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      Death is a way of life outside of the safety of Inner Tulsa, and Jade means to keep flipping Mother Nature off until old age claims her. With one eye always on the sky, the last thing she needs is a pack of bounty hunters out for her living head. With no idea of why anyone would want her, her wits might keep her free, assuming she can resist the charming lures of Sandro, one of the men out to claim her as his own.

      

      Left with the choice of being the evening snack of a tornado or taking shelter with the bounty hunter, she does what she does best: she lives on the edge.

      

      Striking a bargain with the handsome bounty hunter buys her another day of life, but it also dumps her into the heart of a sinister plot, one meant to enslave the residents of the storm-tossed city—and the others brave and foolish enough to call the Alley home.
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            Death was a way of life outside of the safety of Inner Tulsa.

          

        

      

    

    
      Friday, May 1, 2043.

      Tulsa, Oklahoma.

      The Alley.

      

      I’d been in the Alley long enough to understand only one thing mattered when faced with yet another twister: survival. The swarm of them headed for Tulsa roared, warning all of their impending arrival. The incessant crash of thunder accompanied the lightning, which struck with such frequency the dark clouds glowed white. I decided to stop counting after five funnels; one, five, ten—it didn’t matter how many of them snaked down from the sky. If one of them got a hold of me, I’d just be another corpse strewn over the Alley. A day didn’t go by when I didn’t cross a new skeleton in the outskirts.

      Death was a way of life outside of the safety of Inner Tulsa.

      Another twister joined the party, bringing a cascade of hail with it.

      Great. Just great. What was one more? Hadn’t Mother Nature figured out she didn’t need to fling everything she had at Tulsa? A single tornado would’ve done the job just fine.

      A few minutes too late to do me any good, the lightning-lit clouds turned a putrid shade of green, a promise that Mother Nature wasn’t screwing around this time. Green meant go, and if I’d had any sense in my head at all, I wouldn’t have left shelter at sunrise; I would’ve stayed in hiding until right before work. Everything would’ve been different if I’d just slept in rather than explore the ruins of Tulsa’s outskirts for salvage.

      If I hadn’t been looking for salvage, I wouldn’t have been spotted by the tall, dark, and handsome hot on my heels and determined to ruin my day if he caught up with me.

      The swarm would cause me enough problems, but if the bounty hunter caught me, I’d be in worse shape.

      Some choices in life were tough, and I hated myself for even contemplating taking my chances with the bounty hunter. Losing my freedom for profit could be reversed.

      Nothing could reverse death.

      I flattened my ears, and I lashed my tail back and forth, the rain whipping off it. While I was part fox, I’d adopted more feline tendencies than canine ones. And according to the tail and ears I couldn’t banish with any amount of magic, I was definitely a cat trapped in a partly canine body.

      I could shift into a full fox, a secret I held close to my chest. The instant anyone learned the truth, I’d go from a common annoyance to a desirable. Nobody cared about powerless hybrids.

      Everybody wanted full shapeshifters in their bloodlines, and I had enough trouble without every wealthy single man on the planet wanting to claim me as his wife.

      Since six twisters wasn’t enough, the churning clouds spawned two more, and with unerring accuracy, they surged towards the city in a wall of churning wind, rain, and hail.

      Tornado season had come, and it looked like it was going to open with a bang.

      I skidded around a corner of a destroyed home, a victim of a twister a few months back, before the sky had opted to give us a break for a change. Shacks had sprouted like persistent little weeds, but I expected none of them would survive the storm. I worried for their inhabitants, but if they had half a brain, they’d take shelter in a cellar.

      If they didn’t, they’d add to the bodies littering the dying suburban streets.

      While I had the advantage of knowledge, the bounty hunter had me beat everywhere else, and he snagged the back of my shirt, yanked hard enough to cut off my breath, and slammed me into the broken brick of the trashed house. “Are you insane?” he screamed over the wind. “You’re not supposed to run towards tornadoes, you little idiot!”

      I blinked, checked where I’d been running, and sure enough, Mother Nature had truly tired of my shit, opting to dump another handful of twisters directly into my path. When the twisters converged, probably where we were standing, it’d puree the neighborhood and leave matchsticks in their wake.

