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        For Mom,

        who taught me what it means

        to be an Eternal Mother.

        I miss you.

      

      

      

      
        
        Sylvia Lynn Balding

        1951 - 2025

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Message from the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      A decade ago, I published this debut as Gemini by Dylan Quinn. The decision to change my pen name is mostly practical, as when I got onto Apple Books to see what my profile provided, the first thing that came up was from a man who wrote books about a dog. Anyway, now with a more fitting title for a retelling of the Eve and Adam lore, Overture of Eden and Ash is truly the story of my heart. The first time, hardly anybody read it because I still didn’t believe my voice mattered. Since then, I’ve learned that and so much more, especially this one simple truth…

      Only love can truly save the world (thanks, Wonder Woman).

      As modern women, Eternal Mother may be a part of our identity, but it’s not all that we are. For every woman who wants it all – an epic love story with a fated mate, a family, adventure, and a career that you kick ass at and truly love, all while maintaining an identity of your own, this series is for you.

      XO,

      Dylan, she/her

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            From the Book of Raziel

          

          Summer Solstice, date unknown

        

      

    

    
      “1Let it be writ on this day, the Twin Souls of Genesis have sacrificed their Eternal Union to replenish the Tree of Souls, thus enacting the Gemini Doctrine. 2Each millennium henceforth, Caiah, the Eternal Mother, shall forgo her sovereignty and be reborn to earth. With this sacrificial act, so shall the Twin Souls reunite in her twenty-first year, initiating the Gemini Convergence. 3If by the following Winter Solstice the Twin Souls complete the Convergence, so shall their Eternal Union be bound. Or else the Gemini Doctrine shall be dissolved henceforth, their Eternal Union irrevocably severed, and the Tree of Souls shall cease its rejuvenation evermore.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          CADE

        

      

    

    
      A hauntingly beautiful voice lingers in the air while I stand in the foyer of a Chicago lounge, gazing at my Gemini’s photo through a glass display.

      "Are you ready?" Raz's urging interrupts my scattered thoughts.

      Hands in my pockets, I exhale. "As ready as I can be."

      Raz braces my shoulder, and my tension eases.

      Turning to face my oldest friend, I find him offering a slight smile with his usual air of confidence.

      He certainly has more than me today.

      "Cade, my friend." His tone exudes calm authority. "As they say these days, you've got this.”

      Raz always knows how to settle my nerves. It can't have anything to do with his gifts of manipulating emotion. With a clap on my shoulder, he ushers me down the dimly lit hallway towards the entrance of the lounge where my soulmate performs for a 21st century audience.

      Zoe's melodic musings grow louder the further inside I venture, sending a rush of something vaguely familiar surging through me. A warmth I've missed for years. Even after all this time, my heart still leaps at the sound.

      Each incarnation, a prodigious musical talent follows Zoe without fail, and she returns to me just as she’d left.

      Breathtakingly beautiful.

      I wait just feet from the entryway and take a final moment to right my thoughts before seeing her.

      Only twenty-one years have passed since we last said goodbye, but even in the scope of thousands, twenty-one is too many.

      "Cade." Raz's voice stills my focus. He nods towards the entrance, encouraging me on. As my faithful companion during each of Zoe’s incarnations, only Raz understands what’s truly at stake.

      Inhaling deeply, I nod, offering an illusion of certainty, which is the best I can hope for today considering the circumstances.

      Although she and I have spent lifetimes together, Zoe will not remember me. She should know that I’m coming had her guardian prepared her properly, but she wouldn’t recognize me as the man she’s spent thousands of years loving.

      I am simply another stranger she has no reason to trust.

      And from the little I understand about this new millennia in the human realm, that may not bode well for her and I moving forward. So, I can only hope her Eternal promise that she will always choose us stands true.

      Inhaling a breath, I move past Raz into the hazy bar.

      In that moment, everything disappears save for an illuminating light directed towards the stage. Nothing exists besides the vision of my Gemini propped up on a wooden barstool with an acoustic guitar in her hands.

      Zoe is just as I remember.

      Flowing dark hair hangs low down her back, and loose curls sweep across her shoulder. Her high cheekbones glow while she sings into a microphone and strums the strings of her guitar.

      A luminous aura surrounds her. Glimmering hues of violet with iridescent hints of every other color imaginable light up the room, encircling her like a halo.

      As her Gemini, only I can see her color. It’s a gift I’ve missed desperately.

      Appreciating her light, my breath catches as I revel in her radiance after so many years apart. Her aura reveals the unmarred innocence of her soul that conceals lifetimes of memories temporarily hidden from her consciousness.

      Leaning against the doorframe, I push my hands inside my pockets and wait for her to open her eyes. To finally see me after all this time.

      She may not recognize me, but she will see my color, that unbeknownst to her, is the same as her own. Conviction is all that I have; faith that my presence will provoke a sense of familiarity. That somewhere inside her, hushed memories will break free from their slumber, waking the impression she’s professed I have left upon her soul.

      Zoe stops playing then, and silence falls across the room.

      The audience begins to applaud, and the smile I’ve missed desperately appears. A moment passes, and her gaze crosses the room before locking onto mine. Her eyes grow wide with curiosity as she skims her lower lip with her teeth.

      In that moment, my pulse races as thousands of years of memories fill my mind. Thankfully, the uncomfortable thudding of my heart passes. Though only slightly, it’s enough to segue into exhilarated anticipation, bearing witness as my Gemini’s soul sees me for the first time, just as she’s done so many times before.

      While watching Zoe from across the crowded room, I return her inquisitive gaze with an expression I can only hope conveys all the love I hold in my heart. And even though she cannot hear my words in her mind as our souls have not yet Converged, I cannot help but whisper what I’ve longed to say from the day we said goodbye.

      “I adore you, Caiah.” I nod slowly. “See you soon.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          ZOE

        

      

    

    
      “Damn.”

      Did I say that out loud?

      A dark, sexy stranger standing just inside the doorway steals my focus—and my breath—the second his gaze captures mine. Well over six feet, his muscular silhouette stirs butterflies in my belly.

      Nearly blinded, I raise a hand to my forehead, hoping for a better view of his iridescent aura, illuminating in a way only I can see.

