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        She bought him for protection.

        She never expected to fall for him.

      

        

      
        After her mother’s mysterious death, Serenai is forced into a deadly new world she doesn’t understand—one where danger stalks her every step. Desperate, she buys Brax—a massive, deadly Kindred warrior—to be her bodyguard.

      

        

      
        But Brax is more than a protector. He’s a fighter. A man with secrets. A slave who wants her as much as he wants his freedom.

      

        

      
        When dark forces close in, their sizzling connection might be the only thing that can break the curse threatening them both.

      

      

      

      What if your only chance at survival was to buy a dangerous alien as your bodyguard?

      Serenai is in terrible danger and utterly alone. After her mother’s sudden, suspicious death, she’s summoned to Yonnie Six to claim her title—a position she’s completely unprepared for. Raised in a convent, Serenai has no idea how to be a Yonnite Mistress… or how to handle the red-eyed shadow stalking her every move.

      Desperate for protection, she does the unthinkable—she purchases the biggest, fiercest Kindred warrior she can find to serve as her bodyguard… and her bodyslave. She tells herself Brax is just there to keep her safe. She never meant to fall for the scarred, deadly alien with the pale, deadly eyes and the sinful touch.

      Brax has spent ten brutal years as a slave in the Blood Circuit, fighting for survival. The moment he sees Serenai—with her luscious curves, sweet innocence, and soft brown eyes—he knows she belongs to him. He’ll fight anyone and anything to protect her, even the dark creature stalking her… even the ancient curse tied to her mother’s death.

      But when Brax is forced to risk everything—including his freedom and his life—to save the woman he’s come to love, will their story end in heartbreak… or in a passion that breaks all bounds?
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      It was in the room with her again—Serenai could see its red eyes glowing. And this time she was sure it wasn’t a dream.

      “Oh Goddess, please,” she whispered, her throat tight with fear. The evil red eyes were floating there in the darkness at the foot of her bed but what if they came closer? Just last night, she’d seen them by the wardrobe and the night before that they had been over by the door. It seemed they got closer every time!

      She’d been sure she was having nightmares before, but now there was no doubt—she was wide awake and something—some evil creature—was in the room with her. It wasn’t just that she could see it—she could sense its presence—a malevolent force filled with hatred and rage and all of it was directed at her.

      Serenai pulled the covers over her head and huddled in the stuffy darkness, praying the evil thing with the red eyes wouldn’t try to follow her there. She had never felt more alone and frightened in her life than she did now, curled up in the middle of the vast, ornate bed she’d inherited from her mother.

      The bed wasn’t the only thing she’d inherited from her mother—she now had a vast estate here on Yonnie Six. She owned a dream gas mine and also an entire, sleek skyscraper in the middle of downtown Opulex, the capital city of the entire planet. She was rich beyond the wildest dreams of avarice…and yet she’d never felt more unhappy, unsafe, and alone.

      It wasn’t just the thing with the glowing red eyes that made her feel that way—though it certainly didn’t help. Being the sole heir of the late, fearsome Mistress Bloodlash came with a lot of responsibility—responsibility that Serenai hadn’t been trained for.

      She’d spent her entire life on Peaceful Prime—a small, backwater planet mostly populated by religious sects devoted to meditation. Serenai had been raised in the Convent of Sacred Serenity where the motto was: Modesty, Purity, and Integrity. It was inscribed over the stone archway at the entrance to the Convent as well as into the hearts and minds of all the girls that were raised there.

      The population of Sacred Serenity was almost entirely female. Days there were spent in studying, working in the vegetable garden, and meditation. Everyone wore modest clothing, spoke softly, and was in bed before nine on any given night.

      Such an upbringing hardly qualified Serenai to replace her mother, who had been one of the most ruthless Mistresses on all of Yonnie Six. She had ruled her empire with an iron fist and disciplined her subordinates with a pain-lash that left lasting scars. Serenai had seen them on the servants—some of them even had cruel, curling scars of her late mother’s whip on their faces, disfiguring them permanently.