      Stuck between a rock, a hard place, and a bounty hunter, I had few options if I wanted to keep my head long enough to figure out if death beat being picked up by some fortune seeker. Fortunately, the sensible had left the area anticipating the weather to sour, leaving their storm cellars open for my use—our use, as I wouldn’t leave him behind despite wishing I could ditch him.

      Sometimes, I really questioned why I tried to meet society’s standards of being a good person. Being a good person was a pain in the ass.

      As Mother Nature was a bitch on a mission of destruction, the twisters barreled our way. I cursed myself, cursed the hunk of a bounty hunter making a mess of my morning, and cursed my choice of moving to the Alley in the first place. “There’s a cellar nearby.” I pointed down the street in the general direction of my favorite bolt hole, which I’d have to abandon once I shared it with the man out to profit from my head—my living head, at least.

      The bounty hunters wanting my living head in their possession was looking to be the bright part of my morning.

      “Go,” he ordered, giving me a shove to make it clear he was the boss.

      Any other day, I would’ve fought him on principle, but the hail came down harder, hammering the broken streets as though determined to flatten the neighborhood without needing the help of a tornado to do it.

      I ran for it, my worn shoes slipping on the ice-slicked road. Once again, the bounty hunter snatched my arm, holding me upright until I regained my balance.

      Fortunately for us, the cellar wasn’t far. While I wanted to sprint for the opening, I shuffled along so I wouldn’t fall on my ass and need even more help from the man determined to make a profit off me.

      Once upon a time, a wooden door had covered the entry into the storm cellar, but the last twister to pass through had torn it off. The sensible never checked it as an option, but I’d learned to leave no stone—or hole—unturned since moving into the Alley. I jumped into the hole, grunted as I splashed into the mud below, and waded through the standing water to the slight rise that led to the second door. I shoved that open, gesturing for the bounty hunter to hurry his hot ass up.

      He joined me in the mud, looking less than impressed with my choice of cellars. “Aren’t storm cellars supposed to have doors?”

      I pointed deeper into the cellar. “There are two more ahead.”

      “I stand corrected. Lead on, Miss Tamrin.”

      Yep, the bounty hunter knew exactly who I was, although I would’ve preferred if he’d addressed me as Jade. What sort of bounty hunter addressed their victim so formally, anyway? If I had to share a cellar with someone out for my head, living or otherwise, I was of the opinion we needed to be on a first-name basis. “Got a name, or am I going to have to give you one?”

      “More leading, less talking,” he ordered. He cast a glance over his shoulder up at the entry for the cellar, which would be a bitch to escape from after we rode out the storm. “They’re coming.”

      I could tell; the ground shook, the wind screamed, and the hail graduated to chunks of ice capable of slamming through someone’s skull with terrifying ease. I shouldered open the door, grimacing at the creaking wood. I gave it another storm or two before it gave up the ghost, too.

      Fortunately for me, the slope on the other side made it hard for water to penetrate the cellar, and the third door was crafted of good steel. I scrambled up the incline, waiting long enough for the bounty hunter to follow me through. “Close it,” I ordered.

      He did as told, and the tunnel fell into darkness. The wood did little to buffer us from the sounds of the storm tearing through the neighborhood above. I made my way to the crest of the incline by feel, patting until I located the top concrete step. “There’s a set of concrete steps at the top. If you’re not careful, you’ll crack your forehead in the ceiling and fall. It’s a long way down.”

      I already regretted my decision to be a good person, as it would lose me access to the best storm cellar I’d found in Tulsa. I’d have to search for a new hiding place and hope it was half as secure and safe from the weather.

      Then again, I had to get away from my new unwanted friend first, which would be a challenge considering we’d have to share space until the storm ended.

      It could take minutes, hours, or days.

      I’d only stashed enough food and water for one person for one week, so if it took days, we’d be in trouble.

      The bounty hunter joined me, and I eased down the steps once certain he wouldn’t take a lethal tumble to the steel door below. At the bottom, I felt around for the hatch wheel, grabbed hold, and turned until the door popped open.

      Light spilled into the staircase from the luminescent moss I’d cultivated on the walls, barely bright enough to guide my way to the crank-powered lamp. I sat on the concrete floor and went to work charging the device. It’d only last for a few hours before I’d have to charge it again, but it would give me a chance to set up my home away from home.

      The bounty hunter entered, closed the steel door, and whistled at my shelter. “I definitely stand corrected. Your file didn’t mention you have a good cellar. You’re listed as a vagrant.”