      Genesis blood courses through his veins. And he has a Gemini. Or rather, a soulmate, as humans like to call them.

      As the matchmaker for our bloodline, I match soulmates by the colors of their auras. My guardian, Sophie, said because I was the original Gemini and the first Twin Soul, only I can see their colors. Making me the Eternal Cosmic Cupid.

      All that random trivia disappears as our eyes lock, and his gaze pierces my soul. A second later, my wrist starts tingling, and my feet slip from their perch, nearly causing me to drop my favorite acoustic.

      "Zoe?" My bestie and bandmate, Phoebe Kincaid, appears beside me. Leaning down, her honey-blonde hair spills over her shoulder as she peels the Fender from my grip.

      Chewing on my lip, I analyze the stranger’s aura until my attention is diverted to the Genesis birthmark on my left wrist that has strangely come to life. I glance down to see if it’s actually on fire but notice my ring now playing some weird trick. It’s literally glowing.

      What the hell?

      I’m crashing out.

      The Ring of Caiah, as Sophie called it, apparently belonged to my mother, who died when I was born. Sophie gave me the ring on my eighteenth birthday. She said it would lead me to my Gemini, although she never said how.

      Thankfully, nobody else in the room seems to notice the crazy light beaming from my hand. Disaster averted. Good. I have enough on my mind tonight.

      Somewhere in the crowded bar, a talent scout from Infinity Records is listening. Waiting to see me.

      My advisor at Northwestern set up a meeting with the record label tonight, and now I’m spiraling, wondering if this will be when my life changes forever—when this cursed day loses the stigma it’s carried the past three years.

      Today is my birthday. My twenty-first, in fact. Any normal girl would be bouncing off the walls, flirting with the college guys who frequent the club on Navy Pier. Though none of that matters because I’m anything but normal.

      Sure, this particular birthday makes me a little happy. Finally legal, I won't have to make up some basic excuse when a hot guy offers to buy me a drink. Unfortunately, this day is also a yearly reminder of everyone who left me.

      Especially Dae, the boy I thought was my Gemini.

      “Zoe?” Phoebe interrupts my self-pity. “You okay?”

      "Yeah, I think so." I drag myself up from the barstool and inspect my ring, which is still glowing and now warming my finger.

      At Sophie’s strict instruction, I put on the heavy platinum band three years ago, but it’s never done this before. For reasons I can’t explain, the princess-cut, black gem is shimmering with an iridescent light of its own.

      “Okay, sis.” Phoebe tugs at my elbow. “Let’s go.”

      As she leads me offstage, the sexy stranger’s illuminating aura recaptures my gaze.

      He’s standing unwavering in the doorway with an adorable grin still etched across his face.

      Ooh, dimple.

      “I need some air,” I mumble. With an awkward wave to the crowd, I push past Phoebe and dart off stage. Lost in my brain fog, my heels betray me when I cross the threshold, and I trip down two steps leading to the dressing room backstage.

      Phoebe reaches out to catch me, but misses, and lands on the wooden floor beside me.

      We look at each other, and both start laughing.

      "I seriously think I broke my ass.” I roll around and lift my back up off the floor. “What the hell is wrong with me?"

      The heat in my cheeks returns as I glance back towards the door, thinking of the enigmatic aura that has me shook.

      And let’s not forget that dimple.

      Phoebe gracefully rises to her feet. Once steady, she reaches down to grab my hands but stops short, drawing back like I’ve shocked her. "What's with your ring?"

      "I don't know.” I spin the band around my left ring finger. “It's never done this before. It just lit up after that guy–wait." My gaze darts to her wide, blue eyes. "You see that?"

      "See what?" She narrows her eyes. In less than a second, they grow wider than mine as her mouth pops open. "Holy crap." In a whirlwind of motion, Phoebe pulls me to my feet and then drags me to the door. "Where is he?" Her excitement is palpable. After a minute, she points at a table near the stage. "There."

      My heart pounds as I grip the wooden door frame and covertly peek around the corner. Not far from our shameless stares, he’s sitting beside a reserved table.

      Mine.

      Did I mention he’s beautiful beyond words?

      Dark chocolate hair sweeps just above his eyebrows. I can't see his eyes from this angle, but he has a strong jaw with stubble in all the right places. Something about him is calling to me. Like gravity. I want—no, I need—to get closer.

      Absentmindedly, my feet shuffle towards him.

      "Is he?" Phoebe's voice is barely a whisper, like she’s about to say a bad word. “The one?” She nudges my shoulder. “Is he your⁠—”

      “Hundred percent not.”

      I pull from the trance I was in and lean against the door frame, crossing my arms over my chest.

      “Could he really be my Gemini?” My ring is glowing and warm. Is this how the ring leads me to him? I–wait.

      His aura is the same color as my ring’s. Gemini share colors. Of course, I can’t see my own…

      “Shit.”

      Like his ears are burning, he turns around. That precious dimple sinks deep into his cheek, and his eyes… gods, they're intense. And so pretty, they practically light up as he tips his head to the side then uncrosses his arms, revealing a broad, muscular chest.

      Totally fangirling for a minute, I hold my breath and stare.

      Seemingly unfazed, he just nods and mouths my name. “Zoe.”

      If I didn’t know any better, I could swear I heard his voice in my head.

      Can this night get any more bizarre?

      "Yum." Phoebe nudges me. "That man is all kinds of hot." She moves closer and whispers, "Happy Birthday."

      Sophie said this would happen, but why tonight? The universe sure has a shit sense of humor.

      There’s a talent scout out there right now, and the last thing I need is a bout of supernatural déjà vu—even if it does come with a sweet snack I can’t stop drooling over.

      No.

      It has taken me three years to emotionally recover from Dae, and I’m not about to go back there. Sophie and Dae’s rejection cured me of wanting anything to do with my Genesis blood or the duties I’d supposedly inherited, although Sophie refused to even tell me what those were. “In due time,” is all she’d ever say.

      Turning eighteen sucked, and so far, twenty-one isn’t faring much better.

      The only mother I’d ever known ditched me, and my heart was broken by my… well, by a guy I thought was my Gemini, despite Sophie’s insistence that he wasn’t.

      But all the signs were there, like his aura and the birthmark on his wrist. The timing of his arrival. Our instant connection. Hell, even Dae thought we were Gemini until he and Sophie just randomly disappeared.