      Such sights made the tender-hearted Serenai feel sick to her stomach. She had no idea how her mother could have treated people with such cruelty. The very idea of wielding a pain-lash was horrifying to her. Almost as horrifying as the glowing red eyes at the foot of her bed.

      She risked taking a peek out from under the covers, hoping the eyes would have disappeared. But no…they were still there, glowing a malevolent scarlet. She had no idea what that creature was, but she could still feel that air of malice emanating from it. Clearly it wished her harm.

      Serenai dipped back under the covers again, shivering miserably. She wished she was back on Peaceful Prime in the Convent. Safe in the dormitory with the other girls, she never felt lonely or afraid. And she never felt like people were looking down on her or comparing her with her mother, either.

      Here in her mother’s penthouse suite—which took up the top five floors of the massive skyscraper she now owned—she felt like everyone who saw her was measuring her against the former Mistress Bloodlash…and finding her lacking.

      But I wasn’t trained for this! she thought resentfully. How can I know how to run all of Mother’s business ventures and rule over her empire when nobody ever taught me anything but modesty and humility?

      She believed that her mother had intended to train her—probably a few years after she came of age. But she’d died suddenly and unexpectedly, leaving Serenai to fend for herself.

      Well, at least she was of age and didn’t need a proctor to oversee everything. Although honestly, it would have been nice to have a guiding hand. She felt so lost and alone…and so frightened.

      I need someone to help me—someone to protect me, she thought. Her first choice would have been to get one of the girls she’d grown up with at the Convent to come stay with her. But none of them had any idea of how to live such a radically different lifestyle either. It would have been the blind leading the blind. Also, how could another girl protect her from the red-eyed threat that had invaded her room?

      Serenai continued to turn the problem over in her mind.

      Maybe I ought to get a bodyslave. All the other Mistresses have them.

      The only thing was, all the bodyslaves she’d ever met were male. Yonnie Six was a female-run planet where only women were allowed to hold positions of power. Males were only deemed fit to serve a woman’s needs and indeed, most of the men on the planet were owned by women. There were a few free males outside of Opulex, but they were only tolerated as long as they didn’t make trouble.

      Serenai didn’t really know what to think about men. She’d grown up most of her life never seeing any of them at all. Well, except for Geordo—the eighty-year-old gardener who slept in a hut near the vegetable garden at the Convent. He was a kind old soul but almost completely deaf, so you had to shout in his ear to talk to him.

      The men she saw around her in Opulex, however, were completely different. Most of them were big and muscular and often they were half-naked, showing off their oiled chests as they followed their Mistresses around on long leashes attached to the pain collars around their thick necks. They seemed like a whole different species to Serenai and she was more than a little afraid of them.

      “Males simply cannot be trusted!” Aunt Nibblegrim had warned her. “You must keep a pain collar on them at all times or they can turn on you!”

      Aunt Nibblegrim was her mother’s younger sister. She wasn’t quite as rich as her older sister had been—in fact, she lived in the building that Serenai now owned, on a lower floor—but she was still willing to offer advice.

      She had even offered to manage the whole estate, if Serenai wanted to sign a few legal documents she’d had drawn up on the off-chance her sister died early, but Serenai hadn’t been willing to do that. As much as she wanted a protector and someone to help her manage things, she wasn’t quite sure that her Aunt Nibblegrim was the one to do that. She seemed a little too eager and her quick, pushy way of speaking put Serenai’s nerves on edge.

      Still, she didn’t know anyone else in the whole city, so it was her Aunt who she wound up taking advice from more often than not, even if she wasn’t ready to let her manage her inheritance completely.

      Serenai risked another peek over the edge of the blanket to see if the red eyes were still there—they were. She wished she dared to turn on the light—maybe that would frighten whatever it was away. But what if she reached out from under the covers and felt a cold hand grab her wrist in the darkness?

