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      Lucy Hexworth looked at the antique mantel clock that sat on the nearest stone fireplace. Golden, moving light from the numerous fires and candles alive in the lobby gleamed off the brass mechanisms on display behind the clock face.

      Four in the morning. The main rooms of Highcragh castle were getting quieter now as most of the guests had finished dinner and drinks and had gone on to other, more intimate activities in the privacy of their rooms or in the downstairs dungeons. Lucy, though, would be here in the lobby for another hour, until Medusa, the new recruit, took over for the night. Lucy had been at work for a good twelve hours.

      This was actually a huge improvement over the pure slavery that had been her work schedule in the past. When she’d arrived at the castle, fresh out of school two years before, she’d had to work around the clock, pretty much all the time for the past two years, until she'd landed that promotion.

      And now, suddenly finding herself with actual downtime was weird. Good-weird, surely. It would do wonders for her mood and overall health, she was convinced of it. She was still getting used to it, was all. She was still considering all the new opportunities that presented themselves to her now that she was allowed a life.

      She was bone tired and in dire need of some me-time, and yet she couldn’t for the life of her figure out what she was going to do now. She had no clue if she was meant to take back up on her other dreams. Initially she’d wanted to be a fashion designer, she’d even studied the craft and she’d had some success in a couple of student contests. Had she been able to dive into that world straight away after school, she could no doubt have leveraged her early wins into a full-blown career.

      But her cousin Alistair had called her to Highcragh. You know, the letter from the magical castle summoning you to start your life there as a wizard? Well, this had been nothing like that. Lucy and her stepbrother Alex had received the mail and spent a whole evening getting wasted to dull the shock. Not that Highcragh was such a bad place or that Alistair Hexworth was a bad guy. But the unfairness of it all, the obligation to follow family law, put their own ambitions into an early grave, and work at the castle for two full years without pay or leave? That had really chaffed.

      Lucy's stepmother, Alex's mother, bless her, had tried to get them out of it, but their father, Leowolf Hexworth, hadn't listened to her. He’d threatened his kids to disown them if they didn’t follow the family rule, and had dispatched them both to Highcragh to help out his distant cousin Alistair.

      Alex had paid his dues and he’d recently left the castle to follow his dream of becoming an architect. He hadn’t let Highcragh get to his head the way Lucy had. He was happy now, back in Stormland’s main city, Mid Ghast, and Lucy was sure he'd be designing houses and office buildings in no time.

      But she was still here in the lobby, for several very good and very bad reasons.

      Her first motivation was that she wholeheartedly liked it here at Highcragh. Who would have thought? She’d fallen in love with the huge castle, with its old stones and quirky architecture, with the gargoyles, the stained-glass windows that seemed to love the moonlight to death, the chilly yet playful draughts that couldn’t stop titillating the torches and candles, the empty, silent knights in chainmail and armour and weapons, the dark artefacts and darker relics decorating the walls everywhere. She loved the magic about that place, Haunted Hallway and all. It just called to her. When she was here, she felt like she belonged, like she wasn’t an anomaly anymore.

      And the work they were doing here was important. Giving the monsters, the scary unicorns of this world, a place to rest and relax, was a wonderful way to spend one’s energy. Lucy had lots of it, and so did her boss and distant cousin Alistair. She was good at her job, he’d confirmed it. He’d asked her to stay and maybe she could take over his job one day, when he couldn't take care of it anymore. And she thought it was a good fit. She knew she could do wonderful things here at the castle, both as Alistair’s second-in-command and as his potential successoress.

      The problem was that she’d got a little too fond of Alistair. She knew that he was her cousin, and her boss, and that it was obvious in so many ways that her affections were unrequited. She knew he was as good as married to a powerful mountain creature, to whom he’d even given a child. He was not available. To him, Lucy was just an annoying little cousin, competent and worthy of respect in the professional field, but that was it. And she should be content with that. Heck, she didn’t even want to like him.

      But her body and heart wouldn't listen to reason, and she did like him. She’d tried all the self-help books, all the self-hypnosis tips, and nothing had worked. She was still hopelessly infatuated with her boss. She needed an exorcism, and fast. She’d been needing it for months.

      Speaking of the devil, there he was, Alistair Hexworth, owner of Highcragh castle, pushing open the high gates and making a discreet entrance into the lobby. As discreet as he could, anyway, considering who he was and the aura of supreme eccentricity he exuded everywhere he went.