      After being abandoned twice, I lost all sense of trust—mostly, in myself.

      Sophie told me trusting my instincts was crucial, but I’d been so wrong about Dae.

      After a year or so, I settled into college at Northwestern. Met Dr. Lucci, my adviser, and then my Genesis friends slash family slash bandmates. Not long after, the manager here at the lounge took a chance on me, and my tragic existence turned into something epic.

      I fell in love with music. With performing.

      I found myself.

      Releasing a breath, I huff backstage then sit on the wooden bench in front of the practice piano. Without thinking, my fingers press the keys, and I start playing some haunting melody that’s been lingering in my head all day.

      "I know what you’re thinking," Phoebe says as she sits beside me. "But it’s been three years. You have to let him go. Look at what’s in front of you. Or rather, who’s waiting for you.”

      Despite Phoebe’s blind faith in Sophie’s fairytales, I can’t fault my bestie. She means everything to me. We grew up together in a foster home, and when our foster demon, I mean foster dad, went crazy and lit his house on fire, Sophie kept Phoebe close so I wouldn’t lose my best friend.

      When we were kids, we’d sit for hours, enthralled by Sophie’s stories. I even daydreamed of my happily ever after… until Dae left. After that, I shoved it all into my Never Going to Happen box and moved on with my life.

      But not Phoebe. She always held hope. Conviction is her fatal flaw, but I won’t let it be mine.

      Despite Phoebe not being of Genesis blood like the rest of our small circle of friends, she means more to me than anyone. She’s human in every way, but still the most beautiful person I know. And an Empath, according to Sophie. Probably why she can still calm my nerves with her angelic smile.

      “Ugh.” I rub at my temples that start thumping the moment the melody fades from my mind.

      All the unintentional reminiscing is giving me a migraine. Literally. I push back on the bench, cover my forehead with my arms, and lean onto the keys of the piano, causing a dissonant chord that only makes my head hurt worse.

      “It’s all going to be okay. I’m sure of it." Phoebe rubs my neck. Her cool hands feel fabulous on my flushed skin. And while she doesn’t really understand my reluctance to accept my so-called destiny, her voice soothes my nerves, nonetheless.

      Phoebe is my ride or die. I never could have survived my childhood or the foster demon’s wrath without her.

      Sitting up, my gaze absentmindedly moves to my arms, and I stare at the scars my childhood left behind. They seem more visible today. It isn’t like I haven’t tried to forget my shitty past, but the scars are a constant reminder of the ghosts still haunting me. And on this night, every damned year, it all seems more vividly painful.

      Sophie’s abandonment still stings, and Dae’s words still hang in the air: “I’m not the one for you.”

      He promised we’d be together for Eternity until he met me on my birthday, spoke those six ruinous words, then left me alone in Central Park.

      Shattered.

      Something inside me died that day, and a wall hard as steel grew around my heart.

      Dae promised he’d always be there for me.

      He lied.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          ZOE

        

      

    

    
      "Happy Birthday." Remie and Rainah Samuels chime in unison as I stumble backstage.

      “You okay?” Remie reaches for my shoulders to steady me.

      I nod.

      “You’re a hot mess tonight, Zo.” Remie’s twin sister, Rainah, seems amused.

      Although they’re twins, they look nothing alike. Remie has much darker skin, hair, and eyes, while Rainah has lighter skin with fire-engine red hair. I can maybe see a resemblance, but twins was hard for me to accept when I first met them.

      “Yeah, thanks for that.” I don’t even try hiding my eyeroll that she knows I mean with the deepest sincerity.

      We just finished our last set, and I can’t be more relieved to escape the sexy stranger’s unwavering gaze. As Rainah pointed out, he is, in fact, turning me into a wreck.

      “Finally legal.” Our drummer, Micah Peters, struts in holding out a shot. He pushes the drink in my direction, wiggling his fingers around the glass.

      "What is it?" I wrinkle my nose.

      Micah arches a single eyebrow. Cocking his head to the side, he flips his messy chestnut brown hair out of his blue eyes. "Don’t trust me?”

      "No.” Phoebe grabs my arm before dragging me out of the dressing room.

      Micah just shrugs, toasting his glass to me before tossing back the shot.

      Phoebe leads me into the crowded room past his table, then we find two empty stools at the bar—far from his gravitational pull.

      "There's the birthday girl.” Vex Tucker, one of our summer bartenders, greets me from behind the bar. As he glances over my shoulder, his slate eyes flicker red, so quickly, I almost miss it.

      “You okay, Vex?” I narrow my eyes.

      “Never better.” Grinning, he hands me a wine glass. “Happy birthday.”

      I take the wine and nod before downing the drink. Mmm. Moscato. Phoebe knows me so well.

      "Thanks." I set the glass in front of him. "Another, please."

      “I’m running to the ladies’ room.” Phoebe stands. “Be back in a minute.” She squeezes my shoulder then leaves me alone at the bar.

      I sip my wine and wait for someone I actually want to find me while avoiding that inundating stare that’s scorching me from across the room.

      “Zoe Adams?”

      Inhaling a breath, I spin around on my stool.

      Fire.

      A very tall and well-built man, I’d say late thirties, stands in front of me, holding out his hand. Blond. Tan. He’s wearing jeans and a dark T-shirt, both hugging his fit body.

      “Yes?” I try playing coy, though pulling off a poker face was never my strong suit.

      “Sam Gaits, Infinity Records.”

      My heart beats heavy against my chest. As I offer him my hand, I catch a glance at his wrist, spotting a familiar pattern of purple freckles. I lean closer to confirm what I’m seeing isn’t just my imagination running wild, but Sam grabs my hand too quickly.

      Whoa. First, a Gemini aura, then flickering red eyes. And now, a maybe Genesis birthmark on some random dude’s wrist?

      Yeah, I’m crashing out for sure.

      He hands me a card, reminding me why he’s here. “I enjoyed your set. You have one hell of a voice, your music has a good sound, and you’ve developed a solid fan base here in Chicago.” He runs his hand through his tousled hair. “I’d like more time to see if you’d fit with our label. You play here four nights a week?”