      Then she remembered something—the lights in her mother’s bedroom were voice-activated. In the Convent, nothing was automatic—everything had to be done by hand. If she wanted to turn a light off or on, she had to get up and go do it manually. But in the extravagant penthouse suite everything was automated. She wished she had remembered this during the past two nights when the eyes had menaced her, but she’d been so sure they were just a bad dream.

      “Lights on,” she whispered, but her voice must not have been loud enough because nothing happened. Clearing her throat, she forced herself to speak louder. “Lights on!” she almost shouted into the dark room.

      At once, the glows in all four corners of the room popped on. The brilliant light blinded Serenai for a moment and she thought she heard a skittering sound—like a rodent scrambling across the floor. She tried to see if the red eyes were still there, but for a moment she could only blink as her own eyes adjusted.

      When she was finally able to see straight, the room seemed deserted. At least, the red eyes weren’t there anymore. Though Serenai supposed they could be hiding somewhere behind one of the pieces of heavy, ornately carved furniture which filled the suite.

      She stared across the room to the large mirror hung on the wall and saw nothing but her own frightened face peering back. She had long black hair, creamy brown skin, and large, dark eyes. Her mother had chosen DNA from a small planet called “Earth” when she’d gotten herself impregnated at the Procreation Center. It meant that Serenai looked different from the other girls she’d gone to school with at the Convent, but she didn’t mind—she loved how she looked. Even down to her extra-full curves, which many of the other Yonnie Mistresses sneered at when they met her.

      But the Sisters at the Convent had always preached tolerance and understanding as well as accepting yourself the way you were. Serenai had absorbed these lessons early and she wasn’t willing to hate herself just because she wasn’t thin and pale like most of the other high-ranking women in Opulex.

      However, the face staring back from the mirror didn’t look happy or self-confident—she just looked scared. Serenai thought about getting up to look around the room and see if the red-eyed thing menacing her was really gone…and decided not to.

      But she didn’t want to turn off the lights again either because it might come back. She would just have to sleep with them on, she decided reluctantly. In the Convent, no lights had been allowed in the rooms at night, so she was used to sleeping in complete darkness. She supposed she’d just have to put a pillow over her head and hope she could get back to sleep.

      But tomorrow I’m going to go find myself the biggest, strongest bodyslave I can to stay by my side and keep me safe, she promised herself.

      She wasn’t sure where she could buy one, but she was certain that Aunt Nibblegrim could tell her. In the meantime, she was going to have to do her best to get to sleep with the lights on.

      With a sigh, she turned over in bed and pulled an ornately embroidered pillow over her eyes. Goddess, but she missed the Convent!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            SERENAI

          

        

      

    

    
      “That’s the one you want—the perfect bodyslave to protect you!” Aunt Nibblegrim pointed to the center of the arena. They were at the Blood Circuit—the place where all the fiercest warriors in the galaxy fought to the death for the pleasure of those betting on them. The stadium was packed with Mistresses and their bodyslaves, all cheering for the bloody sport taking place for their entertainment.

      Serenai and her aunt were in a private box—another inheritance left to her by her mother. Apparently Mistress Bloodlash had been as fond of blood-sports as her name implied.

      “Yes, he’s definitely the one!” her Aunt said, nodding with certainty.

      Serenai couldn’t keep the startled look off her face.

      “Him?”

      She stared at the huge warrior with gray skin and pale, blazing eyes. His muscular body was streaked in blood and gore—not surprising since he had just killed four males who he had been fighting all at once.

      The bodies lay around him in small, mangled heaps. One was missing his head. Another had both arms ripped off. The last two were so distorted that their own mothers might have difficulty identifying their remains.

      And this was the male her aunt wanted her to choose as her bodyslave?

      “I don’t know,” she said hesitantly. “He seems so fierce—so savage.”

      “That’s exactly why you want him, my dear!” Aunt Nibblegrim widened her eyes dramatically. “Why, no one will dare to attack you or disrespect you with such a huge, savage beast of a male at your back.”