      He stumped a couple of times on the wide mat to shake off the snow from his turquoise faux-fur coat and luxurious long chestnut brown locks. Lucy remembered her interview with him, on her very first day at Highcragh. Alistair had wanted to know exactly how open-minded and customer-oriented she thought she was. She’d said very. He’d dazzled her with his easy smile, and then, he’d proceeded to explaining everything about the castle—things Leowolf probably didn’t know about.

      This place was all about helping monsters and mythical creatures find their mate and their happiness, no holds barred. This quest required that the staff take into account the many quirks of magical beings. Some of them really had strange ways and patterns, when it came to eating, sleeping, hunting and fucking, Alistair had explained.

      He’d seemed so at ease with all of that. It had grabbed her instantly, this happy absence of any preconceptions, constraints and shame.

      How she wished she could subscribe to this nice philosophy of life, and finally let go just as everyone here seemed to be able to.

      Alistair was stepping towards her counter. “Hey there, Little Cousin.”

      She smiled. “Happy time in the mountains?” She couldn’t fault him for being happy. She wanted him to.

      He beamed back at her. “Excellent. Did you know that yeti babies start talking at two months? Alina’s brilliant. Just like her momdad.”

      Alistair’s steady lover, Beauty, was a yeti. Yetis were all hermaphrodites and Beauty’s chosen pronouns where s+he/her. S+he lived in a secret cave in the mountains above the castle, but still on Highcragh grounds. Alistair visited her at very odd hours sometimes. Listening to him, you got the sense that they truly couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

      Lucy laughed. “And it has nothing to do with her dad’s intelligence, I’m sure. Come on. You’re being modest, Boss.”

      Alistair was brilliant and powerful in his own way. If he set his mind to something, it was as good as his. The fact that he could command a wide network of monsters all around the world who all knew how much they owed him helped, a lot.

      “And how about you?” he asked. “You’re off duty in an hour. Have you made fun plans for the next twelve hours?”

      She sighed. “Not really. I’m not sure how to deal with free time anymore.”

      He laughed happily. He knew all about devotion to the job. He’d as well as written the manual on the subject.

      “Come on,” he encouraged her. “Just give it some time. Maybe take a short hike in the mountains? It always does me a world of good.”

      That’s because the mountains are where you have wild sex with a mythical creature, Boss.

      “Hiking isn’t really my thing,” she confessed, her heart twisting into a painful knot. “I’m more of a creative. Was. I’m not sure anymore.” Plus, if she went for a walk, she would risk running into Beauty, and how awkward would that be?

      The truth was that Highcragh had transformed her. It had killed her old self, but nothing had risen from her ashes yet. Except for a very competent, very professional hotel manager. And that would never be enough for her.

      She could see people finding love around her left and right, while she remained stuck mid-change.

      “Don’t worry,” Alistair said softly. “Things take time. Especially when. . .”

      He didn’t finish his sentence, but they both knew perfectly well what he was talking about. Especially when there’s a big fat sword of Damocles above your pretty little head.

      Alistair knew that Lucy was a dhampir, a human-vampire mixed breed. Her mother had been Leowolf’s first love. She’d been human when they’d married and she’d been turned on their wedding night. Leowolf hadn’t known she was a vampire when they’d slept together that night, for the very first and very last time.

      He’d driven a stake through her heart right after she’d delivered Lucy into the world. Like a lot of people, he didn’t like vampires. He liked his daughter well enough, though, as long as she kept behaving like an undetonated dhampir—almost as good as a human.

      Lucy’s nature was a secret to outsiders, but Alistair was family.

      When she’d started at Highcragh, Lucy had still felt it her obligation to remind him what it meant exactly. That the blood lust was dormant within her and that strong emotions could bring it out at any moment. Strong emotions or any master vampire’s focused interest. And Highcragh welcomed lots of vampires, which Leowolf really hated.

      Alistair had pointed out that thankfully, master vampires were very rare these days on the planet, and that Lucy would be just fine. It wasn’t enough to let her off the hook.

      And so far, he’d been right. Most vampire guests didn’t even notice what she was. It took a very perceptive observer, like those two demons who had visited the castle the month before, to see her for what she really was.

      A ticking time bomb.

      “Yeah,” she said. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll manage. You should just go to bed.”

      Right on cue he yawned, which made him laugh.

