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      A gentle reminder that this is a why choose romantasy, which means there are going to be multiple love interests. And our dear, sweet Samara will not be choosing between any of them.

      You can still pick a favorite though. I won’t tell.

      Let’s chat real quick about what to expect in this book. This is a fantasy novel that contains adult content and situations. If it was a movie, it would probably be rated “R” for violence, language, and sexual content. If you want to go into this book completely blind and prefer not to read content warnings, you can skip on ahead, my friend.

      If there are certain topics that you need to avoid for the sake of your own mental health, or that you simply don’t like, please take a look at the list below for some things you will find in this book.

      
        
        - Explicit consensual sex scenes (there is no dub-con or non-con)

        - Blood drinking

        - References to parental death

        - Spiders (there are giant spider monsters in this book and it’s an intense chapter, it’s CH 21 for reference)

      

      

      Also… quick little note on language. I am a strange, strange person, and I’ve lived a bit of an odd life. I was born and raised in California, but was mostly raised by my Canadian grandmother and was then unofficially adopted by an Irish family in my late teens. You might be wondering why I’m mentioning this, and the reason is that I have a bit of a magpie approach when it comes to the English language.

      Sometimes I like the American English spelling… sometimes I’m really attached to that extra “u” and go for the non-American version. Variety is the spice of life y’all.

      Bless the soul of my copy-editor because she just sighs heavily at the start of each manuscript and deals with my eccentricities. So if you’re an American and looking at a word and thinking it’s not spelt right… it is most likely the non-American version of the word.
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      Need a reminder of who is who and what freaking House they belong to? Or what the hell I mean by House? There is a character and world guide in the back of the book!

    

  


  
    
      For every person who read a love triangle and thought…there’s another solution to this problem…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Alaric

        

      

    

    
      I was always in control. Every word I spoke. Every move I made. Controlled.

      Even when I allowed my bloodlust to come out and play, I did it carefully and in situations where I’d mitigated the risks.

      Most Moroi viewed the tight control I kept over myself as a disadvantage. We lived in a world of predators, and our bloodlust was what gave us enough of an edge to survive. By letting it rise, we became just that much faster and stronger.

      Of course, if we let it out too much, we might never be able to pull it back. Some Moroi were willing to risk that. I was not.

      But as I looked around the meadow that I’d turned into a sea of blood, a cruel smile spread across my lips. I’d pit my controlled brand of violence against their bloodlust any day.

      My eyes scanned the tall grass, looking for any other threats, but only the broken bodies of howlers—canine-like beasts—littered the ground. With nothing left to vent my rage on, the desolation I’d been feeling all week started to creep back in.

      “Bit much, don’t you think?” Samara’s voice said dryly in the back of my mind. I could practically envision her toeing one of the corpses with a smirk on her face. “You could have just gotten me flowers.”

      But Samara wasn’t here. She hadn’t been for almost two weeks, and we only had rumors to go on for where she was.

      Hence the carnage.

      Several shadows moved from a patch of the meadow where the grass had grown over six feet tall, the tips ending in seed pods. Looks like I missed a few. Exhilaration replaced the despair as three howlers crept closer.

      The howlers didn’t make a sound. Even if I hadn’t known they were sick, that would have been a clue. Normally, the beasts were loud, letting out excited yips and howls as they closed in on their prey, but these ones—like the ones I’d already killed—were rabid and not acting normal.

      I watched them draw closer, fighting the revulsion as I slowly slid my sword back into its sheath and drew the bow from my back. Howlers were always a little freaky looking, having only a passing resemblance to the canines I was familiar with—mostly the lycanthropes. There were a few Fae murals that depicted domesticated dogs that, apparently, they’d kept as pets once upon a time.

      “Can you imagine?” Samara’s voice once again spoke to me. Maybe I was finally losing it. “Keeping cute little dogs as pets? Such luxury.” She’d have drawn out that last word in a way that would’ve made me instantly hard. I still didn’t know how she did it. Somehow, she could make any word sound obscene.

      Gripping my bow with one hand, I pulled an arrow from the quiver.

      The largest of the three split off, and I adjusted my stance as I aimed the tip of the arrow towards it. Two pairs of eyes, one stacked on top of the other, watched me from a long, narrow head. The madness that rotted their minds did the same to their flesh. Its sleek black coat was missing large patches of fur in places, and its ribs were starting to show. Howlers were built with speed in mind—a lean body that cinched and narrowed at the hips sat on long legs. Once they got going, they could almost outrun a horse, their stamina definitely better.

      Bits of rotting flesh hung from its teeth as its mouth gaped open. The other fun part about howlers was they could open their jaw almost to a perfect hundred eighty degrees. Their teeth curved backwards, and their favorite way of bringing down large prey was for several of them to latch onto it, slowing it down, while others in the pack did their best to trip the panicked prey. Once the prey was on the ground, the pack wouldn't bother to kill it, they’d just start feasting.

      I couldn’t fall. Howlers might be low on the food chain, but it was still three against one. A little of my bloodlust rose, and I let some remain while pushing most of it back down. It wasn’t enough to actually do anything other than change my eye color, but I found it easier to control if I let a small amount linger.

      It would’ve been smarter to let more of it come to the surface. I was bleeding from at least half a dozen wounds that I hadn’t healed yet. Plus, I’d need every inch of speed I could muster up for this fight.

      But I couldn’t bring myself to trust the bloodlust that hummed in my soul, begging to be set free.

      Samara was confident that I would never turn Strigoi, especially if I continued to drink from her regularly. But it’d been weeks since I’d sunk my fangs into her soft flesh and swallowed the sweet elixir that was her blood.

      As much as I wanted to share her faith in me, I’d seen my cousin turn Strigoi. The funny boy I’d grown up with was gone, and all that had remained was a monster that’d tried to rip out my throat. And he wasn’t the only one in our family who had been lost.

      I wouldn’t risk it.

      Besides, I was looking forward to more physical pain. Anything was better than the sharp, bitter feeling of loss and failure that I felt every waking moment.