      “But what if he decides he wants to attack me?” Serenai protested. “What if he doesn’t like being owned?”

      “Oh, none of the bodyslaves you see around you actually like being owned.” Aunt Nibblegrim waved a hand dismissively at the vast, cheering crowd of Mistresses and bodyslaves. “That’s the reason the Goddess invented pain collars!” She giggled, putting a hand over her bright pink mouth.

      Aunt Nibblegrim loved to “dress up” as she put it. She always had on the most elaborate gowns and her hair—which was dyed bright blue—was always teased up at least three feet above her head. She applied her makeup with a heavy hand, unlike Serenai who barely wore any at all.

      Wearing makeup had been forbidden at the Convent, but Aunt Nibblegrim had assured her that all proper Yonnite Mistresses wore a full face of makeup everywhere they went, so Serenai was trying to get used to it. She had been using some subtle color to make her eyes look brighter and more expressive and she’d found some lightly colored lip balm that she liked a lot. It was a far cry from the smoky eye makeup and thick, bright lip stain her Aunt wore everywhere, but it was more than Serenai was used to.

      What she found much more difficult to accustom herself to was the way the Yonnite Mistresses dressed. Everywhere she looked, women were wearing outfits that would have gotten her kicked out of the Convent in a heartbeat. Many wore gowns slit right up the center to show their panties and several had their breasts exposed with their nipples covered in red or blue powder.

      When Serenai asked about the colored nipples—as delicately as she could—Aunt Nibblegrim had explained that they were used for punishing bodyslaves.

      “The red powder is the ‘fire,’” she told Serenai. “If a slave displeases his Mistress, she makes him suck the fire dust off her nipple. It will make his mouth burn and cause extreme pain.”

      “She…she lets him suck her…her nipple?” Serenai couldn’t keep the horror out of her voice.

      Sex was only a vague idea to her since nothing about reproduction was taught at the Convent. All she knew was that at some point, if she got married, she would have to “submit” to her husband. But she had no idea what that meant and since she was a Yonnite and her people didn’t believe in marrying males—only in using them as bodyslaves or manual laborers—she had assumed she wouldn’t have to worry about such things.

      Also she had been raised with the very strong idea that touching one’s sexual or “forbidden places” was extremely wrong. And letting someone else touch them was even worse! Why, two girls in the class above hers had been expelled just for sleeping in the same bed because they were cold. Both of them had been wearing nightgowns that covered them from neck to toes but the Sisters still deemed their close proximity as “sexual and unacceptable.” So Serenai couldn’t imagine letting anyone put their hands on one of her “forbidden places”—let alone their mouth.

      But Aunt Nibblegrim went on as though what she was saying was perfectly normal.

      “Of course, once the Mistress is convinced that her bodyslave has been punished enough, she may then allow him to suck the other nipple which is covered in ‘ice’ dust,” she went on. “That’s the blue dust, you know. It cools the pain of the fire dust almost at once, thus ending the punishment.”

      “Oh, I…I see,” Serenai had murmured. But she didn’t see how she could do such a thing, even if she ever owned a bodyslave.

      “Of course, if you don’t wish to wear the fire and ice dust on your nipples, you can always use an extra strong pain collar,” her aunt had informed her and Serenai had nodded numbly. She was still thinking about it, but her aunt’s next words interrupted her thoughts.

      “It appears his fight is over now. I’ll go find his owner and negotiate for him,” she told Serenai. “Brax the Butcher, I believe is what they call him.”

      “What? But Aunt, I never said I definitely wanted him!” Serenai protested. “I need time to think about it.”

      “Nonsense! Didn’t you tell me you needed a protector at once? You just stay put and I’ll go negotiate the sale.” Her aunt patted her knee and left the private box before Serenai could say anything else.

      For a moment she felt frozen to the spot. She watched as the enormous warrior left the arena with the crowd still cheering for him. Was she really going to be able to trust that such a huge, violent male would protect her instead of deciding to kill her and run off?

