her pointy teeth, fangs, I supposed was a better term, just before she slurped the contents down. A small trickle of crimson dribbled down Mabe’s chin, her black eyes were big, rimmed in red, but she did not cease her drinking—not even as I crumpled to the floor, my name on Arlo’s lips like a faraway scream.

      “Jade!”

      I guess I was more injured than I thought.
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      I snuggled deeper into the warm, hard pillow cushioning my face. This was much better than the stiff bed I’d woken up on in the infirmary earlier that day. The steady beating beneath the soft white material had me stilling.

      Do pillows typically have a heartbeat?

      A nice, rock steady heartbeat that pulled at my own heartstrings and made me feel snuggly warm and secure?

      I hoped so, but I really didn’t think so. Not like I did this sort of thing all the time. And by this sort of thing, I mean snuggle up to a strange, warm, pulsating pillow. It smelled good too. Like peppermint leaves and lemon scented breezes. I knew instinctively this was no pillow—which meant I’d have to move, and soon.

      Sigh.

      “We have to stop meeting like this,” Arlo murmured as I opened one eye to check if I was dreaming.

      Nope.

      Not dreaming.

      I was definitely on top of the sexy, hot boy healer, Arlo Glenn. The back of my hospital gown was open, and he was using a cloth to apply salve to my wounds as I lay across his lap. I was so embarrassed I could have died, but even as I made to get off him, crushing him no doubt with my chubby butt, he held me firmly against him.

      “You tore two stitches crumpling to the floor like that, Jade. Don’t. You. Move. A. Muscle. Doctor’s orders,” he growled, and the timber of his voice had me warming in the oddest of places.

      That, coupled with the tingling sensation of his very capable, long fingers smoothing salve on my back, and I was damn near purring in his lap like an overgrown kitten. My mind replayed the events leading up to me passing out and him rescuing me—again, and I frowned. He seemed to be taking care of Mabe, and if they were together, I had no business being on his lap like this.

      “Can I sit up?”

      “Do you really want to?” he countered.

      Not really.

      Wait.

      Did I say that aloud?

      Oh my Goddess, I really should not say that out loud.

      Like, ever.

      Judging from the look on his perfect face, I’d kept my lips zipped. Good on me for not blabbing. I cleared my throat and tried to look like I was totally fine waking up pressed against some sexy as sin body.

      Sure, I did that all the time.

      Riigghhht.

      “Um. What?”

      “Here, Let me help,” he grumbled, tying the string at my back, and closing the hospital gown before allowing me to sit up. My panty-clad butt was still in his lap, but that seemed as far as Arlo Glenn was willing to let me go.

      “Where’s Mabe?”

      “She’d gone too long without feeding, I’m afraid, and made a bit of a mess. She’s in the shower.”

      I heard it then, the sound of water coming from behind a door off to the left of the strange little room. I tucked my hair behind my ears, trying not to think of the disastrous state of my curly locks. Okay, so Mabe was in the shower, I was in Arlo’s lap, and the three of us were in some strange dungeon room.

      “She was trying to explain something to me,” I began, and Arlo cocked his head to the side.

      “You really care, don’t you? About everyone, regardless of what they’ve done or how they’ve acted in the past,” he said, like it was a fact he’d read somewhere.

      “Of course, I care. Mabe is a person, a witch, like me. Just because we grew up differently does not make her any more or less important than I am,” I said without preamble.

      “You know, I’ve never met anyone like you, Jade Montrose,” he said, brushing his fingers down the side of my face.

      I froze, unsure what I should do. If he was dating Mabe, this was highly inappropriate.

      If he wasn’t, then what was he doing in her private room?

      And why was he feeding her?

      And why was she drinking blood?

      So many unanswered questions, but just then I couldn’t lend a voice to any of them. All I could feel was his warmth seeping into my skin. All I could see were his green eyes, blazing like emeralds in the dimly lit room.

      At that moment, I wanted him to kiss me.

      He was so close I could count his thick eyelashes if I tried.

      Was there ever a boy with better features than Arlo Glenn?

      How could he be blond and have such thick black lashes?

      He was gorgeous.

      Sexy.

      Hot.

      Like totally out of my league cute.

      Even so, I really did not want to move off him. I should. I really, really should. But I didn’t want to.

      “You know, at first it was just your looks, but now it’s this incredible honesty about you drawing me in. It’s so damn attractive, Jade, I can hardly resist you.”

      “Me?” I squeaked.

      That was a first.

      When had a boy, any boy, ever had a difficult time resisting my chubby butt?

      “Yeah, you. You’ve got these incredible eyes the color of warm honey. Wild, curly hair I’m dying to get my hands on, and this body, fuck, Jade, your body is so damn perfect. Not to mention the fact you smell like apple pie, and that is my absolute favorite dessert.”

      “It is?”

      “Oh yeah, Jade. It is,” he whispered, mere centimeters from my lips.

      Was this really happening?

      Was handsome healer Arlo Glenn really confessing he liked me?

      Like, really liked me.

      No way.

      Things like that did not happen to me. I was plain Jade. The little earth witch everyone kinda overlooked. It was okay. I was used to it.

      “I want to kiss you, Jade. Will you let me?” he asked, but all I could do was stare.

      As if he could feel me wavering, Arlo cupped his hand around the back of my neck and pulled me in closer. I was frozen in his emerald stare, half afraid he would kiss me, half afraid he wouldn’t. He moved closer, giving me ample time to push off him, but I didn’t. I wanted him too much, was far too curious to deny this, deny him.

      This is it.

      It’s finally happening.

      I felt near hysterics. Everything I’d ever wanted since I met the guy was finally happening. But it could also spell disaster.

      What if he was dating Mabe?

      Was this when the witch would walk back in and tear my throat out with her fangs?

      Would she want revenge for my moving in on her man?

      Heck, I did not think Arlo was the type of guy to two-time a girl, but what did I know besides how good he felt pressed up against me?

      The seconds ticked, and he remained a hair’s breadth from my mouth, waiting for a signal from me to continue.

      I considered moving, but only briefly. After all, Mabe did not come tearing out of the bathroom with murderous intent. Arlo did not pull back and tell me he was only kidding.

      Nope, none of that happened.

      Instead, I found myself nodding. A smile graced Arlo’s perfectly symmetrical mouth for a single, beautiful instant before his lips touched

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/witches-of-westwood-academy-books-final-for-relaunch-2026-book-4-copy.jpg
WITCHES OF WESTWO ACADEMY







OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Earth Witch – C.D Gorri
        
          		
            Earth Witch
          


          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Blood Witch – C.D. Gorri
        
          		
            Blood Witch
          


          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Spirit Witch – C.D. Gorri
        
          		
            Copyright
          


          		
            Spirit Witch
          


          		
            Prologue
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Uncle Uzzi’s Date to Mate
      


      		
        Meet the Motley Crewd Shifters!
      


      		
        Beware… Here Be Dragons!
      


      		
        Also by C.D Gorri
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by C.D Gorri


      		About the Author


    


  


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.
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