      I focused on everything Samara had taught me about shooting. Exhale when you draw the string and keep that exhale slow and steady through the release.

      The sound of the bow string snapping echoed across the meadow, followed by the thunk of it sinking into the neck of the large howler.

      Damn it. Missed. I’d been aiming for its fucking eye, but instead, I’d hit the meaty part of it’s neck. So all I’d done was piss it off.

      Samara wouldn’t have missed.

      One of the smaller howler’s heads swung away from me and towards the larger one, its nostrils flaring at the scent of fresh blood. Usually, they weren’t cannibalistic, but when they were this far gone, they’d go after anything that was potentially food—even each other.

      The beast launched itself at its larger packmate and the two of them tumbled across the ground. I tossed the bow aside and pulled my sword free. It didn’t take long for the larger beast to overpower the smaller one, gripping it by the neck and shaking vigorously. I heard the telltale snap of a neck, but the beast didn’t halt its assault.

      My instincts screamed at me to move, and I barely managed to step to the side as the third howler lunged for my throat. I brought my sword down on its neck, severing its spine with one stroke.

      Pain lanced up my right leg as the large howler clamped down on my thigh. Flesh tore and bone snapped, forcing a scream from my throat. The howler shook its head back and forth, trying to tear my leg away, and my vision darkened for a second, the bloodlust trying to surge forward.

      No.

      My back hit the ground, and I dropped my sword. Shoving the pain into the same box I locked my bloodlust in, cool metal met my bloodsoaked fingers as I reached for the dagger holstered on my hip. The howler opened its jaws and bit down again, shattering the bone it’d already broken.

      With a guttural yell, I slammed the blade into its eye.

      The blow didn’t slow the beast down at all; instead, it just started shaking its head again, slamming me into the earth. I gripped its head with my other hand and drew the dagger out.

      Stab. Die. Stab. Fucking die already!

      Its jaws finally loosened and the howler collapsed partway on top of me. I shoved it off with a groan and left the dagger buried in its flesh.

      I needed to heal the wounds—rationally, I knew this; aside from the pain, I was losing too much blood. Moroi were hard to kill, but I’d been a little reckless in this fight, and I was fairly certain one of my arteries had been hit during that last round.

      That explained the lightheadedness and my darkening vision.

      “Yep. You’re the epitome of control,” the imaginary Samara teased. But as amazing as she was, Samara didn’t have telepathy.

      She wasn’t here.

      I was definitely losing it, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. “I miss you. Please be safe.”

      My body protested as I forced myself to sit up and draw the glyph for healing on my leg with shaking fingers. I panted through the pain of bone fragments piecing themselves back together along with my torn flesh. Once that was done, I set to fixing the other wounds, and twenty minutes later, my body was healed but my soul was still aching.

      The sound of hoofbeats drifted to me, and I turned to watch three rangers approach. I was surprised but glad that it’d taken them this long to get here. A few rangers had seen me leave alone earlier, and I had no doubt they had reported that to their superiors—who, in this case, were the rangers before me.

      “Damn it, Alaric.” The lead ranger glared at me, her blonde hair shining brightly in the afternoon sunlight. “I told you we would handle this.”

      I shrugged, picked my sword up off the ground, and swung it into the sheath on my back, ignoring the reproachful look the oldest of the rangers gave me over not cleaning it first. There wasn’t a patch of my clothing that wasn’t coated in blood—mine or the howlers’—and I hadn’t bothered to bring a pack of supplies with me since I wasn’t far from House Harker.

      “Adrienne. Emil,” I said in greeting before glancing at the third ranger, who had dismounted and was surveying my work close up. “Nyx.”

      The young ranger glanced up at me. “Nice work.”

      I grunted. Howlers were some of the least dangerous of the monsters that prowled the forests. They were pack hunters and really only posed a problem if the pack got particularly large. Occasionally, some type of madness would infect them. We didn’t know what caused it, but if one of them got it, the entire pack would and, worse still, would transfer it to any other pack they came into contact with.

      They’d turn highly aggressive and would attack anything, even if they had no chance of winning, leaving a trail of corpses behind them until they eventually starved to death. Rabid howlers didn’t eat, only slaughtered. This sick pack had been reported a week ago with a warning that they were slowly moving closer to House Harker territory. I’d been sparring with the rangers when the report had come in.

      Emil had specifically told me to stay out of it when he’d caught my interest in the news. But the daily sparring hadn’t been cutting it anymore, and I needed an outlet to vent my frustrations on.

      For a few moments, I’d managed to forget that my world was on fire. The fight had given me some clarity, and even though I felt the embers burning again, I knew I’d be able to concentrate better for at least a day or two.

      Then I’d need to find something to kill again.

      Emil gave me an understanding look. Everyone at House Harker was feeling the strain. The Head of the House, the Heir, and the Marshal were all gone. Everyone knew Carmilla was at the Sovereign House, but no one had seen Samara or Vail.

      Neither of them, or Carmilla for that matter, had sent any messages to clear up the confusion.

      Something was very wrong. We all knew it, and we all had different ways of coping while we tried to figure it out.

      Adrienne was staring daggers at me from atop her enormous chestnut stallion. Her way of coping had me grinding my teeth on most days. She was second-in-command with Vail being gone and had a tendency to be overprotective of everyone, like she alone could keep us all safe through sheer force of will.

      Before, it had been Nyx who had borne the brunt of Adrienne’s obsessive protective inclinations, but that had now been extended to me, Roth, and Kieran.

      Roth rolled with it, mostly because it was hard to get them out of the library, so the only thing they fought with Adrienne about was eating regularly. Aside from that, they were able to handle Adrienne’s constant hovering.

      Kieran and I did not handle it well.

      Emil sighed, likely sensing the brewing fight between me and Adrienne. He’d been the one to break up the fight between her and Kieran, though not before Kieran got a split lip and a black eye. Adrienne might have been the protective sort, but she also had a wicked temper—and if she thought knocking us out was the best way for her to achieve her goals, she’d absolutely do it.

      “Do you need a ride back?” Emil asked. “We should get out of here. The blood is going to attract all kinds of nasty things.”