      The Lighthouse Lounge sits right off Navy Pier, and it’s shaped like one. Cylindrical, with two floors. Downstairs is a niche café. It was built in honor of the actual lighthouse out in the harbor, and I adore it.

      “I do. And thank you, that means a lot. Is Dr. Lucci here with you?” I glance around the bar, searching for my adviser, but she’s nowhere to be found.

      “Uh, no? I’m not sure who that is.” He narrows his eyes. “My boss called a couple hours ago, said the scout who was supposed to be here canceled. I was already in Chicago for another gig, but that band had some equipment issues, so here I am. Must be… fate.”

      Fate?

      Whatever.

      “Anyway, I’ve got another act to catch.” He takes a tentative step backwards. “But I’m interested.” He points at me. “I’ll be in touch.”

      The label exec turns to leave, and I stare blankly, watching as he becomes just another shirt in the crowd.

      “Holy shit.” Shoving the card inside my bra, I squeeze my eyes shut and start to dance, bouncing and spinning on my barstool.

      This is the moment I’ve worked my ass off for the last three years.

      This could really happen.

      “Excited much?” Phoebe stops my barstool pirouette. “See? I knew if you sat with it a minute, you’d be excited about finding your Gemini.”

      “Uh, no. That’s not what—” Shit. I nearly spilled the tea about the record exec.

      Nobody knows about the scout coming tonight. Hell, I didn’t even know until yesterday, so I’m not ready to say anything to the band yet. But what if he doesn’t like them? What if my friends don’t share my vision for the future?

      Could I really do this without them? Would I even want to?

      Despite how close we all are, the five of us don’t talk much about what it means to be Genesis—Sophie called us the first family.

      Since meeting at Northwestern three years ago and realizing that, minus Phoebe, the rest of us have the same birthmarks on our wrists, we had one conversation comparing childhood war stories and then never spoke of it again.

      Our shared lineage became the one topic that nobody wanted to discuss. If they did, they didn’t talk about it with me. In fact, I’m sure they keep all sorts of things from me, so in this moment, I feel no pressing need to share my birthday wish with anyone. At least not until I know what the situation is with Infinity.

      “Wow, is he into you.” Phoebe teases. "He can't stop staring.”

      Spinning back around to check him out, my stomach actually twists at the thought. Timing is everything, and in this moment, Mr. Sexy has shit timing.

      Fate be damned.

      Lips pursed, I shake it off and try focusing on something else. I even try finding some other hottie to thirst over since there seems to be a hoard of them roaming the Lighthouse for a weeknight.

      Unfortunately, my body has other plans.

      What the actual fuck is happening?

      Without so much as a warning, I glance back towards the table I’m supposed to be sitting at and watch Rainah reach over and smack Micah upside the head.

      My impetuous avoidance lasts all of five seconds until the aura beside them grows brighter, recapturing my attention. That light is so… familiar.

      What does that even mean?

      In obvious denial, I scan the room, hunting for a matching aura, but surrender.

      Nothing.

      Maybe Phoebe’s right. I mean, it’s not like I wasn’t expecting this.

      When the stranger’s head tilts up and our eyes meet, I immediately gulp in air. A grin tugs at the corners of his mouth, and he runs his fingers through his hair.

      Goosebumps shoot across my bare arms as I reluctantly turn back to stare at my drink. My cheeks are engulfed in flames, giving away my secrets again.

      Damn it.

      Vex glares over my shoulder then, noticing it too.

      "Ugh.” I roll my eyes. “Fine.” I hop off the barstool and stand straight, adjusting my low-cut halter top. "Okay, let's get this over with."

      With a tug on Phoebe’s elbow, she gets all giddy and pops up to her toes before fangirling. We expertly maneuver our way through the crowd, and when we reach our table, three sets of eyes shoot me judgy glares.

      "Nice of you to finally join your own party." Rainah scoffs, tucking her red hair behind her ears with many piercings.

      Phoebe and I settle into the two empty chairs. My back is to him, thankfully, so I won't have to face him yet. My hands shake a little while I wrap my fingers around a wine glass, barely keeping my nerves in check.

      What the hell is wrong with me?

      "Finally." Remie puts his arm around Phoebe, and she nuzzles under his strong chin.

      Phoebe and Remie are Gemini, though I’m not sure how. Genesis, from what Sophie told me, can’t match with regular humans.

      Phoebe has an aura, but no birthmark like the rest of us. I’ve tried telling myself this—and Phoebe—for like, ever. Even after their Gemini colors merged right in front of me, but in time, none of that mattered. Genesis or not, she belongs with Remie.

      They’re soulmates.

      My attention is stolen when everyone sitting across from me diverts their gazes above my head. Gaping stares give away who’s standing there, as does some enticing scent. Musk maybe? I don’t know.

      I put down my glass and stare at my mother's ring. The stone, once again, playing tricks.

      A gentle touch slowly brushes against my shoulder forcing an electric jolt through me. Eyes closed, I inhale a sharp breath and hold it before twisting around to face the unexpected guest up close.

      Intense blue eyes stare back dreamily.

      Beautiful. Protective.

      Perfect.

      Breathe.

      With a tall and muscular physique, he’s wearing a pair of black dress pants and a white T-shirt beneath a navy blue blazer.

      "Miss Adams?"

      Holy hell, his voice. It’s smooth as silk and music to my ears as the butterflies I’ve fought so hard to tame are set free.

      My gaze locks onto his and something almost primal tugs from deep inside me.

      "I'm Cade." Crystal blue eyes sparkle from the reflection of light shining down above us. "It’s a pleasure to finally meet you. Your performance was perfect, and your voice. Truly breathtaking."

      Flattery will get you everywhere.

      "Thank you." My voice shakes, and I struggle to catch my breath.

      Reaching for his outstretched hand, the instant we touch, a tingling burst of energy rushes from my fingertips to my wrist, through my arms, and into my chest. I gasp and instinctively pull back, but he holds my hand, refusing to let go.

      He extends his other hand, and I relent, allowing him to help me to my feet. Gods, he’s tall. Even in my favorite three-inch stilettos, he still has a few inches on me.

      As the distance between us narrows, our eyes lock, and I study his. Tiny flecks of green scatter about with a cerulean circle encasing his iris, but the rest is like cool, blue water. The contrast with his bronzed skin and dark hair has me licking my lips.

