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      They’re gone.

      I’m still trying to process that fact, but I can’t. Although I have nowhere near enough life or leadership experience, I have to serve my purpose and lead the Angels’ army to war. But for every step we take, Lucas trumps it as he orchestrates the beginnings of World War III. Single-handedly, he turns the humans against the Amadis, and when Tristan and I top every country’s list of Most Wanted Terrorists, we’re forced to go underground to fight this war.

      With the help of my people and a group of unexpected allies, I have to figure out a way to stop the Daemoni from taking over humanity. Some claim Lucas to be the Antichrist. I won’t give him that credit, but he’s sure trying his best to prove me wrong. If it’s true, then we’ve all become part of an age-old prophecy of divine providence. But the Amadis will do everything we can to stop Lucas and change the world’s destiny, even if it means we die trying.
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      Automatic gunfire beat out a staccato rhythm all around me. Thunder punctuated it with a loud bass sound, followed by a streak of lightning that illuminated the cracks carved into the sky and the ancient structure looming nearby. A steady rain fell, pelting my skin and drenching my hair, plastering the strands to my head.

      One word drowned out the cacophony of the storm. One scream that lifted the hairs on the back of my neck.

      “ALEXIS!”

      One image that pushed everything else out of focus.

      Auburn hair that looked nearly black from being soaked. Almond-shaped, brown eyes even larger than normal. Olive-toned skin washed out, blanched by the rain. A small and curvy, yet fit body.

      Just like me.

      She lunged and reached out, as though to save me from the danger.

      But it was her body being peppered with the bullets. Her body that jerked and twitched with each hit. Her body that collapsed as her arms still lifted toward me, her voice again calling my name.

      “MOM!”

      The word became lodged in my throat. My mouth opened wide to let the scream out. But I had no force to make it heard. I had no power to propel my body forward. I could only stand there, unable to do anything but watch the blood mix with the rain and stain her shirt with rivers of red.

      My breath caught audibly, and my hand clapped over my chest, my heart pounding against it with the force of Thor’s hammer. I squeezed my eyes shut and opened them again.

      My bedroom surrounded me, the misty gray of pre-dawn light leaking through the doorway to the balcony, the sheer curtain barely fluttering before it. I sat in my bed, sweat dripping down my back, trying to catch my breath.

      I didn’t know if you could call that a recurring nightmare, considering I hadn’t been sleeping. Sleep rarely blessed me with its presence since we returned from that fatal night three weeks ago. I only came to bed at night because it was what people did. So I lay here in the dark, letting my body regenerate as best as it could, wishing sleep would wrap me in its peace and take me away from this world at least for a couple of hours. But too many thoughts and memories raced through my consciousness to allow it to shut down. Especially this particular scene. It was a nightmare, yes, but not one I could ever wake from.

      The vision of my mother’s death replayed in my mind day and night with just the smallest of triggers, leaving me with the same questions every time.

      Why did I only stand there, stupid and useless? Why didn’t I do anything?

      The same answers came along with them: I was too inexperienced, too ignorant to expect such shockingly cruel behavior even from our enemy, too naïve to think my sperm-donor would murder the only woman who’d ever loved him, and too slow to act. I was not enough yet. Not fast enough, not smart enough, not experienced enough. Not enough of anything to be where I was now—especially not enough to be matriarch of the Amadis.

      The large body under the sheets next to me stirred, and a warm, calming palm slid up my spine. I swiped at my cheeks, making sure they’d remained dry. I didn’t want him to know if I’d been crying. Except for one major breakdown behind closed doors, tears usually eluded me these days, and this morning was no exception. His hand gently gripped my shoulder, and his thumb rubbed circles into the back of my neck, massaging the ever-present knot.

      “I’m sorry I woke you,” I whispered as I turned my head slightly to look over my shoulder. “Again.”

      His torso twisted toward me, rustling the sheet, and his other arm snaked across my belly. He pulled me down to him, nestling my head under his chin and curling his body protectively around mine.

      “I don’t mind,” Tristan murmured, his lovely voice husky with sleep as he pulled me closer.

      “You don’t get much more sleep than I do, though.”

      “Don’t worry about me, my love. I am always here for you, by your side, shouldering your pain with you.”

      Now my eyes stung, and I blinked rapidly while drawing in a jagged breath. I lived with the agony of Rina’s and Sophia’s deaths causing fresh breaks in my heart every day, but I didn’t cry. The waking nightmare made me gasp for air with its horrific and unending awfulness, but I didn’t cry. The loss and what it meant for me, the Amadis, the world, often paralyzed me, but I didn’t cry. Kindness, though . . . the kindness of others always came close to breaking me. And Tristan, of course, had been nothing but kind and gentle, patient and comforting, and most of all loving. He was my rock, and I needed him to keep me anchored when the tumultuous waters of life tossed me in all directions, threatening to sweep me away.

      I pressed my lips against his bare, muscular chest, letting them linger for a long moment, and then I pulled away, wiggling out of the circle of his powerful arms.

      “You’re leaving me?” he asked, his voice soft and half-asleep.

      “I’m going to the cliff. You try to get more sleep.”

      His breaths came in a steady rhythm by the time I’d dressed in yoga pants and a hoodie and stuffed my feet into running shoes. I pushed the sheer curtain aside, stepped onto the balcony, and inhaled a deep breath of the cool, salty air of a mid-September morning in the Greek Islands. Then I sprang from the third-story balcony. Even the deer on the edge of the woods didn’t hear me as I landed softly on the balls of my feet. After a quick wave to the vampire guard standing watch on this side of the building, I pulled my hood over my head and took off in a sprint, past the training gym behind the mansion and through the woods.

      I ran three miles straight east, through the forest and across the northern edge of Amadis Island, to where the cliffs dropped to the sea. The woods were still dark and unusually quiet as I sprinted through them. I only sensed animal mind signatures, so if any shifters or vamps had been out for the night, they were gone now, back at home in the village eight miles away at the south end of the island. When I burst out of the tree line, the sky hadn’t lightened at all since I’d left—it had only been a minute or so—and it was still a dark gray. I stood on the edge of the cliff, listening to the waves crash against the bottom and staring straight outward as the breeze lifted and tossed my hair. I saw what was no longer there.