      “Which is why we planned to draw the pack farther from the House,” Adrienne growled.

      I winced. It had actually been my intention to do just that, but I’d underestimated just how good the creatures’ sense of smell was. The howlers had been on me before I could attempt to get them farther away . . . which was no doubt one of the reasons Emil had ordered me to not go after them. Not just for my own safety, but because this was what the rangers did. None of them would have made the mistake I had.

      “We can send extra patrols this way.” Nyx mounted their bay gelding. “Just to keep an eye on things. I’ll make sure it gets done.”

      “You will not be on those patrols.” Adrienne finally stopped glaring at me to give Nyx a sharp look.

      “Wouldn’t dream of it,” Nyx replied smoothly.

      I was pretty sure they were lying, and based on how Adrienne narrowed her eyes at the young ranger, she clearly thought the same. Good. Maybe Nyx could draw her ire for a while.

      “Ride?” Emil repeated calmly.

      I raised my fingers to my lips and whistled. Moments later, a dark grey mare came charging past the tree line at the other end of the meadow, where she’d been munching on grass like she didn’t have a care in the world while I’d been fighting for my life. She didn’t bother dodging the howler corpses on the ground; if anything, she purposely went out of her way to stomp on them.

      “Brave of you.” Emil’s brows rose. “That horse is evil incarnate.”

      Zosa slid to a stop in front of me, howler blood smeared across her legs and stomach, and her dark eyes were full of a fire and rage that echoed my own soul.

      “We have an understanding.” I stroked the mare’s nose. “She’ll take me where I need to go, and I’ll kill anything that stands between me and the woman who owns both our souls.”
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        * * *

      

      “Still no messages from her or the Sovereign House.” My fingers tightened on the stone wall of the balcony just off the aviary where we kept the strikers.

      “Told you we wouldn’t hear anything.” Roth gave me a flat look. “Can I return to the library now, or would you prefer to waste my time further?”

      This was exactly why I’d snuck out this morning to hunt down the rabid howlers. I’d needed something to take the edge off so I could deal with Roth.

      I’d gotten used to their taciturn personality since Roth had moved to House Harker, but it’d been different ever since Samara—along with Vail and Draven—had vanished. Thanks to Kieran’s connections, we were pretty certain they were all at the Sovereign House, but the other information we’d received was confusing . . . and disturbing.

      Supposedly, Carmilla had overthrown Queen Velika with the help of Velika’s consort, Samara’s ex-husband Demetri . . . and Vail. What had happened to Samara and Draven after that was a little harder to determine. There were rumors that the prince was dead, something that didn’t bother me all that much but had sent Kieran spiraling. Nobody had seen Samara recently, but one guard who was loyal to Kieran said she was in the dungeon.

      That couldn’t be right though. If Carmilla had truly overthrown the Sovereign Queen—something that was hard to come to terms with because we all thought they’d been friends despite Velika’s ill intentions—why would she throw her niece into the dungeon? Carmilla had helped raise Samara after her parents had been killed and had always been fiercely protective of her, and Samara was completely loyal to her aunt.

      None of this made sense. It had been almost two weeks since Samara and Vail had left on their mission to find the other half of the lost Fae crown that supposedly could override the free will of others. Velika had the other half, and those two had raced off to make sure she didn’t get the second piece. Against my better judgment, we’d told Draven where they’d been heading when he’d demanded to know, and he’d gone after them.

      I glanced at Kieran, who hadn’t even acknowledged us when Roth and I had barged up here. Even now, all his attention was on the letter he was composing.

      He loved Samara . . . and Draven. Both of the people who mattered to him more than anyone else—vanished. Samara, I understood. She and Kier had been in love the moment they’d laid eyes on each other. The prince . . . that I was still having a hard time wrapping my head around.

      I hadn’t even known Kieran and the prince had been involved until recently, which was something I was still a little pissed off about. Kieran had been my best friend for well over a decade, and he’d kept something major from me.

      Despite Draven’s declarations about caring for Samara, I still didn’t trust the Moroi Prince. Velika was his mother, and we knew he was working for the wraiths and had helped them slaughter several of our outposts in recent years. Despite that, Kieran loved him, and Roth, of all people, backed Kieran up when he suggested we tell Draven. I was the odd person out, but even I had gone along with it because, despite my feelings about Draven, I did believe there was something between not only him and Kieran but Samara too.

      And it wasn’t a minor something. Not with the fierce and possessive look he’d had in his eyes that day.

      “Apologies, Roth.” I spun around and leaned against the stone wall, crossing my arms over my chest. “Do you have something useful to add? By all means, speak up and let us know what you’ve found in the library that will answer what the fuck is going on right now.”

      Fiery orange flecks burned in Roth’s hazel eyes as their bloodlust rose. They’d barely left the library for the past two weeks, but after I’d returned and cleaned myself off, I’d gone there to find them waging war on the books. Several of them had pages torn out, and Roth was cursing in languages I didn’t even recognize. I’d tried to calm them down, but they’d only stormed out, as if the books had betrayed them in failing to provide an answer.

      It’d taken some doing, but I’d convinced them to come up here for some fresh air. I’d had no idea if it would help, but I needed Roth to keep it together because I barely was . . . and Kieran definitely wasn’t.

      Given Roth’s current mood, I kept one eye on their forearms, where bloodred ropes were looped. They used to be flat ribbons, but now the fabric was thicker and looked like three pieces braided together, making it more rope-like.

      The only place Roth had spent any time besides the library was the target range in the training yard. On particularly bad days, they’d trash a dozen targets. With half a thought, they’d have their ropes unwinding from their arms and shooting towards the wood targets we used for archery, and blood-colored protrusions would jut out seconds before the ropes made contact, slicing through the wood.

      Roth had always been a bit grumpy and standoffish, but this viciousness was something new that we were all getting used to.

      At the rate Roth and I kept going at each other, I knew my blood would be dripping from those ropes sooner rather than later.