      I scowled. Unless rich, wealthy, or a hell of a lot braver than I was, everyone in the Alley counted as a vagrant. We went where the storms were least likely to strike, although there were few places left safe from the weather’s fury.

      If I’d been thinking, I would’ve taken him an extra block down the road to a shallower cellar, although I had no idea if it would survive through an entire swarm of twisters. Sighing, I kept cranking on the lamp. “Who isn’t a vagrant here?” I finally asked, aware of him waiting for an answer.

      “Those who live in Asylum.”

      Asylum. The rich, the famous, and the powerful received invitations from its lord and master, Benedict Mansfield. He’d bought the land rights beneath Tulsa’s city center, digging deep and converting the sandstone and the underlying limestone into habitable space. I’d given up figuring out how people could live underground long ago. They did, and everyone with a grain of sense and a desire to survive wanted to live in Asylum.

      Hell would freeze over before average folks like me were welcomed down there.

      I figured Mansfield had the right idea—as long as I ignored how many people would die without access to the underground sanctuary. But when I thought about it, I loathed the man for choosing who got to live and who got to die.

      One day, I, along with everyone else uninvited to Asylum, would die to the swarms that grew in number and intensity each passing year.

      “They can kiss my ass,” I announced, flipping the switch to turn on the lamp and properly illuminate the cellar. A mess of storage boxes and plastic water bottles littered the floor, and I regretted showing him my disorganized tendencies. “So, are you going to give me your name, or am I going to have to give you one?”

      “I’m tempted to find out what sort of name a smart-assed woman like you would give me,” he replied. The lamp offered enough light for me to get a good look at his face.

      His mouth curved into a grin.

      It’d been so long since I’d gotten any action that a hot ass bounty hunter out for my head was giving me bad ideas. Damn it. I should’ve taken my chances with the swarm. At least I would’ve emerged from the storm either dead or with my sanity intact. There was nothing sane about what I desired to do with the man who wanted to turn me in for some quick cash. It involved a complete removal of our clothes and a good time.

      Neither the clothing removal or the good time were on the agenda. Unfortunately for me, the cellar, for all it was deep and safe from even the angriest of twisters, didn’t come with a cold shower.

      I really needed a cold shower and a stiff drink.

      I blamed my unreasonable interest in the man on adrenaline, the aftermath of pure terror, and his sun-kissed skin, too dark to be American Caucasian but light enough I pegged him as an Italian, Greek, or some other flavor of Mediterranean European. “I’ll just call you Idiot for testing your luck with a swarm on the way, Idiot.”

      “Sandro is preferable to Idiot, but I’ll give you that. It’s pretty idiotic to be outside during a swarm. Should I call you Queen Idiot? I wouldn’t have been out at all if you didn’t insist on taking morning strolls through the hot zone. Did you not pay attention to the forecast?”

      His question pegged him as someone from Inner Tulsa or Asylum; nowhere else still had electricity enough to watch tv, use the internet, or otherwise pay attention to the forecast. I hadn’t touched a computer since I’d left the East and run to the Alley to avoid an arranged marriage. Had I known the Alley was just as bad as the rumors claimed, I might’ve thought twice about whatever asshole my parents wanted me to marry to meet their standards rather than mine.

      With my luck, Sandro had been paid off by my parental assholes to drag me back to Buffalo, New York to do their bidding through marrying some twerp with better genes than personality.

      “You think someone like me is welcome in Inner Tulsa?” I laughed at him, hung the lamp from the chain dangling from the ceiling, and went to work checking over the supplies. Everything was as I’d left it a few weeks prior when I’d prepared for the start of the tornado season.

      The steel door and thick concrete walls dulled the storm’s fury to an unsettling rumble. Within an hour, if the swarm persisted, I’d feel the sound in my teeth and be headed straight for madness.

      If it continued on for longer than that, I’d be tempted to smack my skull into the wall to make the sounds filtering down from above go away.

      “Your work history is good and you’re reliable. You could find work in Inner Tulsa easily.” He looked me over, raising a brow. “All you’d have to do to be hired at a strip club is show up.”

      “I’ll tell you what. You keep your bounty to yourself until the storm clears, and I won’t bust your balls for implying I’d make a good stripper.”