      Their bodies lay side-by-side, two so tiny and one larger, all of them painfully still on the grandiose pyre built for the triple funeral and decorated with beautiful greenery and flowers. Mom’s and Rina’s hair were arranged in up-dos, and they wore their traditional Amadis dresses, both in royal purple. Although she’d only been the matriarch for five minutes, I had decreed that Mom deserved to wear the leader’s color rather than the lighter plum shade that represented the matriarch’s second. I’d also ensured Winston, her one true love who’d also died that night, lay by her side. Their arms were neatly arranged so their hands came together on their stomachs, and their eyes were closed. The peace the whole display showed clashed with the emotions that stormed through me.

      A crowd of about as many Amadis as could possibly fit on the island—at least five times the normal population of 637—had gathered behind Tristan, Dorian, and me to say farewell to their leaders. Several people cried and sniffled, including Charlotte and Julia, and I thought Solomon, too, all who stood right behind us. Others, like Ophelia, the witch who had served as Rina’s head of household for over a century, sobbed loudly.

      I’d held Tristan’s hand as he lit the pyre with fire from his palm. My power contributed to lifting the huge wooden dais from the ground and sending it over the cliff’s edge, where it hung in midair. My throat tightened, and I choked on the sobs building their way up, forcing me to say my good-byes silently. The flames licked higher, sending black plumes into the air, until they swallowed their bodies. Then the entire thing disappeared as the Angels accepted my grandmother, my mom, and her soul mate to the Otherworld.

      I drew in a long breath as the vision faded away and blew it out slowly. This nightmare wasn’t quite as horrific as the one at the abbey, but the memory of their funeral a couple of weeks ago remained just as fresh and painful. I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat and jumped off the hundred-foot cliff.

      About a fifth of the way down, I swung my body inward and landed on a three-foot-wide ledge that jutted out two feet from the cliff side. I’d only recently noticed it, although we’d held many funerals on the cliff straight above, and nobody had ever mentioned the ledge that was almost like an altar down here. Perhaps nobody had actually discovered it before or maybe only matriarchs could see it, but I found it to be the most secluded and peaceful place to spend time alone. I hadn’t ventured into the Sacred Archives yet, which would also be peaceful, I knew, but they didn’t provide this view.

      As though the smoke from the many pyres that had burnt over the centuries had stained the stone, the faces of hundreds of Ames women were depicted on the cliff’s wall around this ledge. Including Rina’s and Mom’s, which were quite a bit darker than the others, because time and weather hadn’t faded them yet. My fingers traced over their cheeks and jawlines as I stared at them for a long moment before turning and sitting, letting my legs dangle over the ledge.

      The Aegean Sea spread before me to the horizon, where the sun began to show itself, streaking the sky and clouds with bright pinks and oranges. The water reflected the colors, and the sunrise was as stunning as any sunset I’d watched with Tristan. Two birds cawed at each other overhead as they flew by before diving down for the sea to catch their breakfast. The waves threw themselves against the cliffs and rocks below, sending spray high into the air, but not quite high enough to reach me. Still, I could taste the saltiness on my lips and tongue with each breath I inhaled.

      Here in this place, I somehow felt as though I sat among my mother, grandmother, and the rest of my ancestors in Heaven, rather than on the other side of the veil that separated the Otherworld realm from our physical one. Maybe their portraits behind me provided the comfort or maybe it was something more Otherworldly, but I didn’t feel quite as alone here, even though I was the last of my kind on this entire planet. In this entire realm. The Ames family line teetered on the verge of extinction, and the Amadis would follow shortly.

      Somehow, I was supposed to prevent that.

      “What am I going to do?” I asked aloud, not for the first time.

      Mom and Rina—and even Cassandra, the very first Amadis matriarch—had promised me that night on the abbey grounds that I would never be alone. But although I felt their presence here, I also felt completely isolated. I wished they could talk to me, give me guidance and direction, tell me how to move forward. Because I was stuck. Paralyzed. At a complete loss.

      “How do I lead the Amadis when I still know so little? How do I take on this war that I know is coming? How do I function without you?” I let out a guttural cry. “How can I be the mother to all of these people when I can’t even handle Dorian? Please tell me what to do!”

      Mom and Rina had both assured me I was ready for this role, but I most certainly wasn’t. Compared to them, I was still an infant. They’d had decades—more than a century—to prepare and serve as leaders. I was still in my twenties with only two-and-a-half years of living in this strange world no Norman would believe existed. How could anyone, especially the Angels, think I was ready to take this all on?

      “You are not alone.”

      The words whispered in my head, so quietly, I couldn’t tell if Rina, Cassandra, or Mom spoke to me. Or perhaps they were just a figment of my imagination.

      “But you’re not here,” I spoke aloud.

      “But others are. You do not have to do it all by yourself.” The sound came as a mixture of all of their voices, soft and multilayered.

      I pressed my lips together and nodded. “I have Tristan, I know.”

      “Yes, you do. But not only him. You have people, Alexis. People who want to serve you.”

      I stared out at the sunrise as I considered this. My council. They were telling me to form my council that would serve as my confidants and advisors.

      “Be prepared, Alexis. The Daemoni are acting. Everything is about to change!”

      “What does that mean?” I knew the Daemoni had something up their collective sleeve—Kali and Lucas had given us a glimpse of it at the abbey. But they’d been quite silent the last few weeks, and I doubted it had anything to do with them giving us time to mourn. Lucas didn’t have that kind of respect in a single cell of his body. They must have been planning something big and were now ready to execute.

      My ancestors didn’t answer me, and I asked again, pleading. “What do you mean? What’s about to happen? Tell me what to do!”