      “I suppose I will. Good night, Little Cousin. Take it easy. You’re still very, very young.”

      And off he went, the eyes of half the guests still lounging in the lobby trailing after him.
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      Half past four. The last little group of guests rose from a cluster of old, ornate high-backed leather chairs nearby. Two women and a man. Since she’d been slightly bored, Lucy had been listening to their conversation while filling in orders and doing the castle accounts. The threesome had been discussing the possibility of, well, a threesome. And laying out some ground rules. The women, two witches, were a young couple. They’d come to Highcragh to check out the Haunted Hallway, which was just starting to get some word-of-mouth.

      The youngest woman, a diaphanous blonde who looked like an incarnation of Queen Guinevere straight out of some Arthurian novel, apparently had her twenty-third birthday coming up. Her wife, a thirty-something redhead with an incredible mane of hair and a face full of personality, had decided to give her a very special gift. Her bride, she’d explained earlier, was very sweet and happy most of the time, but it was pretty clear that she missed broomsticks—the kind that was still attached to a man.

      She wanted her wife to have a secret encounter with a man. And she was going to surprise them mid-act. Sexy drama, punishments, repristination and make-up sex would ensue. Lucy bet the younger woman would be a very beautiful cryer. She half wanted to make her cry herself, even despite the Highcragh policy never to vex the paying guests.

      The couple were vetting this guy they’d just met at Highcragh over a nice game of Death Ping-Pong. They seemed to be getting along rather well so far.

      Lucy thought it was very nice that these women were open about their fantasies. A couple who could deal with this would stay forever a long time, she could tell. It was rather obvious that the two women loved each other very much. And the man looked very interested, albeit slightly afraid of witches. The women had spent some time convincing him there were no risks involved for him, only spicy benefits.

      Lucy sighed as they finally rose and shook hands smiling, before parting ways. They’d clearly reached an agreement. Someone was going to have a very happy birthday in a couple of days.

      There was no one but her in the lobby now. Lucy sighed into the emptiness. She loved this room but it was very impressive when it got this lonely, with its sky-high ceilings lost in the darkness, its massive use of candles and fires that never completely managed to dissipate the shadows and the mystery. It was cold everywhere except near the flames, and once the guests were seated there, most found it almost impossible to leave. It was very good business for the bar.

      Medusa would be there in half an hour. A month ago, this was what Lucy would have considered a moment to herself. How weird. Now she was just waiting, and she didn’t even know for what.

      Something creaked at the gate, and with a long mewling sound, the gigantic wooden panel pivoted open. Although it was nighttime, it was still darker inside than outside, where the snow did a good job of reverberating moonlight. Against the soft glow, a dark silhouette stood on the threshold.

      Lucy shivered. There was something ominous to that moment, although she couldn’t really pinpoint what. She wasn’t afraid. The castle was really full of friends and she, Lucy, wasn’t exactly defenceless. There was no danger to her physical safety. But on another level . . .

      “Hi,” she breathed, rather stupidly.

      She always prided herself in her poised welcome. Guests instantly knew they were in good hands. Who did this shy, shallow voice belong to?

      The stranger didn’t answer. He just strode to her desk, taking his time. Long tendrils of energy seemed to emanate from his dark form as he travelled towards her. She still couldn’t see his features; only that he was tall, with very broad shoulders, long legs, a long, heavy coat, like anyone remotely clever donned in this weather, and boots. There was an air of power around him that spoke to her, beckoning her.

      Still very much the seasoned pro, she noted the absence of luggage. Some guests lost their things on the flight. Others had them brought separately. And some didn’t bother. They could buy or get anything delivered that they’d need, because they were filthy rich and most importantly, they didn’t care about objects at all.

      “Good night,” the man rumbled as he made it to the reception.

      He had a nice voice, gravely and deep. He stepped closer into the light, and Lucy’s heart nearly stopped.

      The man was breathtakingly beautiful. There was no other way to put it. He had none of the features she’d ever fantasized about in a man. He was just . . . better. Otherworldly beautiful.

      His face was very wide, with surprisingly high cheekbones and a delicate, pouty, lusciously sulky mouth. His eyes were the colour of darkness. His hair was completely black, so black as to appear almost blue, like the feathers on a magpie. His skin was tan and a little rugged. The five o’clock shadow on his cheeks made her want to know how it would feel against her smooth, velvety dhampir skin.

      He looked like an adventurer.

      “I’d like a room,” was all he said.