      “Hello, Blue Eyes.”

      Feeling almost dizzy, I chew on my lip, and he lets out a laugh in response. Some ancient need pulls me to him instantly, like I know him somehow.

      Have we met?

      No way, I could never forget this guy.

      The lights overhead dim, and an acoustic version of my favorite song begins playing from the speakers, almost on cue.

      Really? I couldn’t make this shit up.

      "Could I persuade you to dance?"

      Holy hell.

      That deep, sexy voice has my knees wobbling. My body freezes, and my mouth pops open.

      Can you say mortified?

      Never in a million years would I have let some guy affect me this way. Never. Only, in this moment, something tells me there’s little I can do to fight it. His gravity is too damn strong.

      "Zoe." His soft tone spills with devotion while tilting his head towards the dance floor.

      When I glance back at my friends, each of them nods their approval with stares similar to mine.

      And I swear, Phoebe is bouncing in her chair.

      Cade holds my hand and leads me to the dance floor.

      A knot lodges in my chest consuming me with nervous energy.  My lack of a normal high school experience has left me at a bit of a disadvantage here. I haven’t danced with a guy… ever. My only knowledge of such an activity comes from books and movies, so I literally have no idea what I’m doing.

      Taking my right arm, he places it around his shoulder, then wraps his fingers over my left.

      I follow his lead, and we move in sync to the music.

      Cade peers down through thick lashes. His dimple burrows into his cheek, sending my heart into an erratic cadence of its own.

      Leaving me breathless, I can’t take my eyes from his as we move to the rhythm of the piano playing from the speakers.

      Entranced, my whole body hums in his arms. Spiked pulse and tingly skin has my wrist burning again but in the very best way. For the first time in three years, I feel… something.

      If this is how having a Gemini feels, I want one.

      "So," Cade starts.

      I shift my gaze over his shoulder and try pretending that everything about him isn’t setting my soul on fire.

      "What are you and your friends celebrating this evening?"

      His voice is so sensual that just hearing it makes me all swoony inside.

      "Um," I mumble, refocusing on those mesmerizing blue eyes. "It's my birthday.” I swallow, looking away. “Not really celebrating."

      We suddenly stop moving, and he gently lifts my chin, forcing my eyes to meet his.

      "Zoe," he says my name in a commanding yet gentle tone. "Every birthday, particularly yours, is cause to celebrate." He returns his hands to their previous positions and gently pulls me closer. With a sneak peek at my wrist, a yummy, crooked smile pulls at the corners of his pink lips.

      For the next two minutes, we don't speak.

      We dance.

      My heartbeat grows gradually louder. If I didn’t know better, so does his, its sweet song calling to me.

      Next thing I know, my head drops to his chest like a magnet. Closing my eyes, I focus on the rise and fall of his chest as he breathes. The gentle rhythm of his heart strumming beneath my cheek lulls me into some kind of trance. Something feels so right.

      Like coming home.

      But the dance ends too soon, and the music picks up its pace, pulling me from whatever spell I was under. I raise my head, cheeks burning, embarrassed to have gotten so close.

      He steps back, still holding my hands. "Thank you.” He bows his head. “You’re most graceful on your feet."

      "I would hardly call that performance graceful." I laugh nervously.

      "You are a most elegant and graceful beauty." He lifts my left hand to his lips and kisses my knuckles, never taking his eyes from mine. "I realize we’ve only just met, but⁠—”

      “I know you,” I blurt out. “Somehow.”

      Really? I can literally feel the blood rushing to my cheeks, making me want to cover my face with my hands, only Cade is still holding them.

      “Yes.” He lets out a relieved breath and smiles—and it’s the sexiest, most mouthwatering grin I’ve ever seen—secretly making me melt inside. “I was hoping you’d be agreeable to a meal. Um, dinner.”

      His voice shakes as he reluctantly releases my hands before running his fingers through tousled dark hair that still manages to look perfect. His reaction is adorable, really. Guess he’s nervous too. Which honestly makes me relax a little.

      “Tomorrow, perhaps?” He adds hopefully.

      Cade’s aura is crazy bright. I would usually be able to tune it out, but his is just... wow.

      What is wrong with him? With me?

      Neither of us has any composure, but I have to find mine. Gemini or not, I’ve sworn never to trust another man with my heart, and I’m not about to break that promise tonight.

      With an audible sigh, I reluctantly back out of his orbit.

      “I—maybe. I don’t know.” I scrape my bottom lip with my teeth. “I have to go.” I look away, avoiding his gaze this time because I know I’ll never leave if I don’t. “Good to meet you, Cade."

      And with that very awkward goodbye, I wander back to my table. I have to get out of here, far from his gravity, before I say or do something I’ll regret.

      Every instinct in my soul is crying out, to run back into his arms.

      To say yes. To his offer. To everything and anything he could ever possibly ask of me, but I can’t get out the words.

      Something inside me feels broken, and I don’t know if I can be fixed.
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          CADE

        

      

    

    
      As Zoe walks away, my heart chases after her. I have to draw from every element of restraint simply to stop myself from following.

      Sophia had been accurate in her assessment of my Gemini. Even with her head held high, Zoe’s pain resounds in my chest. This has not been an easy incarnation for her, and I fear our Convergence will not take place without sacrifice.

      I return to my table and sit beside Raz.

      "Very good," he says with a slap to my shoulder.

      I look over at Zoe once more. After twenty-one years apart, I can’t take my eyes from her. I yearn to be near her, to hold her in my arms and never let go, but this is not the night. Not yet.

      More than anything, Zoe needs time and distance to process this. To know me again. To love me.

      She stands at the bar, so young and innocent, laughing with her friends. But behind her masked smile hides her pain. I experience her suffering as my own. One of the curses and gifts of being her Gemini. Zoe’s agony is a burden I would gladly take from her—if I could.

      Within a short time, Zoe and her friends gather their things, preparing to leave. And while I desperately want to speak with her once more, I’ve learned not to be too eager. She needs my patience, and I will give her that. She danced with me tonight, which is more than I’d hoped for.

      The memory of holding her in my arms will have to suffice. For now.

      Zoe follows her friends towards the door then she turns to face me.

      I acknowledge her with a tip of my head.