      I waited quietly, but still no response came. In fact, even when I changed the subject, no more answers came to any of my questions, including what to do about Dorian. My poor son had just been an eight, almost nine-year-old child when Owen had taken him from the safe house on Captiva Island. Six months later, he’d returned taller—taller than me now—and seemingly much older, as though he’d aged four or five years while we’d been separated, complete with the broody attitude of an adolescent. I’d been letting him off easy because of everything he’d been through—from being kidnapped and kept with the sorceress-bitch Kali to watching Rina and his Mimi die violently—but I knew deep down his insolent behavior came from more than his suffering from PTSD. The Daemoni had changed him mentally and physically. I didn’t know how, exactly, because he refused to talk about it and stayed to himself, rarely leaving his room as he claimed he was studying. Studying what, I also didn’t know. Presumably his schoolwork, but I had a feeling he was also discovering and growing his powers. And keeping them hidden from us. What had Kali and the Daemoni done to him? Whatever it was, it scared the hell out of me. My baby was no longer my little boy.

      I’d also been through a lot and couldn’t find the answers of what to do about him within me. Tristan and I had to figure out something, though, because if my assumption was right that Dorian’s powers had developed while he’d been gone, he’d become more valuable to our enemy, and they’d be after him, convincing him to change sides like all of the Ames sons before him. With the dark attitude Dorian had been harboring, it wouldn’t be long before he accepted their promises and walked off to the Daemoni by choice.

      “Alexis.” Tristan’s mental voice tugged at my mind.

      Yeah?

      “Are you okay, ma lykita?”

      I chuckled darkly. I often wondered how I’d ever be okay again, but I had him, so I knew I would be.

      I’m fine, I answered.

      “It’s almost time to meet with Scarecrow so we can get the entire lowdown.”

      The sun had risen quite a bit in the sky by now, and I’d barely noticed, wrapped up in my own thoughts. Knowing I had to push beyond my grief and take my role seriously as matriarch, I’d agreed to finally sit down with Owen today to find out everything he’d learned during his time with the Daemoni. We had a war to plan, and he had the best inside intelligence. At least, he’d better, because he had a lot of making up to do after acting like a traitor and taking Dorian from us for so long.

      I flashed to the matriarch’s mansion, appearing at the large, double wooden doors on the west side of the building. I entered through the three-story foyer with the stone steps that wrapped up the outer edges and fire sconces casting shadows on the walls. Rina had been a traditionalist, keeping the mansion in the past except for the media room that held all of today’s technology. The only change we’d made so far was to add Wi-Fi to the mansion and electricity to Rina’s and Mom’s offices—mine and Tristan’s now—along with all of the devices we needed to run a society and an army in today’s world.

      Owen arrived shortly after me, and after a quick mind-check on Tristan, I realized he’d be a few more minutes. He was in the shower, and I briefly thought about joining him, but instead decided to harass Owen again with an interrogation. Admittedly, I hadn’t paid much attention to his previous recounts of why he’d taken our son, too lost in my grief. But I needed to know, so I asked every question I could possibly think of as I sat on the edge of Rina’s large, antique desk and Owen sat in front of me in a wingback chair.

      “So let me get this straight,” I said after he’d explained everything, trying to make sure I understood. “You took Dorian to show Kali she could trust you and to be able to protect him since she was determined to have him no matter what. Kali wanted Dorian to give herself leverage with the Daemoni Ancients so she could take Lucas out and assume his position as leader of the Daemoni. You were trying to set her up with Tristan and me so we could kill her, and I could trap her soul and deliver on my so-called obligation to the faeries.”

      Owen’s straw-colored hair shook as he nodded his head. “You got it.”

      “Except you didn’t know about Kali’s plan to use Noah as bait to lure Rina and Mom there.”

      He frowned now, producing three vertical lines between his eyebrows. “No, I didn’t. I knew she had a vendetta against Rina, but I didn’t know the plan had been to have Noah reach out to her. Of course, he wasn’t under his own control, or he never would have.”

      Right. Kali had put a spell on run-of-the-mill stones from Earth to make them emulate a faerie stone. She’d developed the idea based on the stone Bree had given to Tristan and he had given to me—it created a connection between us so he could feel my emotions and keep his own in check. Kali’s stones were a little different, though. She’d implanted one into Noah, Mom’s twin, let it soak in his blood to absorb his genetic imprint, and then broke a chunk of the stone into pieces. She placed those shards into the hearts of Norman soldiers and linked them all to Noah.

      My fingers absently rubbed at the cotton cloth covering Tristan’s stone embedded into my skin. Bree had implanted it into my flesh over my heart so I’d never lose it to the Daemoni again. “So Kali had taken control of Noah, who in turn had control over a whole company of the British Army.”

      “Yes,” Owen confirmed. “But Lucas had his own diabolical plan as far as those soldiers were concerned.”

      Lucas wanted more than control—he wanted the kind of undying loyalty a lykora gives to her master. So he’d sent Victor the vampire, Vanessa’s twin and my half-brother, after Sasha the same night Kali had sent Owen after Dorian. Right after Owen and Dorian left and before Sasha could follow them, Victor had taken advantage of the chaos in the rest of the safe house and popped into the room. Sasha had put up a big fight, but the vampire had been able to clip her wing and collect enough blood for Lucas to carry out a most atrocious act of war. He’d used her blood to create superhuman soldiers with all of Sasha’s qualities—the ability to grow to monster size, inhuman strength and speed, and unsurpassed loyalty. Combined with the bewitched stones, this gave Lucas the ultimate control over all of them. He had used Noah to create a new army that was better than the Daemoni, because in his eyes, Normans were expendable.

      Tristan finally showed his beautiful self after we’d gone over the whole story and I’d taken another chance to throw the guilt on Owen for everything he’d put us through. Not just Tristan and me, but also poor Blossom, who’d really pushed her magic doing locator spells and trying to break through Owen’s cloaks on Dorian.

      “Are you done torturing Scarecrow for the tenth time?” Tristan asked as he came in wearing Norman clothes of khaki shorts and a green V-neck Polo that couldn’t have hugged his powerful build more perfectly. The gold in his hazel eyes sparkled with his teasing, and the corners of his mouth lifted in a sexy smirk. “You know that’s not the real reason he’s here.”