      “Of course. Welcome to Highcragh!” she stuttered helplessly. “Have you made a reservation? May I ask under what name?” She was desperately trying to analyse the impact he was having on her, her own aberrant response, and failing.

      “No reservation,” he said.

      His accent sounded foreign. But Asian? Native American? Latin? She couldn’t place it. He just looked like he came from Darkness, if Darkness was a place on Earth and fascinating people were born to it.

      “All right. . .” She bit her lip. “I’ll see what I can do.”

      Whether she found a room that suited the gentleman’s tastes or not, it was standard Highcragh policy never to let even an unannounced guest wander down the mountain at night right upon their arrival. Because that, Alistair insisted, would just be bad manners.

      But sometimes, observing such a noble law of hospitality could prove dicey when all the rooms and suites were already full.

      “We have only one room left,” Lucy told the man apologetically. “It’s furnished and ready for you if you like it, but it hasn’t been slept in for quite some time, because it’s rumoured to be cursed. I don’t think it really is. It’s just a . . . a story.”

      “Of course it is,” the stranger agreed with a hint of a smile.

      His eyes crinkled up and something warm, delightful, slid down Lucy’s spine.

      She soldiered on. “If you don’t like this option, we could arrange. . .”

      “No need to arrange anything,” he grumbled. “I’ll take it. It’s perfect.”

      “But. . .”

      “I trust you,” he announced, and slapped a platinum credit card onto her reception desk.

      Lucy forced a cheerful smile. “May I ask what you’ve come looking for here at Highcragh?” she asked. “It’s customary of me to ask, so that we can provide the best possible service. But of course, you’ll meet Mr. Hexworth tomorrow, and. . .”

      “No,” the stranger said.

      “No?”

      “No,” he repeated firmly.

      He didn’t elaborate, and she didn’t dare ask again.

      She took his card. His name was J. Darklone, and how well it fit him. She gave him a key, and called for a bellboy—not Alex anymore, but Boris—to show him to the High Tower.

      Boris’s eyes went wide when she gave him the room number.

      “But that’s the cursed honeymoon suite, Ma’am,” he whispered.

      “Don’t worry,” the stranger said to the kid, his voice rough but not unkind. “It’s not cursed. And even if it were, that wouldn’t be a problem.”

      “You’re not afraid of curses?” Boris asked in wonder. He was young and shy, nineteen at the most, with red hair and freckles. He was a baby.

      “No,” the stranger said. “Curses are my friends.”

      Boris’s mouth fell agape. “Are . . . are you one of those curse whisperers? For real?”

      The beautiful stranger didn’t answer. He just smiled.

      He threw Lucy a last look that made her knees go weak, and followed Boris along the dark hallway.

      It was now four thirty-five in the morning.
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      The second time the gates opened wide, at ten to five, to let another fascinating stranger into the castle, Lucy was drifting out of consciousness. Normally she never fell asleep on the job, especially not after checking in a fascinating guess such as this Mr. Darklone. But her eyelids were feeling so heavy. She'd been fighting to stay awake.

      She’d even picked something serious to do for her last minutes at reception, checking if all the grocery orders and menus really matched all the guests’ special needs. It was a tedious job that could mean life-and-death and required a lot of focus. But now, her mind wouldn’t stay on the task, floating away instead to fantasies of what the guests might be doing now, and did J. Darklone like his room? And what exactly was a curse whisperer? And then she’d find herself leaning on her elbow and falling asleep while dark dreams seduced her imagination.

      That’s why the last guest to arrive on her shift was both a goddessend and a challenge. They pushed the heavy wooden doors open effortlessly, almost without touching them, and the hinges didn’t even creak, which was rather unusual for them.

      The new guest was tall and insufficiently dressed for the weather, a hallmark for monsters all around the world. Most supernaturals seemed to despise the cold. (Lucy, though, did not.)

      The newcomer only wore a grey suit, and he wore it very nicely. Even from some distance you could tell how the cloudy grey wool matched the colour of his eyes in every nuance. It was extremely well cut and fit him to perfection.

      The guest himself appeared to be a twenty-five-year-old man who looked like a runway model, but livelier. His skin was perfect and the way he carried himself immediately made you think about royalty. It was clear that he’d always had everything he needed and that it would never cross his mind that things may go any other way.