      Clearly, Kieran felt a fight between Roth and I was imminent because he looked up from the letters he was rapidly churning out to give both of us an annoyed look. “If the two of you are going to bicker, go somewhere else.” His eyes, which had been more gold than brown lately, dropped back to the note he was writing. Normally, Kieran kept himself clean-shaven and his hair neatly styled, but he was sporting a week’s worth of stubble, and his blond hair looked like it hadn’t been brushed in days.

      “Are you reaching out to the same people?” I asked tiredly. “I don’t see why they’d tell you anything different than they did two days ago.”

      “Maybe don’t tell me how to interact with people.” His words were clipped, and there was an edge to his voice I’d never heard from him before. His eyes dropped back to the letters. “Roth is supposed to be good at research, although that’s been an epic fail. I’m good at gathering gossip and cashing in on favors, which is why we have any information at all right now. What the fuck do you do, Alaric? Other than going traipsing off into the woods and leaving all the work to us? Do you even give a shit about getting her back? Or does this make you happy?”

      I swallowed back my growl. Thank fuck I’d gone out this morning; otherwise, I definitely would have ripped his head off—best friend or not.

      “Sorry,” Kieran said tightly without looking up.

      Roth and I shared a look. We might constantly fight with each other, but that was mostly because we were too similar in a lot of ways. As pissed off as we’d get, neither of us ever held a grudge—at least not for long. Kieran was the peacekeeper in our group, and neither of us knew how to roll with the changes in his behavior.

      Roth and I were good at a lot of things, but emotional comfort was not one of them. I cared about Kieran because he was my best friend, and I thought Roth had grown to like Kieran despite themself. Kier was just so . . . Kier. He was honest, loyal, and always willing to help everyone.

      Now he was hurting and neither of us knew what to do because we were trying to keep from spiraling into panic and despair ourselves. Samara would have known what to do. She always did.

      I missed her so much, it hurt. Up until recently, we’d been adversaries, but even then, I’d been obsessed with her. Samara had consumed my soul long before I’d ever tasted her lips against mine, and now she was missing and I had no fucking answers as to why or how to help her.

      She was counting on me—on us—and we were failing her. I found everything about that unacceptable.

      I took a deep breath. Letting myself unravel into despair wouldn’t help. 

      The absence of both Carmilla and Samara hadn’t exactly gone unnoticed. There was a quiet tension in House Harker, and the other advisors had been looking to me for answers. I’d been Carmilla’s top advisor, and since returning, I hadn’t exactly hidden that things between Samara and I had changed.

      Everyone was aware of her relationship with Roth and Kieran. I hadn’t stood in the center of the courtyard and dramatically declared my feelings, but I hadn’t needed to. I spent every waking moment trying to figure out what had happened to Samara. And even though we were biting each other’s heads off constantly, Roth, Kieran, and I were often together.

      It didn’t take a genius to figure out that Samara had claimed another lover—just the gossip mill that was the House Harker court.

      I was trying to figure out how to suggest to Kieran that maybe he should try some new contacts without setting him off when the doors to the rooftop burst open.

      Adrienne stalked out onto the stone balcony, Emil and Nyx right behind her. A few of the strikers flapped their wings in unease at the sudden intrusion, their brightly colored scales glistening in the sunlight.

      “I take it from your grim faces that you don’t have any news—good or bad—to share?” Adrienne asked. Like Kieran, Adrienne was usually perpetually full of joy, but recently, the ranger, who was only a decade older than us, looked tired and drained. The other two rangers—Nyx and Emil—didn’t look any better. 

      All of the rangers were feeling a little uneasy about Vail’s absence. But Adrienne, Emil, and Nyx were part of Vail’s personal squad—more than that, they were friends.

      The fact that they hadn’t heard anything from him either had only increased everyone’s concerns.

      “No,” Kieran replied without looking up from his letter. “Nothing today. You?”

      Adrienne didn’t answer, and it was then that I noticed the letter she clenched at her side.

      “What did you learn?” It took every ounce of my self-control not to close the distance between us and rip that piece of paper out of her hand. But I knew Adrienne would tell us—we’d been sharing information all week—and she could absolutely kick my ass. So I stayed where I was and forced myself to be patient.

      “It’s not good.” Her expression was pinched, and when she opened her mouth to say more, it was like the words escaped her. Finally, she just held the letter out, and I quickly walked over and grabbed it, eyes skimming the words. There wasn’t much written, as if the person had only had a small opportunity to send the message and had hastily slapped it together. I’d expected it to be from Vail, but this wasn’t his handwriting.

      “Well?” Roth pushed. Even Kieran had stopped writing and was completely focused on me.

      I swallowed. “It says Carmilla has been seen walking around the Sovereign House . . . with a crown of silver and gold on her head. Vail is often at her side.”

      Kieran slammed his palm down on the table he’d dragged up here, sending some of the paper flying and several strikers to take off in the air. Then he rose and stalked to the other side of the balcony.

      “Anything about Samara . . . or Draven?” Roth asked.

      “No.” I shook my head and stared at the short note, as if some further insight would magically appear. Based on all the information we’d been able to piece together, it wasn’t a surprise that Carmilla was walking around free. Confusing, absolutely, because I didn’t understand why she hadn’t reached out to us. Queen Velika being dead had been reported by enough sources that we’d all accepted that as well—shocking as it may have been.

      But the crown . . . that was new. We’d been so worried about Velika getting her hands on both pieces that it had never occurred to us that someone else might not only know of its existence but would be vying for it as well. And definitely not Carmilla.

      As unbelievable as it seemed, if Kieran’s informant was telling the truth, Samara wasn’t simply missing—she was imprisoned in the Sovereign House. And Carmilla now possessed the whole crown . . . and Vail wasn’t sharing a cell next to Samara.

      “Did Vail betray us?” I half whisper the accusation. On one hand, it didn’t seem possible . . . but then Vail might not have seen it as betrayal, at least not to House Harker. He was loyal to Carmilla, almost fanatically, and his dislike of Samara wasn’t exactly a secret, but it’d seemed like things had been changing between them. Had he deceived all of us? A humorless laugh flowed from me. “We were so concerned about the wicked prince that we didn’t see the devil already walking amongst us.”