      “I’m not implying. I’m telling you. You’d make one hell of a good stripper. A natural auburn vixen with a good complexion doesn’t come around every day. Hell, now that I’ve gotten my first real look at you, it’s no wonder you’re worth so much. You’re enough to tempt a man to forgo the cash to keep you.”

      Had we been in the South, we’d both be at risk of spontaneous combustion. Then again, I wasn’t an elementalist.

      I’d be a lot better off if I could convince metal to bend to my will. In a city in constant need of repair, everyone wanted a metal elementalist.

      Then again, I didn’t want anyone knowing just what I could do, especially the hot ass bounty hunter ready to take me into his custody.

      If he found out I was a witch on top of being a fully fledged shapeshifter, he’d be drooling all over me like I was a fresh bone up for grabs. I’d also crank his profits through the roof, as being a fully fledged shapeshifter would easily triple my bounty value, whatever it was. Being a witch on top of that?

      I’d make him rich in a hurry.

      “How about we just keep our hands to ourselves,” I suggested, doing my best to scowl without admiring the man’s lean, muscular body through his rain-soaked clothes. Any other day, I would’ve suggested he wear a coat to keep from getting cold when the storms kicked Tulsa in the face, but his shirt, when wet, did him a lot of justice.

      “I’ll do you one better. Let’s call a truce. Once the storm blows over and it doesn’t look like another swarm will hit, I’ll give you a five minute head start. You escape me, you win this round. If I catch you today, you’ll come along quietly. I’d rather not have to hurt you to catch you.”

      I could work with a five minute head start. I’d disappear so fast his head would spin, and he’d go home frustrated, alone, and without his quick profits. “Deal.”

      The rumble escalated, and the lamp swayed on its chain, a warning one of the twisters passed directly overhead. Sandro frowned, his gaze locking on the light. “I wonder how much damage that swarm’s doing.”

      People from all over the United States came to the Alley, and I’d joined everyone else in no longer caring where someone came from. He had an accent compared to the locals, but I couldn’t tell if he was deliberately hiding where he came from or if he always sounded like he could have lived anywhere in the world and magically fit in.

      His question, however, told me a simple truth: Sandro hadn’t been in the Alley long. Those who’d survived through their first tornado season no longer cared about the damage ratings of a twister or a swarm.

      It didn’t matter.

      No matter how bad it got, like a weed in the cracks of a sidewalk, Tulsa endured.
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        Friday, May 1, 2043.

        Tulsa, Oklahoma.

        The Alley.

        

      

      

      The twisters danced around Tulsa for over an hour before Mother Nature decided she’d toyed with us enough and moved on. As always, I’d wait at least thirty minutes, keeping an eye on my watch to make sure I didn’t emerge early, before I left the safety of the shelter. Mother Nature was a tricky bitch, and she liked adding lulls to her storms to lure out the unwitting.

      She killed a lot of people that way, and I had no intentions of becoming the next victim in her little black book of corpses.

      I spent the time checking the storage boxes and doing an inventory so I wouldn’t indulge in staring at the bounty hunter’s hot ass. He liked to pace, and every time something crashed overhead and made the cellar shake, his hand either went for the hilt of the sword hanging at his hip or reached for something over his shoulder. The shoulder habit baffled me.

      What kind of weapon did he use that he strapped it to his back?

      I wanted to know.

      I blamed my second nature for my unhealthy interest in the man. Like cats, foxes were curious beasts, and I shifted often enough my animalistic nature brushed off at times. Winter was the worst; natural foxes had aggressive breeding instincts, and I’d learned early I needed to avoid shifting during peak mating season, as men became far too interesting for my sanity.

      Some fox shifters went mad during the winter unless married—and married fox shifters were happy, insatiable fox shifters during the coldest months of the year.

      “You’re well stocked for a vagrant.”

      I flattened my ears. “Well, no thanks to you, I’ll have to ditch this cellar.”

      “I’ll cut you another deal, then. I’ll stay hushed about your cellar, but if we happen to be in these parts during another blow, you share. If you’re in here, you won’t be a fair target, and I’ll always give you five minutes after the storm ends. That fair?”

      My brows rose. “What sort of bounty hunter are you?”

      “An ethical one.”