      There was power in that, too, of course. It wasn’t dark magic like the brand that Mr. Darklone seemed to be wielding. It was the pure, light magic of highly born and educated, well-bred, well-loved, wealthy people everywhere.

      The man came with two huge suitcases but he wasn’t carrying them himself, of course he wasn’t. They were currently being towed along by a severe-looking, elderly bespectacled man in a dark suit and thick down coat. (A human, then, maybe?)

      The stranger was visible all the way from the entrance, but it did take Lucy a moment to wake up and gather her wits enough to greet him.

      When he reached her at her desk, he was looking amused.

      “Hi,” he said. “I’m Jamie Nightleafe.”

      Goddess, what a name. Lucy blinked. She could feel her thoughts dissolving at his very presence. This was weird. She was usually wide awake at five in the morning, it was her hour.

      She checked the register on the reception computer and found him. He’d asked for the presidential suite, but there must have been a hiccup in the computer program, because she knew for a fact that a very rich American Dark Walker was sleeping in there right now with her nine chihuahuas.

      “Oh, no,” she whispered, blinking. “It looks like there’s been a terrible mistake.” She explained it to him and with profuse apologies, offered him the royal suite, which was actually even better than the presidential suite, and normally unavailable due to heating issues, but if Mr. Nightleafe didn’t mind then maybe. . .

      “Oh,” he said.

      The slightest smile brought out a dimple on his cheek. From a close distance, she could see the incredibly rich tones in his light brown hair. There were blond strands in there. Others were russet or chestnut or even the most incredible shade of gold. The result looked so soft that you wanted to dig your fingers into the glossy locks and pull his head to you. And possibly kiss him. His mouth did look good enough to bite.

      “It’s very kind of you, but I can’t sleep in the royal suite,” he said. “I’ve spent a night there a long, long time ago and although I do agree that it’s lovely, it brings back bad memories. Isn’t there anything else you can offer?”

      He looked almost ready to turn around and leave. Lucy didn’t want him to leave, and not just because of the castle hospitality laws. She just wanted to bask in his soft light a little while longer.

      “Well, no,” she stuttered, “not in this category. We do have a cursed honeymoon suite, but I’m not sure it will fit your standards, Sir.”

      He laughed. “What did you call me? Sir? Seriously?”

      She frowned. “Well, you’re a guest. That alone entitles you to some respect, doesn’t it?”

      The severe-looking, older man carrying the big suitcases had retreated several steps back into the shadows, as if to give them some intimacy. Jamie Nightleafe still leaned over to whisper in Lucy’s ear.

      “I’d much rather enjoy the respect I deserve once I’ve done what it takes to earn it,” he whispered, sending shivers down her back.

      She felt a mixture of relief and sorrow when he rocked back on his heels.

      “The cursed honeymoon suite will be fine,” he decided. “It sounds fun.”

      For a very rich, obviously powerful guy, he wasn’t too demanding or self-absorbed. She liked that in a big bad monster. She smiled, and watched with delight as his grin matched hers and the dimple deepened.

      “I was serious about earning your respect, little dhampir,” Jamie Nightleafe said, his voice velvety smooth.

      She startled. Okay. He’d noticed she was a dhampir. So, he was one of the perceptive ones. It happened. They never told her to her face, but they sometimes found a way to remark upon it to Alistair, and Alistair told her about it. Alistair always kept her safe, another reason for her to be completely devoted to him.

      Jamie Nightleafe frowned. “Who are you thinking about right now?”

      It was none of his business, so she didn’t answer. This seemed to annoy him, and for the first time, he showed a more serious face, intense and driven.

      “I can see that someone’s been giving you trouble, little dhampir. But don’t worry. It’s all over now. Your loneliness is coming to an end. Soon you’ll be able to end this half-life and wake up to your true nature.”

      Her mouth fell open. He was talking like a. . .

      No. He couldn’t be.

      None of this fit the bill. She would never, in a millions years, have cast him as a. . .

      Goddess. She couldn’t even bring herself to think the word.

      “That’s right,” Nightleafe said, with another one of those breathtaking dimpled smiles. “You know what I am, and I think you’ll know why I’m here.”

      No, no, no.

      This couldn’t be.

      Master vampires didn’t look like this. They wore high-necked, frilly clothes that smelled of dust and dark magic. They had extra long teeth and nails that were none too clean, she’d seen the movies. Plus, they were all very old and scary. They lived in dark, damp places.