      I shrugged. It hadn’t really been ten times. “We were waiting on you. What better way to pass the time?”

      Tristan sat on the edge of the desk next to me and turned his attention to Owen. “So you were going to tell us about Noah and those soldiers.”

      Owen rose to his feet, walked a little circle around the chair, and leaned his arms on the back of it. “Yeah, that. It’s not only about Noah. It’s much, much bigger.”

      He explained how Lucas had teamed up with the U.S. Department of Defense—as well as other government entities around the world—to supposedly supply them with super-soldiers, but intending to keep them for his own plans. He told us how Lucas and Kali had kept the Summoned sons and some of their offspring locked up on DoD property, such as the building where we’d found Dorian the first time in Virginia. Like they’d done with Noah and his battery of soldiers, they’d been using the stones Kali had created on all of the sons and many of their descendants, then implanting chips from those stones into Norman soldiers around the world.

      “So we could potentially have thousands, maybe tens of thousands of human soldiers under Lucas’s control,” Tristan surmised. “Some of them, if not all of them, enhanced with Sasha’s blood and extremely dangerous.”

      “And of course, we can’t kill them,” Owen added. That was part of the Amadis creed—we couldn’t kill norms unless absolutely and entirely necessary for the protection of others. Which it may come down to if this war really happened.

      Charlotte, Owen’s mother and our second-best warlock, rapped her knuckles on the doorframe before entering my office, her blond hair swishing over her shoulders as she crossed the room with long, purposeful strides. Like me, she gave the outward appearance of being okay, but the pain of losing her best friend, my mother, lingered just below the surface.

      “If that’s not bad enough,” she said, “you need to turn on the TV.”

      Vanessa followed her in, slowing for a moment to brush her pale hand over Owen’s arm before coming to my side and draping an arm across my shoulders. I leaned against her, feeling the silkiness of her white-blond hair against my cheek as I accepted her sisterly hug, while Tristan jabbed buttons on the remote to turn on the flat screen in the corner. Every channel showed the same scene: what looked like a riot at first glance, but it quickly became obvious we were witnessing a Daemoni attack. On the norms. In public.

      “It’s happening in several major metropolitan areas around the world,” the reporter announced as vampires tore open the throats of humans nearby and a shifter changed on the fly.

      Then Ian’s ugly ogre face and dull red hair filled the screen, his crooked yellow teeth showing in a nefarious grin.

      “Guess what, mates?” he said into the camera. “Vampires, werewolves, witches, and warlocks—we’re all real. And we’re coming for your blood . . . for your flesh . . . for your souls.”

      I gasped, and my hand flew to my mouth.

      “They’ve come out to the humans,” Sheree said from the doorway, her voice full of disbelief, and her brown eyes wide and round. She lifted a long finger to her mouth and gnawed on a fingernail.

      Vanessa slapped her hands on her thighs. “It was only a matter of time. Lucas has been planning it for ages.”

      We remained glued to our spots throughout the morning and into the afternoon as we watched the carnage unfold around the world. Blossom and Jax had come into my office and watched with us, and then Ophelia and other household staff joined us, too. Everyone’s minds churned over the same question: What were we going to do now?

      Then Charlotte thought and began to voice exactly what Tristan and I had been thinking. “Looks like our reprieve is over. It’s time to plan for war⁠—”

      Her words were stifled by the sound of a loud explosion and the ground quaking under our feet.
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      I gripped the edge of the antique desk with one hand and reached out to hold onto Tristan’s forearm with the other until the shaking stopped.

      “That wasn’t an earthquake.” He barely spoke the words before another bang and subsequent tremors rocked the ground.

      “Daemoni!” The thoughts came from all over the island, screaming into my head the moment I opened my mind to them.

      “We’re under attack,” I announced before delving into a sentry’s mind—a wizard keeping watch from the tower near the village.

      Through his eyes, I shared with everyone in the room the vision he saw—Daemoni surrounding the island, uncloaked and in broad daylight. All mages hovering over the water, all shooting spell after spell at our shield.

      “Owen and Char—” I started.

      “Already on it,” Owen said, his voice strained.

      My mind left the wizard’s, and my vision returned to my own, finding the two warlocks standing in the center of my office. Their hands lifted high above their heads, and their brows and lips set into hard lines as they concentrated on keeping the shield over the island as strong as possible. We took another hit, and both their faces turned various shades of red as the chords in their necks tensed and tightened.

      Sweat beads popped out on Owen’s forehead. “They have some powerful warlocks. Maybe a sorcerer.”

      “Go join the others,” I ordered. “Do what you can.”

      Owen and Char disappeared from the room to join the mages who maintained the shield on the other end of the island. When they came together as a group, their power would multiply. Hopefully, it would be enough.

      “We have to get to town,” I said. “In case they make their way through.”

      “Change first.” Vanessa pointed at Tristan and me before popping out of sight.

      Right. We both still wore Norman clothes that provided no protection. We flashed to our suite and changed into our fighting leathers within a minute. After making sure Dorian was safe in his room with Sasha, we flashed to the Amadis village on the other end of the island. We appeared in front of the council hall at the top of a hill, looking down the main street of town that sloped toward the pier and the sea. Some panicked people ran amok in the streets, but many apparently hid in their homes and businesses.

      The air crackled with powerful dark magic feeling thicker than it should have. The intensity of it meant our shield was failing, and if the Daemoni managed to pierce it, we’d be in deep trouble. Most of the Amadis who lived here on the island were among our weakest. My personal team contained some of our strongest fighters and other guards protected the mansion and council hall, but for the most part, everyone else lived here because they weren’t warriors. This island was their place of refuge. If the Daemoni broke their way in, though, it would be far from a safe haven.

      Tristan and I lifted our hands to aim our palms toward the Daemoni to return fire, but the mages were too far away. By the time our powers reached the enemy, their potency had weakened too much to penetrate the shields and were easily deflected. Blossom and two other witches joined us, but their spells also bounced off the offenders’ protection.