      I pinched myself. It hurt. I dug out the temperature monitor from one of the crates, which also had a carbon dioxide monitor. After checking the battery, I turned it on. According to the device, the carbon dioxide levels were higher than I liked, an indication the ventilation tubes above had gotten blocked off. I could fix it, given time and the snake drill I’d scored as salvage last storm season.

      Eliminating a dream or hallucination, I turned off the detector, put it away, and considered the bounty hunter. “Since when have there been ethical bounty hunters?”

      “Since I decided to become a bounty hunter.”

      Why did hot men always have overly robust egos? I’d have my chance to pop his bubble soon enough. I just had to play along until it was time for me to make my break. “All right. This is neutral ground, and I get a head start. Five minutes. And you can count those minutes with a watch.”

      “Don’t trust me to count?” he asked, his tone amused.

      “Only if you count Mississippis and confirm the five minutes with a watch. That’s a lot of Mississippis you’d have to count.”

      “What is the going rate for a Mississippi nowadays?

      “Approximately a second each, if you say it right and don’t cheat.” I’d checked against a stopwatch once, startled to discover the method was fairly close to an actual second. “That would be three hundred Mississippis you’d have to go through. You’ll probably go mad trying to count them after a hundred.”

      “That would help your cause a little, if I were to go mad counting to three hundred. Fortunately for you, I can count that high, and I’m a patient man. Usually. I’ll enjoy catching you. It’s so rare bounty hunting work is fun. You’re worth a pretty penny.”

      “If you’re trying to convince me you’ll keep your word about the five minutes, you’re not doing a good job of it.”

      “Run, and I’ll prove it to you.”

      I listened again to make certain the storm wasn’t gearing up to take another swipe at Tulsa. When it seemed quiet, I nodded. “Close the door behind you.”

      “Always. While a bounty hunter, I am a gentleman.”

      With his ego, which might be bigger than the Mississippi during the spring thaw, I believed he thought he was a gentleman. “And why is a gentleman working as a bounty hunter?”

      Sandro looked me over. “To test my ethics, apparently. I’ll have to decide if I keep you after I catch you.”

      “I’m not up for sale.”

      “Your bounty says otherwise, and vixens are always in high demand. Tell yourself otherwise if it makes you feel better about the situation, but I give it a week before you go to the highest bidder—two weeks at most. That could work out. I could claim your bounty but spend that windfall to buy you. You might just be worth your price tag. For some reason, I expect you’ll give me the slip a time or two before I get you to where I can claim your bounty. Keep on your toes, Miss Tamrin. You’re as good as bought and sold as it is, and if you’re smart, you’ll figure out you’re safer with me than the others after you.”

      I liked to think of myself as smart, and I had contacts in high places; it would take a trip into Asylum, but I’d get down to the bottom of the bounty on me. While I was at it, I’d ask around and figure out exactly when the United States had gone back to its roots and traded in human lives. I figured my ears and tail played a part.

      What didn’t look quite human no longer counted as human. What no longer counted as human could be bought and sold without remorse. Worse, the numbers of those who no longer counted as human grew a little each day. I gave it a few years before most women, outside of the wealthy and influential, joined the club of those up for sale.

      Some days, I really questioned why I didn’t just shift into a fox and stay that way. Foxes led simple lives.

      They also lived short lives.

      That likely had something to do with my unwillingness to live as an animal exclusively.

      Shaking my head, I restored everything in the shelter and headed for the door, pointing at the light. “Turn that off and set it near the hatch before you leave. Turn the wheel one full revolution to close it; you’ll feel it click.”

      “Understood. I’ll see you very soon.”

      According to his amused tone, he expected to catch me right away.

      He had a lot to learn about me, and I’d enjoy taunting him the next time we crossed paths. I scrambled out of the shelter and up the concrete steps, grimacing when I reached the top and discovered the second level had completely flooded. If I wanted to use the cellar again, I’d have to salvage a pump and drain the entire damned thing.

      Life needed to give me a break—and not the type that resulted in a cast and a long recovery time.

      The water level made climbing out of the cellar entrance interesting, but I managed after digging a few hand and foot holds for myself. It cost me valuable time, but I didn’t need a lot of time once I got on the move. I sprinted a block away, climbed onto some of the new rubble, most of it from the shacks the twisters had tossed around during their temper tantrum. The rain fell in sheets, which would do a good job of hiding my tracks.

      As always, shifting hurt, especially when I didn’t have time to ease into my new form.