      They didn’t wear designer suits and perfect haircuts and didn’t look like twenty-somethings with freaking dimples on every easy smile.

      “Come on, little dhampir,” he encouraged her, smiling again. “Say it. If you can bring yourself to say it, I will confirm it for you, and you’ll feel much better, I promise.”

      She let out a shallow exhale.

      “Are you. . .” she whispered. She couldn’t even bring herself to say it. “Are you really a . . . a master v . . . vampire?”

      He smiled. He really was dazzling. Not at all the musty old fart she’d pictured in her countless nightmares about this very moment.

      “Well, yes,” he crooned. “I’m exactly that. And I’ve been watching you for some time, little Lucy. You’ve been shining across the world like a beacon, calling to me, and I had to do something. So I booked a room and came here to get to know you better.”

      He’d promised she’d feel better, and in a way, she did. Knowing what monster you’d be facing was always better, wasn’t it? But then, finding him so charming only made her fear spike and her heart flutter.
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      John Darklone perused his room on the third floor of the High Tower. He didn’t require much in the way of physical comfort, but he could appreciate it when it was right there for him to enjoy. And the honeymoon suite was very nice. It had been thoroughly redecorated in tender shades of green, none of this pink nonsense with little hearts. No. The person who’d done this had taste. He wondered if it could have been the little dhampir at reception, with that discreet black badge that said, “Manager.”

      Most of the castle was redolent of gothic vibes, gaudy or over-the-top spooky, which he also happened to like—he wasn’t difficult to please, really. But this room didn’t match the overall atmosphere. It was too . . . nice. In an unobtrusive, modest, yet creative way. The colours were nice. The materials, light natural wood, dark green velvet and sage wool and a touch of apple green silk and brass, were nice. The shapes spoke, in an abstract, elegant way, of intertwining bodies and destinies, which was a really thoughtful thing to do in a honeymoon suite. The lighting was so soft and warm that it would make anybody look good.

      The room was beautiful and he feared it was wasted on him alone.

      And yes, there was a minor curse in the walls. Not that it bothered him much either.

      He sat down on the soft, wide bed, although he didn’t feel tired at all. He felt wired. Something had called him to this place, and it sure as hell wasn’t the cute little curse in this nice honeymoon suite.

      He’d never been to Highcragh before, although he’d heard of it, numerous times. He just never went anywhere for fun. He followed The Call and that was it. Sometimes The Call sent him to disgustingly dark and sad places. It was his job to outdarken the dark things.

      Because his kind was so rare, people always assumed that curse whisperers hunted curses. But no, far from it. Curses weren’t the worst things you could find on the planet. Take for example the famous Haunted Hallway in Highcragh. Everyone in the world of magic knew that a witch was hellbent on attracting a good old curse to the place, and turn that hallway in a place of initiation and magic.

      Curses were useful things if you learned how to harness their power. Granted, they were dangerous. But like the great white shark, they had their place in the magical ecosystem: right at the top of the food pyramid.

      There were a lot of other dark things that didn’t have their place in the world, and those were the ones Darklone hunted. Curses were his allies, his friends. They weren’t cuddly and warm, they were friends with sharp edges, but still. Yes. Friends. Not foul. Just cruel sometimes.

      When John Darklone was Called to a place, it usually meant something was happening or going to happen that required his very special brand of magic. And that was very bad news.

      Darklone didn’t like his magic. He only tolerated it, because he knew how important it was. He obeyed the laws of his kind, he did what he had to do. But he didn’t like what he did or even what he was. Most of the time, he tried not to think about it. He just did the job and then he left for the next one. It was a hard life but most of the time it didn’t bother him.

      Tonight, though, as he wondered what was wrong with this castle, it did pinch that he was so lonely. Probably it was the nice, tasteful, meaningful honeymoon suite. He’d liked the girl at reception, too. She was a dhampir, he could tell. Talk about a lonely life. She was probably just as isolated as he was. And yet she could still decorate a honeymoon suite.

      He shook his head. He was extrapolating, imagining things. The dhampir in the lobby probably hadn’t decorated this place, and even if she had, she certainly hadn’t poured all that meaning into it. That was all on him, on his own loneliness.

      Even so, he hoped the thing that had called him to Highcragh had nothing to do with the girl and that it would leave her alone.

      He wasn’t going to sleep now, so he might as well roam

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/cover-book-4-copy4.jpg
JO LAVOLLEE

MONSTER R&R