      No—I can’t let myself be pushed into such a serious decision! I have to know if I can trust him or not before I agree to buy him.

      Serenai lifted her chin. She’d been deferring to her aunt’s opinion a lot simply because she knew nothing about being a Mistress on Yonnie Six. But some things were too important to allow someone else to decide for her.

      I’ll go see him for myself. Maybe even talk to him. That way I’ll have a better idea of whether I want to buy him or not, she thought.

      And she left the box, taking care not to trip over her long gown as she went. She would see the huge warrior for herself and make her own decision about him.
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      Brax sighed heavily as he finished washing the gore from his latest kills off his body.

      Goddess, please—I can’t go on like this! How many more fights do I have in me? How many more times can I summon the Ryther side of myself before it takes over completely and I lose myself entirely?

      He had no answers for either question. Or rather, the answers were in the hands of his Master, Maximus—the male who owned his contract. He often had Brax fight two or three times a day. Even for one with a Kindred constitution—which was his other half—that kind of schedule was grueling.

      He sighed again as he toweled himself off, rubbing at his thick black hair to dry it. He supposed he ought to be grateful that he could take a shower anytime he wanted. Most of the males fighting in the Blood Circuit didn’t have that luxury. But then, not many of them had been fighting for years with no losses. Brax had earned his little luxuries the hard way.

      One luxury he didn’t have was privacy. The bars of his cage—which were electrified to make escape impossible—were wide enough that anyone could see in and watch him. Even when showering or using the fresher, he had to contend with eyes staring at him all the time.

      Brax worked hard to ignore the gawkers—mostly rich patrons who came to look him over before placing a bet. He was considered a sure thing in most circles, but there were always some who had to see for themselves.

      Wrapping the damp towel around his waist, he made his way from the shower to the sturdy, reinforced cot which served as his bed. It was too short for him—his feet hung off the end—but it was almost impossible to find furniture to fit someone of his size. Part of his Kindred heritage was Beast Kindred but part came from the “Giant Kindred”—so named because they often grew to be over nine feet or three meters tall. Brax wasn’t quite as tall as that, but he was large enough to make finding a bed that fit him extremely difficult.

      He sank down on the side of the cot with a weary sigh. There were a few people watching as usual—most of them Yonnite Mistresses. Yonnie Six was one of his least favorite stops on the Blood Circuit because it reminded him of his first owner—the one who had discarded him, even after he had risked his life to save her. She⁠—

      A soft cheeping sound mercifully called his attention away from the bad memories. Looking up, Brax saw it was the chirler he’d been trying to tame. This stop on the Blood Circuit lasted three whole solar months and since the little chirler had showed up at the very start of their stay, he’d made good progress.

      “Hey, little guy. Here, Cheeky,” he called softly and reached into the bowl beside his bed for a few of the protein crunchies his owner gave him to snack on. They were fairly tasteless, but the little chirler didn’t seem to mind that.

      Brax held out a hand filled with treats. His cage was a large one—it had to be to contain one of his measurements—so the gaps between the bars were just big enough for a creature of Cheeky’s size to get through without shocking himself.

      Cheeky, who had grayish-blue fur with a black and white racing stripe from the tip of his little nose to the end of his bushy tail, scampered through the bars of the cage and came straight to him.

      Brax grinned with delight when the little creature approached him.

      “That’s right, little guy. Come on,” he coaxed gently. “You know I won’t hurt you.”

      Cheeky only hesitated a moment before scrambling nimbly up the bed and perching himself on Brax’s knee. There he sat, happily stuffing his cheek pouches with protein crunchies until his head was almost as big as his fluffy little body. It was a comical sight—one Brax never tired of.

      “How does he know you won’t hurt him?”