      My fur grew in first, stabbing through my skin. I bled, another unfortunate reality of being a full shifter; someone who changed forms too often could bleed out. I guessed I could shift six times in a day before I faced certain death, but I tried to avoid shifting more than three times.

      I liked living too much to risk it.

      My clothes and everything I carried shifted with me, a phenomena I didn’t understand but refused to question. Most left their clothes torn and bloodied on the ground around them. Once I made distance, I’d stop, shift again, and focus on compressing my body; when in a hurry, the laws of equivalent exchange applied, and a fox weighing in at well over a hundred pounds drew attention.

      If anyone spotted me, they’d remember me, a mastiff-sized fox.

      With luck, no one would notice me, and I’d find a safe place to finish shifting properly. Unwilling to find out if Sandro counted all of his Mississippis, I kept one eye on the sky and headed towards Inner Tulsa, one of the few places in the area the storms usually bypassed. The rise in elevation likely had something to do with that. When Benedict Mansfield had begun construction of Asylum, he’d picked the highest ground as the heart of his underground city. Each year, the storms drew closer, but I figured Inner Tulsa had a few years of life left in it before Mother Nature wiped it off the map, too.

      In addition to more wreckage strewn over the streets, I found four fresh bodies in the time it took me to reach the trashed neighborhood skirting Inner Tulsa, where debris often rained down but tornadoes rarely ventured.

      Chunks of wood littered the streets along with hail, so thick it resembled snow.

      For a rare change, no one had been lobbed into Inner Tulsa as a gruesome reminder Mother Nature didn’t give a shit about humanity. The lack of curious spectators eyeballing the passing storm worried me—and warned me the storm was likely revving up for another show.

      Someone needed to set Mother Nature straight and tell her to give the Alley a break already.

      Deep in the heart of Inner Tulsa, a tornado siren wailed, and I halted long enough to listen while regarding the dark sky warily. I supposed the swarm had moved north to visit another neighborhood—one closer to the city’s heart, which people still cared about.

      While the clouds remained an ominous green and the wind howled, I couldn’t spot a single funnel reaching for the ground.

      Shaking my head, I went in search of one of the elusive sewer covers that hid something other than the city’s sanitation system: an illegal entrance into Asylum, one of the few safe places left in the Alley.
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            Some said a city was defined by its sewers.

          

        

      

    

    
      Friday, May 1, 2043.

      Asylum, Oklahoma.

      The Alley.

      

      Some said a city was defined by its sewers, and I was one of them.

      In New York, function beat form, although the ancient sewers there were in dire need of repair and upgrade. Above its streets, New York sought to rule the world, but if the city and its people didn’t figure out how to curb the decay eating away at it from beneath, the ground the city stood upon would likely tire of its shit and dump it into the sea.

      But much like its decaying sewers, New York endured.

      If I had a choice in the matter, I’d never go anywhere near New York or its sewers again.

      In London, a place I only dreamed of going, the sewers melded form and function, transforming a base necessity into works of art. The city itself drew people from around the world to marvel at its wonders, and it carried itself with pride, even below its historic streets.

      Rome’s aqueducts ranked among legend and myth, something I would need to see to truly believe in.

      In Tulsa, the sewers were a matter of life and death.

      When the storms raged overhead, the wise could shelter within them, an unpleasant enough experience I’d endured a few times in a pinch. After a particularly lethal blow, when there was nowhere else to put the bodies, the sewers served as temporary tombs. For the truly cunning, who knew how the sewers connected to Asylum, they became a road.

      During Asylum’s construction, Tulsa’s sewers had undergone renovations to account for the underground city’s special needs. The tunnels meant for Asylum cut across the city, served only those living within the sanctuary, and did more than remove waste.

      Some of the pipes pumped fresh air into the city below. Others carried water. A few bore the electric cables needed to give Asylum’s residents electricity. All of them needed to be maintained.

      I used those precious maintenance pathways to infiltrate the city below. To access them, I headed for the edge of Inner Tulsa to the nearest entrance, an hour hike at a brisk walk, and triple checked the quiet street before focusing on my work. I wrestled aside the manhole cover, which had a tiny A etched into the design differentiating it from the thousands of other covers in the city, and eased into the shaft. A crowbar chained to the wall gave me the leverage required to restore the plate to its original position.