      “We don’t know that Vail betrayed Samara,” Nyx snapped. They were the youngest of the rangers and held Vail up on a pedestal, more so than even Adrienne and Emil. “Maybe Carmilla used the crown on him. We know it can force anyone to obey the person wearing it. He may be just as trapped as Samara, even if there are no visible bars around him.”

      Roth shook their head. “She still would have had to get the crown, and Vail was with Samara. If they found the other half, it’s not that big of a stretch to think he stabbed Samara in the back and gave it to Carmilla.”

      “Vail must have had his reasons,” Emil said evenly, which seemed to soothe Nyx somewhat. I could see the doubt in the older Moroi’s eyes though. Despite his words, Emil clearly had some concerns about what Vail was up to.

      “So what do we do now?” Adrienne asked. “Keep waiting for more information to trickle in? Or go to the Sovereign House to see for ourselves?”

      “If that crown truly does everything we think it’s capable of, then our free will could be taken away as soon as we walk through those gates.” Emil’s dark bushy brows creased in concern. It didn’t escape my attention that he hadn’t said Carmilla’s name. We were all having a hard time coming to terms with the fact that the House Leader we’d served our entire lives—someone we’d thought had been just and fair—would be okay with enslaving her own people like that.

      I glanced at the letter again. Carmilla wears a crown of silver and gold. If my parents had been here, I’d have asked them—they knew Carmilla well since they’d served her for over a century before semi-retiring—but lately they’d been foregoing the safety of the Harker fortress to spend time helping in the outposts. No amount of pleading on my part about the dangers facing our outposts had convinced them to return. Now, I was a little thankful, because if Carmilla truly was seizing power over the Moroi, it would be the Houses she targeted first.

      “Roth,” I said slowly, my gaze flicking briefly to Kieran, who had silently joined us again, a storm brewing in his eyes. “Do we have any books or documents that show the interior layout of the Sovereign House?”

      “No.” Eyes that burned like fire looked at me. “But I know where we can get some.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Samara

        

      

    

    
      “Have you reconsidered your answer yet?” My ex-husband smiled down at me through the bars of my cell, where I was leaning against the back wall. There’d been a time when I would have found that smile appealing. It had a charming, sly quality to it, like he was thinking of something amusing and couldn’t wait to share it with you. With his perfectly tousled chestnut hair and stunning hazel eyes, Demetri was quite the looker, and he knew it, but I wasn’t a sixteen-year-old girl anymore who could be dazzled by easy grins and pretty eyes.

      Actually, even at sixteen, I hadn’t been that gullible. Just a little more willing to put aside my happiness for the sake of my House.

      That was no longer who I was. At twenty-four, I knew exactly what and who I wanted, and I did want Demetri. 

      I wanted him bleeding out on the floor at my feet.

      “Have you considered shutting the fuck up?” I gave Demetri a smile that showed way too much fang to be considered anything friendly. “Or better yet, slitting your own throat?”

      The grin slipped as the muscles along Demetri’s jaw tightened. He’d come down here every day to ask if I’d reconsidered his offer of marriage. Because being married to that worthless piece of shit hadn’t been bad enough the first time—he actually thought I’d willingly sign up for round two.

      I had a feeling he’d love nothing more than to open the door to my cell, step inside, and throttle me for all the insults I’d hurled his way over the past week. That would be a nice change of pace. I wasn’t particularly good at hand-to-hand combat—knives and bows were my thing—but with how wrathful I was feeling, I had no doubt I could rip out Demetri’s throat faster than he could blink.

      Alas, the hulking brute standing directly opposite me on the other side of the dungeon kept Demetri from trying anything devious. Well . . . more devious than going along with having your ex-wife thrown into a prison cell while you tried to strong-arm her into marrying you again.

      So far, my aunt—the real reason I was in this fucked-up situation—had kept her word about not forcing me to marry Demetri. Although she’d also made it clear that she thought the marriage would be in the best interest of everyone.

      Everyone clearly did not include me.

      There had to be a reason. Neither of them were the sentimental type. There was some political gain to me being married to Demetri that I wasn’t seeing, and they must have discovered it recently because they’d both allowed my divorce to go through, and that had only been a couple of months ago.

      But since I was locked in this fucking cell, I had no way of finding out the reason behind all of this. I needed to get out of here. I had to make sure Kieran, Roth, and Alaric were alright. Plus check in with Cali and Rynn, who were no doubt losing their minds over my lack of communication. Draven was alive—for now—but I refused to leave him behind, so I had to devise a plan that got him out too.

      There was another complication to all of this. A ticking clock, so to speak. Cramps tore through my lower abdomen, taking my breath away and sending a fresh bolt of pain every minute. I felt like I was dying.

      The hulking brute, Vail—also known as the lying sack of shit—glanced at me with a frown. His grey eyes scrutinized me as if he could sense the pain I was in.

      I ignored him and tried to will the cramps away. And the Marshal while I was at it. Tragically, they both remained.

      When the humans had cast the spell to turn themselves into Moroi, it’d led to a fucked-up reproductive cycle. Every four months, anyone with a uterus would experience the joy of excruciating pain and bleeding. It only lasted for two or three days, but those days were absolute agony. Once that funness was over, my sex drive would go wild. That part was usually fun—almost made up for the three days of suffering—but given my current situation, it was a problem.

      I wouldn’t be completely out of my mind with lust, but thinking coherently would be difficult. So I was basically looking at almost a week of limited cognitive function. Wonderful. As if my situation weren’t fucked enough already.

      It wasn’t as if the woman that I’d respected, looked up to, and absolutely idolized had betrayed me. And not a little betrayal. A lied to me and manipulated me for years, tortured and imprisoned the man I loved, and had me thrown in a moonsdamned dungeon type of betrayal.

      I rubbed the empty space on my finger where the ring Cali had gifted me should’ve been. Demetri had been the one to take it off—gleefully. When we’d been married, I’d regularly used it to communicate with Cali and Rynn. He probably knew how much my two best friends didn’t like him and took great joy in making sure I couldn’t reach out to them.