      Owen, can’t you blast them with something? I called out to him.

      “Not if you want me to hold this shield up,” he answered from his position in the tower with Char and the other mages. “There are too many, and they’re too powerful. We’re losing our hold as it is.”

      Real panic started to rise from the pit of my belly, sending my heart into a gallop. I needed to protect my people.

      What if we made the shield smaller? I asked Owen. Would it be easier to hold?

      “Yeah, but how? We’ve already brought it in from the sea to the edges of the island, but we have to cover the entire thing.”

      No, you don’t. Hang on. I used my telepathy to call to Ophelia and ordered her to clear everyone out of the mansion and to take cover in the village. Tell the guards to come to the council hall. Without waiting for a response, I switched to my son’s mind. Dorian, I need you to bring Sasha and come here to town. Now!

      He ignored me, but I could feel his mind signature, locating him where we’d left him in his room at the mansion.

      Dorian! Now! We’re under attack!

      “Ugh! Whatever. I’m coming. Geez.”

      The sulfuric stench of dark magic filled my nose. A red flash of light flew from the sea and slammed into the island. A building near the shore exploded into shards of wood and pieces of plaster.

      “They’re getting through,” Char said to me. No kidding.

      Dorian dropped from the air to my side with Sasha in his arms, apparently having flown here. I reached my mind out to the mansion and found no signatures there.

      “Get inside the council hall,” I told my son, but he ignored me again, his gaze locked on the Daemoni in the distance.

      I wanted to shove him away and prevent him from ever setting eyes on them again, but I didn’t have time for the argument. My mind scanned the entire northern half of the island from the beach to the forest to the cliffs to be sure no one remained before I gave the orders. That part of the island was clear of any mind signatures. Perfect.

      Tighten the shield to only surround the village, I ordered Owen.

      “But the mansion—” He began to argue.

      There’s nobody there. Just protect the people. Another flash of light hit a second building. People poured out of the pub next to it, screaming with panic and running up the hill toward the council hall. Do it, Owen, before it’s too late!

      More spells soared through, one hitting an old cypress that exploded into slivers. Another hit the blacksmith’s shop not too far below us, taking out one side of it. The people running up the hill dropped to the ground or scattered between the buildings, fleeing the main street. Tristan swept Dorian and me into his arms and plastered us to the ground, making us smaller targets as another spell headed straight for us. It soared over our prone bodies and took out what sounded like a tree behind us, but I couldn’t get up to look.

      The odor of Daemoni and dark magic faded, and the next round of spells ricocheted seemingly in midair. Owen and his mage team must have strengthened our magical armor. Sounds of explosions from the north side of the island meant they had, indeed, contracted the shield to protect the people. That was okay, as long as they were safe. Although millennia of history filled the halls of the matriarch’s mansion, ultimately it consisted of only stones and material possessions. We could always rebuild it.

      The attack on the northern side of the island lasted for several more minutes. Knowing we were safe here, though, Tristan and I sprang to our feet to check on our people. I reached my mind out for everyone on my team—Owen, Char, Blossom and Jax, Vanessa, and Sheree—and found them safe and sound. Blossom, Jax, and Sheree were already helping some of the Amadis in the lower part of town who’d been hurt from debris. Vanessa stood on the roof of the council hall, her fists on her hips and her ice-blue eyes staring hard at the Daemoni on the other side of the shield.

      “They’re all warlocks,” she said after she jumped down to stand next to Sasha, who had already grown to her extra-large size, towering over all of us. “All of their best mages.”

      I reached my mind out to those on the other side of the shield, bracing myself for entering the Daemoni’s putrid minds that filled me with the worst kind of dread. I pushed past the darkness and listened to their plans.

      “They’ve sent their most powerful mages here while their vamps and shifters are attacking the norms.”

      I skipped to a new mind signature, and as soon as I tried to latch onto the thoughts, intense pain seared through my eyeball and into my brain as though a nail had been driven into it. I clutched at my head, doubling over. I squeezed my eyes closed and concentrated on pushing the pain out.

      “Lex, what’s wrong?” Tristan’s large hand landed on my back and tried to soothe me.

      My head tilted, and my jaw clenched until finally, the agony dulled.

      “They have a . . . sorcerer . . . and a sorceress with them.” I tried to breathe through the lingering pain and finally managed to open my eyes to find Tristan and Vanessa hovering over me. “Kali must have taught them how to block me from their minds. Shit, that hurt.”

      Tristan reached out and wiped his thumb over my upper lip. It came away bloody.

      “They haven’t been involved in the attack, though. Yet,” I added.

      “They’re just wearing us down right now,” Vanessa said.

      Avoiding the sorcerers, I took my injured mind to one belonging to a warlock to study her thoughts further and nodded. They’d already figured out the north end of the island had been deserted, so they gave up on their attack up there, and the explosions stopped. But they weren’t giving up for good. They were only regrouping.

      “They’re getting ready to hit us with their heavy guns,” I confirmed, and I opened my mind to those of the entire island. Everyone take cover! It’s not over!

      People shrieked and ran into the streets before flashing away, hopefully gathering together under the protection of our weaker mages, which was protocol in the event of an attack. Many of the witches and wizards of the village may only be able to shield their homes or a single room, but that was better than nothing if our main defense collapsed.

      “Sorcerers?” Owen asked me.

      A sorcerer and a sorceress, I told him and Char. Can you hold them?

      “We will for as long as we can,” Char said. “But Owen needs to get down there to protect you and Tristan.”

      Before I could argue, a succession of bright yellow and orange lights shot across the water and blasted into our shield, breaching it almost immediately. The next spell hit our watchtower right behind the council hall, blowing it into pieces. The very tower where our mages powered the shield. Owen appeared next to me at the same moment and immediately threw a bubble over Tristan, Dorian, and me.

      “Come on,” Tristan said, pulling Dorian back into his arms.

      He flashed, and I followed his trail with Owen and Vanessa right on mine. We appeared inside the dungeons under the council hall, where they’d once jailed Tristan when he’d been accused of betraying the Amadis. I called the others to come join us, but Blossom, Jax, and Sheree refused to leave the injured behind.