      With nothing more than a nod, Zoe turns back and leaves.

      "Well, this is rather complicated," Raz says.

      "Yes. " I sigh, putting my hands into my pockets. "Even without the use of my gifts, it's clear she suffers."

      Due to demon attempts to kill Zoe during her first incarnation, Raziel was permitted to accompany me on these journeys. When his presence was no longer sufficient to keep Zoe safe, he was instructed to create the Elder Council—Angels and Eternals assigned to protect the Eternal Mother—and to give allowances without breaking the rules of the Gemini Doctrine.

      There aren’t many rules, but the most central is withholding information. Many things about this life have to be kept from Zoe, so she’ll choose it of her own free will, without coercion from anyone.

      Particularly, me.

      "Actually," Raz says, "I think that went well. Your reunion isn’t what I'm referring to."

      "What do you mean then?" With narrowed eyes, I study Raz’s expression.

      "The man serving drinks." He tips his head towards the front of the room. "He shadows."

      After turning around, I notice a young man staring at us from behind the bar. His shadowed aura would be clear to any Eternal paying attention.

      Clearly, I am distracted this evening. My hands clench into fists. I’ve been so focused on my reunion with Zoe that I haven’t noticed anything else.

      There are many otherworldly threats present at any given moment, and this minion is a danger that needs to be dealt with.

      Humans are often tempted by demons offering gifts, wealth or power, and pure souls can become lost in those empty promises. As guardians of all human souls, Eternals also recognize their auras. A pure soul like Zoe's glows radiantly with a white light, but an evil soul, like that of a demon’s, is black and dense.

      This boy’s is wavering. His shadowed aura is grey and murky, like a looming threat hanging over his head, and now, ours. And while there may still be hope for him, allowing any concession is a risk I’m not willing to take.
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      "What do you want with Zoe?" A guttural growl escapes me. My body trembles as I hold the boy by the throat, his feet dangling above the asphalt.

      He says nothing, just stares blankly, with a red ring encircling his slate irises. His sneer inspires me to drive his lanky body against the brick exterior of the building.

      It’s late, past one o'clock in the morning. The only sounds around us are the grunts coming from this minion as my fingers clutch his neck. The lights from the streetlamp above flicker, giving view to the dirty alleyway behind the lounge Zoe works for.

      The minion’s refusal to respond only encourages me to tighten my hold.

      "I don't know what—you're talking about." He gasps, eyes growing wide, as his shadow darkens.

      "Have it your way." I thrust his body against the jagged bricks, harder, my gaze fixing onto his empty stare. "Though considering my current frame of mind, I doubt you want that."

      "Easy, brother." Raz steps up beside me. "Give me a moment with him."

      With a loud grumble, I drop the boy as he awkwardly tumbles to his feet.

      Raz moves in front of me as the minion backs up to the wall and slumps down into a corner. He hovers over the boy, fists clenching tightly. The angel of wisdom is an expert interrogator with his manipulation skills. He’s well known in supernatural circles for getting any information he seeks with a simple twist of emotion.

      "You're going to tell me what your intentions are with that girl." Raz’s tone is void of emotion. "You're going to tell me why you're targeting her, and who you're working for."

      The minion flinches, and the red circles fade from his irises. For the first time since we got out here, the boy looks almost human. "I'm just keeping an eye on her for—interested parties. One of which is me." His shoulders relax. "I like her."

      I take a possessive step closer to the boy, ready to strike.

      Raz simply chuckles at my jealousy then moves to protect him anyway.

      "I have this, Cade. Trust me." Raz's words breach my thoughts. He braces my shoulder then, slightly soothing my anger.

      Lips pursed, I reluctantly step back, leaving Raz to his work.

      "It’s a precarious situation you've stumbled upon. Many lives, including yours, are at stake." Raz closes the space between them. "It would be wise of you to distance yourself from this situation. Nothing good will come of it. Do you understand?”

      Raz backs up and ushers the minion to stand.

      I take Raz’s place in front of the boy, determined to keep control of the situation. "Whoever you’re working for, I suggest you reconsider."

      The boy grins, encouraging me to reintroduce my hands around his throat.

      "She is protected, and you will not compromise her soul. Raz may go easy on you, but I will kill you without a second thought if you put Zoe in danger." My grip tightens, and the minion gasps for air. "Tell your demon to back off. Or the price will be both his head and yours."

      With one final shove for good measure, I drop his body to the pavement and motion for him to leave.

      Without hesitation, he jumps to his feet and sprints out the alley.

      My gaze follows as the minion disappears into the darkness.

      “I should have killed him.” Eyes narrowed, I cross my arms over my chest.

      Raz slaps my shoulder. “You know you can’t do that. His soul is not yet lost. You owe him a chance to redeem himself.”

      I grumble, despising the fact that Raz is right.

      This boy has not turned dark. Yet. Though in transition, he’s still human, which means there is still hope for him. And while the Gemini in me wants to destroy him, as Patriarch of Humanity, my duty deems I allow him a chance to save himself.

      The weight of the situation we’ve found ourselves in will allow no time for a lengthy courtship. Our Winter Solstice deadline is looming, and given our previous precarious reunions, time is never something I take for granted.

      "I could not breach his thoughts.” Raz scrubs his jaw. “We must find out who he’s working for. I sense a powerful demon behind this.” Raz’s gaze meets mine. “Possibly a defected Genesis.”

      “How can that be?” I narrow my gaze. Few Genesis defect, so the minion’s demon can only be a handful of candidates, all of whom have been banished to the dark realm. “Has there been talk of any defector’s escape?”

      “No. But that boy’s mind was well protected. That can only mean his demon knows we’d be seeking to breach his thoughts and has circumvented our intrusion somehow. Only ancient demons can do that. Demons with residual Genesis blood lingering within them.”

      My fists clench again, but when I turn to go after the minion, Raz stops me.

      “Easy, brother.” He shakes his head. “We must find out who he’s working for first. Get his story, so we know what we’re dealing with. If a Genesis defector is behind this, as I fear, revenge is what they’re after. You and I alone won’t be able to defeat him. We must know the situation entirely, so I can make concessions for Zoe’s protection.”

      Raz is always the composed one, never shaken by anything, so his wavering tone makes me uneasy. “I’ll alert the Firstborns. Let them know to be on standby and to keep their ears to the ground for any rumblings about defectors or an uprising.”