      Rynn was with the Alpha Pack now. No doubt she wasn’t happy about that, but at least she was safe. Those assholes would protect her—whether she wanted that protection or not.

      It was Cali I was worried about. All Furies had a bit of a short fuse. Cali was pretty good about controlling her temper—unless Rynn or I were threatened, then all bets were off.

      The fact that she wasn’t already here raining down blood and fury had me worried. My fingers curled inwards until my claws pressed into my skin just shy of drawing blood. I hated Carmilla for imprisoning me and keeping me from helping my friends put out the fires that seemed to be popping up everywhere.

      The only person I hated more than her right now was Vail, because he was the reason I was in this mess. When I wasn’t trading barbs with Demetri, I was screaming at him. At least, I had been for the first five days. Lately, I’d switched to ignoring his presence because that seemed to hurt him more, based on how his eyes would bleed silver after a few minutes.

      I didn’t give the slightest fuck about Vail’s feelings right now though. He’d betrayed me—after he’d fucked me.

      He could rot in a shallow grave right next to Demetri for all I cared.

      Demetri’s hazel eyes hardened the longer he looked at me, light green flecks starting to expand into the brown as his temper and bloodlust rose. For a second, another pair of hazel eyes surfaced in my mind. But Roth’s eyes were far prettier. Their secondary eye color was more of a burnt orange, like little sparks that would flare in their eyes. Compared to my sharp-tongued love, Demetri was nothing.

      Less than nothing.

      I’d find a way out of here. Back to all of them. Ideally before my lovers tried something insane like breaking into the Sovereign House.

      Yeah, because breaking out is a much saner idea. 

      Shut up, brain. Nobody asked you.

      Fuck. I might be losing it.

      My stomach churned as the pain of my cramps reached a new level. I was going to hurl up my meager breakfast all over this floor if I didn’t lie down soon. A bead of sweat formed at my hairline. It was bad enough that I was sitting while he was here, but standing wasn’t an option. I settled for keeping my spine ramrod straight while I sat and didn’t let my feral smile falter.

      “Fine,” Demetri finally said, brushing a hand through his hair as if he weren’t monumentally frustrated with me. “I’ll take my leave for now.” His eyes glinted with a slyness I didn’t like one bit. “Perhaps I’ll pay the fallen prince a visit and test out my new iron-tipped spear. Maybe I’ll get him to scream loud enough that you’ll be able to hear him all the way up here.”

      My mask cracked and then shattered into a thousand pieces. In a second, I was on my feet at the front of the cell, wrapping my fingers around the bars that separated us.

      “Touch him, and I’ll rip out your spine and beat you to death with it!” I snarled and shook the bars even as they burned my skin. All of the bars in the dungeon had a high level of iron because they’d been built by the Fae. Why the Fae had felt the need to imprison their own kind, I had no idea.

      Just like I had no idea why I had a reaction to the iron. It felt revolting against my skin.

      “Pretty sure he’d already be dead at that point,” Vail said from where he still casually leaned against the wall, sharpening one of his knives. “But I’ve never really tested Moroi healing abilities in that way. Could be a fun little experiment.”

      “Nobody fucking asked you,” I snapped at Vail before mentally slapping myself. Well, he’d finally gotten me to speak to him.

      Demetri gave Vail a cool look. “You were told to stay away. I’ll be informing Carmilla of this.”

      Vail shrugged, eying his dagger for a moment before continuing to sharpen it. “Seems like a poor choice.”

      “And why is that?”

      The Marshal of House Harker finally looked up to meet Demetri’s gaze, thick silver cracks weaving through his dark grey eyes. “Because then I’d be forced to rip out your tongue for being a sniveling little tattletale.”

      Demetri’s eyes flashed green for a moment before his cool and collected facade snapped back into place. There was a conniving wickedness to Demetri that I’d never seen in all the years we’d been married. Either it was new or he’d done an excellent job of hiding it. I suspected the latter, which irked me because I hadn’t seen through his lazy but mostly harmless act for all that time.

      “Fine. Stay here as long as you want.” A knowing smile spread across his lips. “She’ll never forgive you. Samara never loved me, but the way she stares at you when you’re not looking”—he sucked in a harsh breath—“that’s definitely love. The fallout of it anyway. Did you know, Vail? When you agreed to betray her, did you know she loved you? What about when you parted those deliciously thick thighs and fu⁠—”

      Faster than I could track, Vail had his hand wrapped around Demetri’s throat as he slammed him against the bars of my cell, causing me to jump back. He flung the other Moroi to the floor and took one step towards him before halting and spinning around to pace to the other side of the dungeon.

      Demetri had succeeded in getting both Vail and me to lose our tempers.

      Instead of being upset, my ex-husband just let out a hoarse laugh as he rose to his feet, brushing away the dirt from his clothes and swiping his hair back. “You’re both so touchy.” He straightened the collar of his dark red shirt. “See you tomorrow, Samara. I’ll tell the prince you said hello.”

      “Fucker!” I screamed as the heavy wood door closed behind him. A second later, I was bending over and heaving up my breakfast. Then I straightened and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. It took me a minute to realize Vail had moved over to my cell and was holding a canteen through the bars. I snatched it from him and rinsed out my mouth, then walked as far away from the vomit as possible.

      “He’s bluffing,” Vail said quietly. “Draven scares the shit out of him. He’s only been to that level once, and he ran out the door like wraiths were chasing him.”

      I didn’t say anything. Partly to annoy Vail, but mostly because the pain had reached a new level and it was taking all my concentration to stay upright and conscious. A sharp gasp exploded from my lips, and I decided that if I wanted to stay awake, I needed to sit down.

      “What’s wrong?” Vail crouched outside my cell. Some of the silver had faded from his eyes, but they were still intense as he examined me, trying to find why I looked like a strong wind would blow me over. “Quit being fucking stubborn, Samara, and tell me what the fuck is wrong with you.”

      “My cycle is here,” I ground out. It wasn’t like he wouldn’t figure it out once the blood started flowing, which would be any minute now, considering how bad the pain was.