      “I have a shield on them,” Blossom assured me. “You just stay safe, Alexis.”

      Char didn’t answer me, and I couldn’t locate her mind signature in the chaos, but she’d been in the tower with the other mages when the Daemoni had hit it. My heart wobbled, but I refused to believe she was dead. I couldn’t handle another death so soon, especially hers. I glanced at Owen, and his face remained stoic. He refused to believe, too.

      I sat against the cold, stone wall of one of the cells, closed my eyes, and used my mind to peek into others’ heads until I found a vampire who peered outside from his window. Now that the main shield had collapsed, the sorcerer and sorceress seemed to have backed off. In fact, magic spells no longer rained down on the town. Only a few random shots came, as though they were double-checking that the shield had actually fallen.

      I heard, “It’s a go,” from one of them before they all disappeared, only to reappear several miles away, nearly out of my mind’s reach.

      “What are they doing?” I asked aloud, not about to give the all clear to the island yet. Something was up. Then I heard the planes in the distance, quickly approaching—with no mind signatures inside of them. Were they drones? The answer to my question came a moment later when the bombs began dropping. On Amadis Island.

      “We can stop them,” Tristan said after several bombs hit the town with loud explosions, shaking the ground beneath us. Dirt fell from the ceiling and walls.

      Owen’s sapphire-blue eyes squinted. “It’ll take a minute to power up the shield.”

      “I meant we.” Tristan looked at me, and I nodded.

      “Stay here,” I ordered Vanessa and Dorian.

      Tristan, Owen, and I flashed outside, and we all raised our palms to the sky as more planes flew overhead and more bombs fell. We used our powers to stop three from slamming into the village and turned them toward the sea. But we’d barely rerouted them when more came. It took almost every ounce of energy I had to keep them from hitting the island. Then finally, they began to ricochet in midair like the spells had done earlier.

      “We can shield against those!” Charlotte whooped into my mind, and I let out the air I’d held trapped in my lungs at the sound of her “voice.”

      Owen joined his mother and the other mages who’d survived, and they strengthened the shield over the town. Unable to hit us anymore, the jets banked away and flew off. Dozens of columns of black smoke rose into the air from the main street in town and more in the residential district. My stomach sank at the thought of Amadis lives lost. I felt the grief spreading from people’s minds at the heartache right before them, but we still hadn’t given them the all clear to come out from their shelters.

      “Take cover, Alexis,” Owen said. “We don’t know if they’re gone for good.”

      Tristan took my hand and flashed us back to the dungeons.

      “Is it over?” Vanessa asked.

      “Can I go back to my room?” Dorian demanded.

      “We don’t know yet,” I said, and I gave Dorian the mom-eye for his rudeness. “And you can go back when we say you can go back.”

      He rolled his eyes and diverted his attention to Sasha, who had shrunk some, but remained alert.

      We sat in the cold, dank cell for hours. The Daemoni mind signatures hadn’t slipped completely out of range—they remained close enough for me to feel them, but not close enough to hear their thoughts and plans. I wouldn’t give the green light to my people until I knew we were safe.

      “Alexis,” Charlotte mind-spoke to me from where she and the other mages continued powering the shield from the main room above us. “Chandra just called. She’s been trying to reach you. One of her villages in India has been bombed, too.”

      My stomach sank. A little while later, another, similar report came in on Char’s phone, this one from Jelani in Africa. One by one, Rina’s council members checked in, delivering the same news over and over. The Daemoni, using the norms, had bombed dozens of our villages and colonies around the world.

      And I couldn’t do anything about it. I was stuck here in the dungeons, but even if I weren’t, what could I have done? The attacks had stopped hours ago, so all I could do now was to tell them to stay undercover and keep safe.

      “I feel like I’m telling everyone to just squat down like sitting ducks, when we should be fighting back. What kind of leader am I?”

      “You’ve told them exactly what Rina would have,” Tristan said, trying to assure me. But it only irked me.

      I shook my head as I paced the cell. “No. We have to do more. We won’t survive if we’re always on the defensive. We’re stronger than this. We have to fight back.”

      Finally, the Daemoni mind signatures retreated completely, and after having Owen return the shield to cover the entire island, I gave the all clear. We popped outside, and my heart dropped at the sight.

      In contrast to the stunning sunset on the water, the destruction was heartrending.

      The main street from the council hall to the pier at the other end housed the business district. Most of the village’s suppliers of goods and services lined the cobblestone street, and those buildings closest to shore had been completely annihilated—the only supplier of mage reagents on the island, the Blood Bank where we donated blood for our vamps, and one of the three pubs. Other structures, like the blacksmith shop, had suffered major damage. Several homes had also, and two were destroyed altogether.

      We had three fatalities on the island, and I supposed we were lucky with such a small number, but my heart shrank at more losses and more funerals. Dozens of people had been injured, several badly. Fortunately, most of them could heal themselves, and the mages who couldn’t drank a healing potion made from vampire blood. It wasn’t perfect and didn’t completely eliminate their pain, but it helped speed the healing process.

      Owen, Charlotte, and the rest of the mages did their best to put homes and businesses back together, but some parts had been completely disintegrated or burnt to ashes and others damaged beyond repair, returning none of the structures to how they’d been before the attack. We had to make the decision to destroy two more business buildings and three homes—one of them Char’s—because they weren’t safe for anyone to be near. She’d been able to retrieve some of her belongings, but most everything she’d owned had been destroyed by fire from the bombs.

      As everyone came together to help each other, I fielded calls from around the world. The Amadis had lost hundreds of people. The Daemoni had flattened entire villages. Each casualty report felt like a punch to my stomach, leaving me breathless and my body trembling.