      Anxious energy grows in my chest at that thought. Threats to Zoe’s life are my greatest fear realized, and I will protect her at all costs.

      Raz sets his hand on my shoulder. “No need to panic yet, my friend. I’ll begin my research. You know I don’t like being kept in the dark, so rest assured, we’ll find this demon and⁠—”

      I finish his proclamation before he has the opportunity.

      “I will destroy him.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          ZOE

        

      

    

    
      “Please don’t forget me.” Cade’s words resonate in my chest. His hands release mine.

      Spinning on my heels, I turn and run from the dance floor, reaching the dressing room door of the lounge, and tear through it.

      I’m now in the kitchen of the foster home when I was a child. Glancing around, I notice a broken glass beside my feet and quickly drop to my knees, afraid my foster dad will see what I’ve done.

      "I warned you," Tom’s gruff voice echoes through the kitchen. I’m kneeling on the black and white checkered floor, desperately trying to clean up the shards of glass scattered across it.

      "It was an accident." My gaze darts up.

      He’s standing over me. His grey eyes flash red, then black, then grey. Fists clench.

      "Please,” I beg. “Not again.”

      Reaching down, he grabs me by my wrists and pulls me towards the door of the cellar.

      "No!" I scream. Thrash. Try to break free from his grip, but he’s too strong.

      His hand is wrapped tightly around my wrist, and he opens the door and drags me down the dark staircase to the cold, damp cellar.

      My own personal hell.

      We get to the bottom of the steps, and he stumbles over something on the floor, letting me go.

      I hop to my feet and scramble to a corner. Smoke streams in through two tiny windows along the south wall. It’s red and reeks like a garbage pit.

      He whips around, staring at me with his now black, lifeless eyes. A grin spreads across his pale face. He approaches me, a small, silver blade in hand.

      "Want to leave? There’s the door.” He points to the staircase, though knowing good and well I’ll never be able to escape. When I don’t even try to move, he sneers. “You can’t run from me, kid. I haven’t had my fun yet."

      Inches away, I gasp as his blade thrusts towards me. I shove my arms out, trying to push him away, but he's more than 250 pounds and much too strong. He catches my right wrist, holds tightly, and the blade’s edge rakes across my skin.

      "Stop it," I cry out. Pulling free, I hold my arm against my chest, and the blood seeps through my T-shirt.

      Tom laughs and grunts as fangs pop through his gums. He lunges again, but when I try to dodge, he has me cornered.

      "No!" I scream louder this time, tears rolling down my cheeks now. "I'm sorry. Please stop.”

      He grabs my left arm and moves closer, but when I pull back, the blade in his hand catches my arm. Searing pain lights up my skin. There's nothing I can do now but wait for Tom to tire of his game, of watching the cuts bleed and cinch back together.

      Cries escape my throat as the first few cuts begin to heal. I have no idea how I can heal or why, I just do. To some, it may be considered a gift, but to me? Not so much.

      Tom moves closer, reaching for my left wrist, and pulls it towards him again.

      I want to fight, but I'm too weak. The blade bites me again.

      And again.

      Cut after cut, my entire left forearm is enflamed.

      Blood trickles down, dripping onto the floor. Disappears through the floor beneath me.

      The demon laughs and releases me, dropping me onto the cold concrete, where I lie on my side and curl up into a ball.

      The door upstairs flies open then, and a bright light filters through the room.

      My gaze drifts up the staircase at Dae’s voice calling to me. Footsteps thump down the old wooden steps, but I’m too tired to look for the source.

      "Phoebe, come quick." Dae’s voice alone draws Tom's attention away from me and towards the staircase.

      From the corner of my eye, I see a pair of Converse appear behind Tom.

      He whirls around, steps back, and closes me in the corner. "Back off, Dae-Shim." Tom growls.

      Dae folds his thick arms across his broad chest while towering over the demon. Dae is only twelve, but he's already the size of a full-grown man—a good six inches taller than Tom. The only part of Dae that looks like a child is his baby face.

      Behind his innocent eyes, though, is a protective Gemini.

      Dae approaches Tom, who begins to back into me. His fists clench together as he steps closer to Tom, who cowers to the floor, giving me time to stumble to my knees and crawl away to the foot of the steps.

      "You okay?" Dae asks.

      I nod, holding back tears.

      Dae steps up, separating me from the demon, then turns towards him.

      "How many times have we been through this? You’re not allowed to touch her," Dae’s deep voice rings through the room, intense and harsh.

      I watch as Dae reaches down, grabs Tom by the neck, and slams his limp body into the wall.

      Phoebe thuds down the stairs then and grabs my hands, pulling me to my feet. I crane my neck to watch Dae attack Tom, but Phoebe refuses to let me go. She drags me up the stairs, away from the all-too-familiar scene of my nightmares.

      The last thing I hear as Phoebe pulls me through the doorway is the sound of Tom’s piercing cry begging Dae for mercy…
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      "Zoe, wake up." Phoebe's gentle voice breaks through my nightmare.

      I roll over to see her shadow beside me. The room is still cloaked in night thanks to my darkening curtains. Grabbing for my phone, the time on my cell reads 6:22 a.m.

      "You okay?" Phoebe sits on the edge of my bed. Lips pursed, she reaches out, pushing my damp hair from my forehead.

      "Yeah." I rub my eyes to focus. "What are you doing?"

      "I was making coffee when I heard you calling Dae.” Wearing her trademark adorable sloth pajamas, she sets her hands in her lap then. “I’m worried about you.”

      With a deep breath, I grab at a pillow and bury my face into it. I was having such a good dream before that stupid nightmare.

      "I'm fine. Really," I mumble, pulling off the pillow and tossing it aside. I lean up onto my elbows then, giving her a faux smile. "You can go back to your coffee. It was just a stupid dream."

      “It’s never just a dream,” she says, lips pursed. “And about yesterday. You know I’m right.”

      “What?”

      “Cade.” She picks up a stuffed animal Dae won me at a carnival years ago, shakes her heads, and then sets it aside. “He’s the one, your fated Gemini. I totally ship you two. Please don’t push him away.” Phoebe stares me down while I keep my lips sealed. “You don’t want to talk about it yet, I know. Just remember what I said. Give him a chance.”