      “Shit.” His eyes widened. “What can I do?”

      “Go back in time to when the humans were crafting the spell to turn us into Moroi and maybe tell them to tweak it a little bit so we don’t have to suffer through this bullshit every few months?”

      “Samara,” he growled.

      I rolled my eyes. “Just ask the kitchen staff. They’ll have some tea that will help with the pain.” 

      He rose without a word and headed towards the door. 

      “And Vail?” I waited until he looked over his shoulder at me. “Make sure I get some contraceptive tea in three days.”

      His expression darkened, but he jerked his head in a tight nod before leaving me alone once more. The timing of my cycle was unfortunate for all kinds of reasons. I needed to be sharp right now, and that was hard to do while I was in constant pain. And what came next wouldn’t be much better. 

      Moroi were the most fertile in the weeks after our cycle. Demetri didn’t want to marry me because he loved me; I suspected part of it was injured pride over how easily I had left him, but maybe he wanted an Heir—one that came from my bloodline and his. I wouldn’t be marrying Demetri again, and I certainly wouldn’t be having a child with him. He was too scared to step in the cell with me, but I still wanted to have the contraceptive tea just in case. It would prevent all pregnancies until my next cycle.

      And fuck, I better be out of here before then.

      When the door opened half an hour later, I raised my head from where it had been hanging between my knees, expecting to see Vail. Instead, my body went still as I took in another familiar face.

      “Hello, dear,” my aunt said politely. “I think we’re overdue for a chat.”

      A collision of emotions slammed through me like a whirlwind. Hurt and confusion from the betrayal. Embarrassment and frustration for never having suspected her. And a boiling rage beneath all of that.

      “Are we?” I fixed my features into a calm but distant expression. Ideally, I would have casually risen to my feet and stood before my aunt, but there was zero chance of that happening. Blood was seeping through my undergarments, and the cramps had shifted to a dull but constant pain.

      I wouldn’t be moving anytime soon.

      Carmilla’s dark green eyes swept over me, but whatever she was thinking was hidden behind her own mask. So much of my own tactics when it came to political conversations were based on what I had learned from her. I’d been a constant shadow in her presence growing up—sitting in on meetings and reading the letters she would send to other Houses—I’d absorbed every bit of knowledge and insight she’d been willing to bestow.

      And she knew it.

      I had never once doubted my aunt. Instead, I’d taken everything she’d told me at face value, whereas if another had spoken similar words, I would have looked closer. And none of that had been by accident on her part. I’d had plenty of time to reflect on my relationship with my aunt the past week, and I didn’t like what I’d seen.

      How gullible I’d been.

      “Don’t give me that look, Samara.” Carmilla waved a hand as she moved to stand in front of my cell, keeping just out of my reach. “It’s not as if I planned on putting you here.” She gestured at the dungeon walls.

      “But it was one of the plans, wasn’t it?” I raised a dark eyebrow at her. “‘If you only have one plan, you’ve already failed…’” I impersonated her deep, throaty voice. “You might be a traitorous bitch, but I still remember the lessons.”

      “I haven’t betrayed anyone,” she said in a calm, even tone that made me want to scream in her face. For a second, my indifferent expression wavered before I wrestled my emotions back under control. “Velika betrayed us all when she started dealing with the wraiths. When she lay with one of them and bore them a child.”

      My mask shattered.

      “So you blame Draven for the sins of his parents?” My voice vibrated with anger. “Do you know? Do you know what Velika did to him as a child? What that fucking crown is capable of?” I flicked my gaze up to the crown made of silver and gold that rested on my aunt’s dark hair.

      Something tickled the back of my mind. It felt like standing alone in a forest when a predator was stalking you from the shadows.

      Was she trying to use the crown on me? 

      A painful cramp flared, but I hid it behind the rage I was feeling as I tried to guard my thoughts. Although, based on what Draven had said, the crown didn’t work well on the House bloodlines, so I should be somewhat protected.

      But then again . . . he’d been basing that on only half of the crown. Now that Carmilla had both pieces, could she control me? Was that why she wore it today?

      “You truly are remarkable.” Carmilla tilted her head as she studied me. “I know you’re frightened right now. Probably about this”—she raised her hand and touched the crown—“but you hide it well. Your temper was always your greatest weakness though. I never could break you of that. Something you inherited from your mother, unfortunately.”

      “Did you ever care for me?” I held my chin high. “Or have I always been nothing but a political pawn for you to groom? The way you did Vail?”

      During the long hours I’d had down here to myself, I’d alternated between plotting different ways out and thinking about my childhood after my parents had died. Vail and I had been friends prior to the death of our parents. He’d been enraged at me for my actions the night they’d died—my decision to stop him from going out in a doomed attempt to save them—but we could have recovered from that given time. We could have worked through our grief together. Instead, it had torn us apart.

      And Carmilla had played a role in that. She’d been the stand-in parental figure for both of us. It’d given her the opportunity to whisper just the right words in our ears to create a divide in our friendship. She’d fanned the flames of Vail’s anger, while at the same time hammering into me how important it was to be strong and not show any signs of weakness. To be the perfect Heir the way my parents would have wanted.

      Vail and I had both been too close to her to see it then, and he was clearly still blind to it, but I saw things clearly now.

      She could take her pretty lies and manipulative compliments and choke on them.

      “Don’t be so melodramatic.” A half smirk curled up at the corners of her lips as she dropped her hand from the crown. “I only wanted what was best for you, and look how far the two of you rose! If I’d allowed you to remain friends, you wouldn’t have reached down deep to find the motivation necessary to recover from a loss like that.”

      “Did you play a role in the death of our parents?” I pushed.

      “Velika ordered it.” She shrugged and absently studied her nails. “My sister had been a thorn in her side for too long. Mariona never told me what precisely she was looking for,” Carmilla mused. “As much as my sister loved me, she didn’t entirely trust me.” Those calculating eyes slid to me. “Your sweet, trusting nature, you inherited from your father.”