      Not until the quiet hours between midnight and dawn were we able to return to the matriarch’s mansion to assess the damage there. My stomach knotted itself once we decided our people were taken care of and we could go. I feared the extent of the destruction of the beautiful marble and stone structure that had been here for millennia. We didn’t know its true age because it had already been standing when Cassandra found it over two thousand years ago, as if waiting for her discovery. If Charlotte’s house hadn’t just been demolished, I would have suggested we stayed there for the night so we could see the bad news in the light of morning. Not that the darkness would affect our vision. It just seemed that the sight we would see would be more dreadful in the night.

      My breath caught when we appeared in front of it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “Wow,” I breathed. “It’s completely fine.”

      At least, the matriarch’s mansion appeared to be intact and unharmed from the outside. Several ancient cypress trees had been destroyed around the building, huge craters were left in the ground right next to the foundation, and bomb shrapnel was scattered over the earth. The nearby training gym had been obliterated to no more than a pile of broken stone. But the mansion itself stood in all its splendor, entirely unscathed.

      “It’s protected by the Angels,” Ophelia said matter-of-factly. The centuries-old witch had just appeared right next to me, startling me. She gave me a smile, her face crinkling under the deep creases lining her skin, and then she bustled inside, ready to get back to work. If the children in the village hadn’t needed her care and cooking so badly, she likely would have been here hours ago. Once she disappeared into the dark foyer, her voice carried out to us. “Oh, dear.”

      Since everyone on my team except Char had been staying at the mansion, they’d all come back with Tristan, Dorian, and me. Char did, too, needing a place to stay. We hurried inside after Ophelia, who continued moving throughout the first floor, sighing and repeating, “Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.”

      Although the exterior hadn’t so much as a scratch, the interior proved to be a bit of a different story. Shards of glass and various broken items littered the floors of every room—vases, lanterns, pictures, books, and antique knickknacks that had fallen from their places on shelves and the walls. A few pieces of smaller and lighter furniture lay on their sides. When Mom and I had lived in California many years ago, we’d survived a bad earthquake. The impact of the bombs right outside had caused similar damage inside the mansion.

      “What a mess,” Ophelia said as she traveled through the dining room where we all stood, waving her hand and putting things back right. “Easy enough to fix, though.”

      Blossom, Charlotte, and Owen helped her make the repairs while Tristan and I followed Dorian upstairs to his room. He was about to slam the door when Tristan caught it.

      “Next time I say to do something, don’t ignore me and don’t argue with me,” I said to Dorian as Tristan and I stood in his doorway. I’d waited to discipline him until we were in private, but he still scowled at us.

      “I don’t like you in my head like that,” he answered, his tone not too kind as he watched his toe scuffing at the stone floor.

      “Well, too bad. It works, and it’s a lot faster than a cell phone.”

      “It’s weird.”

      “Everything’s weird about our life, but that’s what it is—our life. Deal with it.”

      He looked up at me through his lashes and sneered. “Why are you on my case?”

      “Because you need to listen to your mother when she calls you,” Tristan said.

      “You could have been killed,” I added.

      He rolled his eyes. “I came, didn’t I?”

      “Watch your tone, young man,” Tristan warned.

      “Don’t talk to me like that,” I said at the same time. “And don’t roll your eyes at us!”

      Gosh, we sounded like typical parents for once. A little taste of normalcy was always nice, except not when reprimanding our snotty teenager who wasn’t really a teenager. Dorian lifted his head to look at each of us, and then let out a grunt and started to turn away.

      Tristan took a step inside the room, right up to Dorian, crossed his arms over his chest, and glared down at our son. Dorian’s eyes grew wide, and then he finally showed some kind of respect . . . and maybe fear, too, as he backed down, dropping his shoulders and his challenging glare.

      “Sorry,” he muttered as he stared at the floor.

      Tristan clamped a hand on Dorian’s shoulder. “Listen to your mother.”

      “Yes, sir. I promise.”

      We stood there in silence for another moment before Tristan and I left him for our own suite. We hadn’t quite reached it at the end of the hall when Dorian’s door slammed shut. I let out a sigh. Whether he stayed with us or went to the Daemoni, I was losing my baby.

      “Good call on pulling the shield off the mansion,” Tristan said as we picked up the few things that had fallen in our suite.

      “If I’d known it would have survived like this, I would have done it much sooner.” I stood on my toes, reaching above my head to rehang the curtain over the door to the balcony. “In fact, we shouldn’t even waste the mages’ energy in keeping it shielded now. What if the Daemoni attack again?”

      “Exactly.” Tristan came up behind me, easily set the curtain rod in its place, and then slid his arms around my waist. “Nobody will allow you to be unshielded.”

      “Or you. You’re just as important as me,” I reminded him.

      “Not quite.”

      “You’re my second.”

      “But I’m replaceable. You are not.”

      I turned in his arms and glared up at him as I lifted my hand to his ear and squeezed it. “Don’t you ever say that again. You most certainly are not replaceable.”

      His eyes tightened as he suppressed a full-out wince. “Maybe not to you, but to the rest of the Amadis, I am.”

      “Don’t underestimate your value, Mr. Knight.” I lifted onto my toes to place my lips only an inch from his. “Without you, I’m useless, and they all know it.”

      He bent down to close that last bit of space and pressed his mouth to mine. The tingle that spread over my skin as our mouths moved together and our tongues met was most welcome, exciting yet calming after this terrible day. His hands caressing my back gave me a feeling of security, and I relaxed into his arms, ignoring the pull on my mind.

      “Alexis!” Vanessa yelled into my head, her persistence breaking through.

      I groaned as Tristan continued kissing me. A little privacy, please?

      “Um, sorry, but there’s something you need to see on TV.”

      I sighed and pulled away. Again? Can’t it wait?

      “Oh, I’m sure it’ll be on in the morning, but you probably want to know about it now.”

      On our way down. I looked up at Tristan with a frown. “I guess there’s more for us to see on the news.”