      She leans down and kisses the top of my head, then stands and moves over to the window, pulling open the curtains. Phoebe gives me a little smile before disappearing out my bedroom door.

      Shaking my head, it begins to pound, so I flip over and bury my face into a pillow.

      More fate talk.

      Please make it stop.

      My thoughts are all over the place, and now my headache is back. Stupid dreams.

      Cade’s face sneaks back into my mind—thanks Phoebe—his arms wrapped around me, my cheek to his chest, his heart beating beneath it.

      How did I win the Genesis lottery? Cade is an epic win for sure. And from what I could tell last night, charming. And mature. Almost regal.

      What a crazy birthday.

      Add to that, Infinity Records is considering signing me. Although the scout may have a Genesis seal. I almost forgot about that.

      Wish I had…

      And Cade. Is he really my Gemini?

      So crazy.

      Although I can’t help but wonder when he might come looking for me. Tonight, maybe? I didn’t even give him my number. Stupid.

      The whole Gemini thing got pushed aside for me after Dae and Sophie left. I’ve spent the last three years recovering from their abandonment and concentrating on me and the human life Sophie swore I’d never have. Out of spite, which is so my thing. I was never really one to take “No” for an answer.

      Now that I’ve met Sam Gaits, and he’s confirmed I have a real shot at this music thing, I’m even more convinced it’s meant to be.

      Sam called it fate. Maybe he’s right.

      That’s what I need to focus on, not boys. Not some guy with bad timing, who may or may not be my fated Gemini soulmate. Besides, my history for trusting anyone isn’t that great. He’d probably just end up hurting me anyway.

      I haven't spoken to either Sophie or Dae in forever. And every time I watch a K-drama or my favorite BTS video, I’m reminded of him. I miss them both, though I won’t admit it to anybody, least not myself. After the night Tom set our foster home on fire, Sophie showed up out of nowhere. Like a guardian angel. She took care of us, found all the foster kids homes, but kept me.

      For the first time, I felt safe and loved. I had a mother.

      She kept me.

      After I went to live with her in Eden, New York, I started having nightmares about Tom or some other weird demon. Sophie always knew how to make things better. She would lie in bed with me, rub my temples to get rid of the headache, and tell me stories of how one day, I would meet my Gemini.

      Her stories were so beautiful, although a bit unrealistic looking back.

      She said that me and my Gemini were Twin Souls—literally of the same soul—created for and from each other. Now separate, she said I would never really feel complete until I found him. That he was the love of my lives—plural—and we would rule Aravot, this mystical place, that’s more amazing than I could ever imagine.

      Even Dae believed we were Gemini. At first. Him being sent to live with us in the foster home seemed too convenient. It couldn’t have been an accident. And Dae said he loved me. As we grew closer, Sophie did everything to keep us apart. She eventually assigned him guardians in New York City, far from us in Eden, until both our families forbade any contact.

      Not that we listened.

      My wrist begins to tingle again, bringing me back to the present. Raking at the skin to relieve the burn, I roll over and stare at it, realizing the freckles have morphed into, what I assume, is now the rune that Sophie said I would get when my Gemini found me… a dark purple tattoo. It looks like calligraphy resembling the sun sign of Gemini, each of the freckles at a point within the lines. I run my fingertip over the sigil.

      At least it’s pretty.

      But what does this mean for me now? For my career? My life?

      With a groan, I toss the pillow aside and stare up at the ceiling, watching the fan spin. My gaze circles the room, looking at all the Broadway musical posters and concert tickets that are filling up my walls. Wicked. Hamilton. Waitress. Dear Evan Hanson. And of course, a lot of Amy Lee because I am so in love with Evanescence. My gaze passes the vanity Sofie gave me and lands on my iPad.

      Research time. I’m up and across the room, grabbing the iPad off my desk, then sitting in the swivel chair and firing it up. Deciding I wanted to be more comfortable, I hop back into bed and type Gemini into the search bar.

      "Gemini, sun sign of the twins."

      What does that have to do with soulmates?

      With some digging, I read a story about the Gemini constellation—twin siblings. Castor, who was mortal, and Pollux, immortal. Pollux was devastated when his brother Castor died, so he asked Zeus, to let him die, too. Not wanting to lose them both, Zeus returned Castor to Pollux, placing him in the heavens in the Gemini constellation and giving them immortality.

      Twin Souls? Interesting.

      The alarm on my phone blares, interrupting my thoughts. Seven o’clock.

      Maybe a jog will help me focus. The sun is rising higher over Lake Michigan, which is the best time to run, and cardio always clears my head. With all the drama going on, I could use some clarity.

      After a granola bar and some coffee, I call Remie and invite him along on my run. He’s usually up early, and we often work out together. We’ve become closer ever since I matched him with Phoebe.

      I thumb through my cell and then dial his number.

      "Hey, Zo. what's up?"

      "You wanna go for a run?"

      "Yeah, come on over. Be ready in ten."

      After hanging up with Remie, I stuff my keys and cell into my pocket, grab my Air pods off the counter, and then head out the apartment.

      We all live in condos on the 21st floor of a building on Lake Shore Drive, overlooking the water. I love having a lakefront view from our balcony. I spend a lot of time sitting out there whenever I need to escape.

      Fortunately, all our guardians left us each with a decent trust fund, so we don't have to live like starving college students on a diet of ramen noodles. In fact, my condo was a gift from Sophie.

      Our building is modern and beautiful. It has a pool and an observation deck with brick fire pits that we sometimes hang out at. And we aren’t far from campus or the pier, so we can basically walk wherever we need to go.

      Remie and Micah share a condo next to us, so it only takes me a minute to reach their door. I lift my fist to knock, but Micah intercepts.

      "You know, we've got the day off. Have you heard of sleeping in? You should try it some time." Micah tugs on his man bun, shoving stray brown strands of his eyes.

      "Think it's time for a haircut?" I tease, pushing in past him.

      Micah is the most fun of our friends. I love giving him shit, and he always gives it right back.

      Their place is a wreck. Large open floor plan like mine, only much messier. It’s obvious to anyone that knows Micah who the slob is in this apartment. Beer bottles and day-old pizza scatter
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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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