      The coppery taste of blood filled my mouth as I bit down hard to keep a torrent of swear words from tumbling out. Apparently, Carmilla was testing for all the sore spots tonight. The question was . . . why? My aunt didn’t have casual conversations. I understood that now better than ever before. She’d come down here for a specific purpose, and all her words were crafted to achieve it. 

      It also didn’t escape my attention that she hadn’t answered the question about if she’d played a role in my and Vail’s parents’ deaths. She’d only said Velika had ordered it, but that left plenty of room for her to still be involved. It made me suspect that she had at the very least known about the order . . . and done nothing to stop it. But I dropped it for now. Let her believe I thought Velika was solely responsible. I might be able to use it later.

      I knew how to play the long game too.

      “Perhaps we can continue this conversation under better . . . circumstances.” She walked forward and brushed her fingers against my cell. “I would have come down here sooner, but I’ve been busy getting this House in order.” Once again, my eyes flicked up to the crown. 

      A crown of two parts. Glittering gold and frosted silver. 

      One half to see a soul. Another half to bind it.

      Those were the words Roth had found in their research. Velika had only possessed the half that bound souls, which meant she’d had to use blood magic to get the binding to settle—something about the ability to see souls made the bindings work better. There was so much we didn’t understand about the crown, but clearly, Carmilla wasn’t wasting any time testing it out.

      I had to warn House Harker and the other Houses; otherwise, my aunt could stroll through their doors and enslave them all within an afternoon. I couldn’t pull a complete about-face and suddenly give in to her demands, but getting out of this cell, even under supervision, would help me gather information and improve my odds of escaping.

      “And what exactly are these better circumstances?” I drawled, my voice deepening towards the end when the muscles in my lower abdomen painfully clenched again. I once again cursed the poor timing of my cycle.

      “A dinner.” Carmilla smiled. “In three days, when you’re feeling better.”

      I matched her polite smile. “Wonderful. Can’t wait.”

      It wasn’t surprising that Carmilla knew I was on my cycle. I had no open wounds, and she could no doubt smell the blood. Plus, my aunt had known me my entire life, so she knew what it looked like when I was trying to hide my pain. The fact that she knew it had just started was interesting. Had Vail told her? Or had she seen him collecting supplies for me and inferred what was going on from that?

      “Demetri will be delighted to see you.”

      My smile turned sharp. So that’s what she wanted. Me to be around Demetri when my cycle had just ended, when I'd be in a lust-filled haze.

      “I’ll be happy to see him again too.” I let my bloodlust rise until I knew my eyes had turned black. “Perhaps I can finish what I started in that throne room.”

      When I’d done my best to cut his dick off.

      Carmilla laughed and touched the crown again. I tensed. Would I know if the crown’s magic was working on me? Would I feel my free will slipping away? I didn’t feel any different, but the fear that I wouldn’t know was almost too much to bear.

      That alien presence brushed against my mind again, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

      “I have much to attend to over the next couple of days.” Carmilla’s hands fell from the crown as the corners of her mouth pinched slightly, fighting a frown. “I’ll have servants come down for you in two days so you can get cleaned up. Perhaps afterwards, we can see about keeping you somewhere else—under supervision of course—depending on how dinner goes.”

      Then she launched into a speech about how she truly did care about the Moroi. That she was doing what had to be done for the survival of all, and if I’d just see that, I could be of help to her. It wasn’t my aunt’s speech I was paying attention to though. It was the other voice drifting through my mind. One that felt ancient and devious.

      Hello, my little forgotten one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Vail

        

      

    

    
      Samara was in so much pain, she was delirious. I knew this because she was currently curled up on my lap—a place she would never have been if she weren’t out of it. It was the second day of her cycle. The first hadn’t seemed too bad, although that was most likely due to the fact that she’d chugged the tea I’d brought her like it had been the answer to all her problems before asking for more.

      I’d traumatized the kitchen staff with the way I’d barged in there repeatedly throughout the day, demanding more of the tea brewed specifically to dull cramps and help with pain.

      When Samara had thanked me after the fourth cup instead of threatening to cut my balls off, I’d known things were about to get bad.

      But bad had been an understatement.

      Samara had barely moved all day. She’d just curled up in the corner of her cell on the pile of blankets I’d stolen from every vacant bedroom I could find. She’d practically bitten my head off when I’d suggested she ask to be moved to a bedroom just until this was over.

      “I’m a prisoner,” she’d spat. “Carmilla will want something if I make such a request.” Then her eyes had flashed black. “She will get nothing from me.”

      I thought about going behind her back and asking Carmilla directly, but she had to know the state her niece was in. Even if she hadn’t been to see Samara herself, Carmilla was the type of leader who always knew everything that was going on under her roof, and given how I’d stormed into the kitchen demanding the tea . . .

      If Carmilla wanted to ease her niece’s suffering, she could have done it at any time, which meant Samara was right. If she asked for a room and a more comfortable setting, she would have to agree to something.

      Samara was frustratingly stubborn but not without reason. If the situation were reversed, I would have remained in the cell too.

      Which was why I was sitting here with Samara wrapped in several blankets and tucked against my chest. She’d been drifting in and out of sleep, mumbling something about a crown that I couldn’t quite make out. My arms tightened around her soft body. 

      This was the first time she’d allowed me to touch her since everything that had gone down in the throne room. Since I’d chosen Carmilla over her. At least, that was the way Samara viewed it.

      I hadn’t known this was how things were going to go though. I’d thought that once Carmilla and Samara spoke, everything would be okay. That they’d work it out and everything would go back to how it had been—the two of them working together. I mean, they both wanted the same thing—for the Moroi to survive.

      It

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/logo-small.jpg
®

GREYNALKIN






OEBPS/images/alexfrost.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        The Lunaria Realms Series
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Note From Author
      


      		
        Ebook Map
      


      		
        Character Guide Note
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Want to see some NSFW art and read more spicy scenes?
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Need more fantasy romance in your life?
      


      		
        Guide to the Characters and Places of Lunaria
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		The Lunaria Realms Series


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		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
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include source files, build scripts and documentation.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
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Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
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Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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