      The soft voice came from right in front of him. Brax looked up and was startled to see a girl standing there on the other side of the bars. She was dressed as a Yonnite Mistress, though her clothes were more conservative than most, he thought. The bodice of her pale-yellow gown covered her breasts completely and the slit in the skirt was located on the side instead of the front. Hmm—how could a bodyslave kiss her panties if he couldn’t get to them? That was a Yonnite custom he would love to participate in.

      Come to think of it, maybe she wasn’t a Mistress. She had no bodyslave with her that he could see. Also, she looked too young to be one of the exalted class who ruled the planet. Brax estimated that she was probably of age—but just barely.

      He wondered if she was a special treat—one of the women Master Maximus sometimes sent to him when he’d won an especially lucrative fight. If so, his Master had clearly outdone himself. The little female was fucking gorgeous. She had creamy, light brown skin and long black hair that hung in waves down her back. Her large, dark eyes were beautiful and her features were delicate and pretty. Best of all, she was an Elite—a woman the Goddess had blessed with extra full curves. Exactly the kind of woman Brax most craved.

      “Hello, little one,” he murmured, looking her up and down. “What’s that you asked?”

      “I said, how does he know you won’t hurt him?”

      She nodded at Cheeky, who was still sitting on his knee. Now that he had stuffed his cheek pouches full, he had decided to eat one of the protein crunchies and he was nibbling industriously at the snack.

      “Oh, I’ve been taming him for the past three solar months,” Brax told her. He shrugged. “I guess he knows I won’t hurt him because I never have. I move slowly around him—or don’t move at all if he’s not expecting it. I speak in a soft voice and never try to grab him. And most importantly, I give him treats.” He grinned and nodded down at his palm, still half-full of protein crunchies.

      In fact, he treated the little chirler much like he treated the women his Master sometimes sent him. They were often frightened in the beginning—especially if they’d seen him fight when he allowed his Ryther side to come out. But after he spoke to them gently for a while and his scent went to work on them, most were willing enough to part their thighs and let him taste them.

      Being half Kindred, the biological need to taste a woman never really left him. And his Ryther side made the need worse. Brax’s Master had learned early after he bought him that the huge half-breed would do much better in the ring if his carnal appetites were satisfied.

      Brax never tried to breed the girls that were sent to him. His equipment was extremely large and though his body produced enzymes that would help a female to open for him, he didn’t

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Breaking the Bloodstone Curse
      


      		
        1. Serenai
      


      		
        2. Serenai
      


      		
        3. Brax
      


      		
        4. Serenai
      


      		
        5. Brax
      


      		
        6. Serenai
      


      		
        7. Brax
      


      		
        8. Serenai
      


      		
        9. Brax
      


      		
        10. Serenai
      


      		
        11. Brax
      


      		
        12. Serenai
      


      		
        13. Brax
      


      		
        14. Serenai
      


      		
        15. Brax
      


      		
        16. Serenai
      


      		
        17. Brax
      


      		
        18. Serenai
      


      		
        19. Brax
      


      		
        20. Serenai
      


      		
        21. Brax
      


      		
        22. Serenai
      


      		
        23. Brax
      


      		
        24. Serenai
      


      		
        25. Brax
      


      		
        26. Serenai
      


      		
        27. Brax
      


      		
        28. Serenai
      


      		
        29. Serenai
      


      		
        30. Serenai
      


      		
        31. Brax
      


      		
        32. Serenai
      


      		
        33. Brax
      


      		
        34. Serenai
      


      		
        35. Serenai
      


      		
        36. Brax
      


      		
        37. Serenai
      


      		
        38. Brax
      


      		
        The End?
      


      		
        Give a Hot Kindred Warrior to a Friend!
      


      		
        Sign up for my Newsletter!
      


      		
        Do you love Audiobooks?
      


      		
        Also by Evangeline Anderson
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by Evangeline Anderson


      		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.


OEBPS/images/breaking-the-bloodstone-curse-highres.jpg
EVANGELINE ‘ANDERSO

NYT AND USA TODAY BESTSELLING 1)\UTHOR 3