      Tristan and I went back downstairs and found everyone in the theater-style seats in the media room, their eyes glued to the multiple screens hanging on the wall. Apparently all but one television had survived the bombing. The TVs showed the same press conference being translated for the stations around the world we were tuned into. The English version’s volume was turned up so we could hear some representative of the United States government who stood behind a pedestal with an American flag on it. Across the bottom of the screen scrolled the words, “Are we on the verge of World War III? Leaders around the world believe so.” The lady on the screen with the salt-and-pepper hair wasn’t the president or vice president or anyone I recognized, but based on the lies she spewed, I’d bet she was Daemoni or in their back pocket. Tristan and I stood behind the occupied chairs and watched.

      “It is true that there have been several airstrikes around the world,” the woman spoke into the microphone as cameras flashed from the press. “These creatures need to be stopped. They have ravaged our streets and killed hundreds of thousands of people in every corner of the globe in less than a day.”

      I bit back a snicker at her choice of words—like globes had corners.

      “They seemed to have been going for the shock factor, and they have definitely shocked us. But we didn’t stand around and wait. We humans will not bow down to these monsters that shouldn’t even exist.” She leaned forward over the pedestal and glared directly into the camera. “We will fight back, and we have already started. As of this morning, we were able to locate the strongholds of the most dangerous faction of these creatures. They claim to be our ally and promise protection, but they are the most vicious of all, preying on the hopes and fears of innocent humans. They inhabit towns in nearly every country, and we struck every cluster we know about, including their main headquarters in the Aegean Sea, off the coast of Greece.”

      I slapped my hand over my mouth, but my gasp was still audible. My body began to tremble as the bitch continued, filling me with anger.

      “We believe the bombs caused extensive damage, but we will not be complacent. These creatures are difficult, nearly impossible to kill, as many people have learned when they tried to protect themselves from attack today. We will continue seeking out members of this most dangerous faction, called the Amadis, as an end to them will likely end all of the attacks. Beware if any of these non-human entities approach you and offer protection. None of them are safe, especially those claiming to be good, because they tell only lies. They will try to deceive you into welcoming them into your homes so they can kill you when you least expect it. We are most especially interested in locating this pair.”

      The scene of the press conference disappeared from the screen, replaced by photos filling the entire space with two very familiar faces—Tristan’s and mine. And I couldn’t help it. The urge started in the pit of my belly and bubbled up my throat until it burst out of my mouth. I nearly doubled over with the giggles.

      “She . . . can’t be . . . serious,” I gasped as I tried to regain control.

      “They have assumed various aliases over the years,” the woman’s voice continued as our mugs remained on the screen, “but you will notice the woman is none other than A.K. Emerson, the internationally bestselling author who supposedly died two-and-a-half years ago while honeymooning with this man. They have both faked their deaths, proving their guilt. Emerson’s books, read by millions around the world, are about these exact same creatures who have murdered so many people today, on her orders. She must be found, and she must be stopped.”

      “Looks to me like the shiela’s pretty serious, princess,” Jax said.

      “I don’t even . . .” I shook my head as the giggles over the ridiculousness of it all died away. I let out one last laugh. “What the hell?”

      “Dude, Alexis,” Owen said, turning in his seat to look at us, “you’re like Harry Potter. They just made you Public Enemy Number One.”

      I rolled my eyes. My body still shook from the shock and absurdity, and a part of me still wanted to laugh. But another part of me wanted to fly into a rage. Control. Maintain control. Do not lose your temper. It took everything I had to hang on to it.

      “She’s obviously working for the Daemoni.” Blossom gestured toward the woman on the screens. “She pronounced Amadis perfectly on her first try.”

      “They’re using their best weapon,” Tristan said from beside me.

      I nodded. “Lies and deceit. The Daemoni have effectively turned all humans against us. They didn’t have to transform the norms into vamps and shifters to build their army, after all.”

      “That’s good for the norms’ souls,” Sheree piped up.

      “True,” I said, “but not good for us. How are we going to fight the norms when we’re supposed to protect them?”

      The question haunted me through what little remained of the night. I must have drifted off because when the nightmarish vision returned, the woman being shot by the Norman soldiers didn’t just look like me, but was me. I’d replaced Mom as their target.

      I didn’t visit the cliffs the next morning. The bombing yesterday loosened my grip on the past and brought me fully into the present. I longed for guidance from Mom, Rina, and the rest of my ancestors more than ever, but enjoying my solitude on the side of a cliff while watching the sun rise felt like a luxury I couldn’t afford.

      “I suppose it’s time to call my first council meeting,” I said to Tristan as I sat at Rina’s desk—my desk—sipping coffee and staring mindlessly at all of the newspapers spread out in front of me. Headlines screamed WAR and ATTACK and THEY’RE REAL! on the front pages. My face was plastered all over them, right next to Tristan’s.

      The talking heads on television droned on with words that had been force-fed to them, speculating with each other about the ongoing supernatural attacks and the mysterious and very dangerous Amadis faction that had instigated it all.

      “I’d say that’s a good idea,” Tristan replied from his seat on the couch by the fireplace. “You might want to wait until we get word from Solomon, though. He should be able to give us news straight from the U.N.”

      God bless Solomon. I wouldn’t have blamed him if he’d been locked in his room, mourning Rina’s death as her life-mate, but he’d said he needed a distraction, so he returned to his post at the United Nations a few days ago. We hadn’t heard from him since everything went down yesterday, though.

      “Good point. I suspect some of the council members need another day to help their areas recover, too.”

      Tristan looked over at me. “Don’t expect them all to show up in person. A conference call will have to suffice.”

      “That’s better anyway. I don’t want anyone leaving their regions.” I mentally called out to Char and asked her to give everyone a call and set it up, and then I stood and walked over to Tristan. My body purposely blocked his view of the television screen and CNN, which reported nothing new, but merely played scenes from yesterday on a continuous loop. He reached out to place his hands on my hips, but I didn’t budge when he tried to pull me to him. “In the meantime, we need to make sure they can’t attack us like that again.”

      His gaze jumped up to my face, and he lifted an eyebrow. “Retaliation?”

      I widened my eyes with mock innocence and placed my hand on my chest. “Amadis wouldn’t do such a thing!”

      His eyes narrowed with skepticism. “But you would.”

      My lips turned slightly in a half-smile, and I
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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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