      The crowbar and its chain made me laugh. Did someone expect the bar to be stolen? Why chain it? Unauthorized people poking around the sewers, like me, weren’t about to steal some damned crowbar. We had more important things to do—or steal. I could see securing the crowbar to make certain it wouldn’t drop on someone below, but the chain was welded to the crowbar, and a padlock kept the chain securely attached to the wall.

      When vagrants like me ventured into Tulsa’s underbelly, we needed a lot more than a shaped piece of metal. If we needed metal, we salvaged some. The outskirts had plenty of debris to spare.

      Shaking my head over the idiocy of locking the crowbar into place, I climbed down the ladder, squinting while my eyes adapted to the gloom. LED lamps served as the primary source of light, and while there were bigger, stronger lights hanging overhead, I didn’t know how to turn them on nor did I want to.

      The last thing I needed was someone figuring out I knew one of the back ways into Asylum.

      Even using the most direct path to the underground city, it took well over an hour to reach my destination, another manhole cover that connected the passage above with one of the electric blocks below. While the streets, cobblestoned works of art meant to imitate an elegant and ancient European city, were monitored, few bothered to look up. Asylum residents always betrayed themselves in Tulsa.

      Only a fool—or a resident of Asylum—forgot to keep an eye on the vengeful sky.

      Aware an electric worker or a guard could ruin my day, I grabbed the cover’s tug rope, an Asylum conceit, and lifted, cracking it open enough I could peer below.

      Bright light spilled into the passage, and I winced. With the overhead lamps on at full blast, nobody would be checking the ceiling for anyone. The lower lights on the walls would eradicate my shadow, too. Asylum’s residents didn’t like when the workers spoiled their precious streets with evidence of their presence. I squinted and triple-checked for potential observers, but the roof beneath me and the nearby streets were devoid of life.

      Most would be in the city above unless the sirens went off or they checked the forecast and had opted to stay home. I supposed they checked the forecast, although I had no idea how any news reached them while they hid underground.

      Above the streets, technology stagnated, but in Asylum, it likely thrived, although the other quadrants would always remain more advanced than a place hammered constantly with lethal storms.

      I descended the enclosed ladder to the rooftop, flipped the latch on the door at the bottom, unlocked as usual, and welcomed myself to Asylum. If I added some fog, some smog, and oil lamps here and there, I’d step back through time to London, England—and it annoyed me that the city’s owner, controller of life and death in Tulsa, shared something in common with me. I loved the early gothic spires and arches of the larger buildings along with the quaint townhouses filling the residential ward.

      Above all, I adored the flying buttresses and columns keeping the city above from crashing down onto Asylum, each one a work of art, each one different—each one a tribute dedicated to Benedict Mansfield’s power and influence, an offering from those grateful they dodged certain death.

      I hated the man, whose dark nature, greed, and desire for power hid behind a veneer of beauty.

      That didn’t stop me from sneaking into Asylum to walk its streets and marvel at its wonders.

      Today, I had no time for such luxuries, not with a bounty out for my living head. I’d gotten lucky the first time one had shown up to claim me.

      I’d recognized the bounty hunter.

      Carlos had a reputation, liked other men more than he liked women, and as such, he only looked at women when they could make him money. The only way he made money off a woman was catching her and turning her in for a reward or bounty. As I made a point of staying on the right side of the law, I’d guessed I’d somehow become the subject of a bounty. If he’d been a little smarter, I might not have figured him out, but that old dog refused to learn new tricks. I’d bolted the instant he’d looked my way twice.

      Sandro had only confirmed what I’d suspected, although half of what he said threw me for a loop.

      He considered himself ethical, but he’d openly admitted I tempted him. I should’ve suggested he have his head examined for a malfunction. My face didn’t close doors, but it didn’t open them, either. I’d been to every quadrant in the United States, and I’d figured out long ago I’d never rise above a little better than average. My hair opened more doors than they closed, a perfect match for my ears and tail. In the breasts department, I could pretend to be a boy without having to worry about a breast band.

      Half the time, I questioned why I bothered with a damned bra.

      Then again, even as small as mine were, dealing with their bouncing during a run truly sucked. When a tornado could spawn from the sky at any time, I didn’t need a single distraction.

      Bouncing breasts, however small, counted as a distraction. They also ached when they bounced, and I tended to ache enough between working and salvaging for every spare dollar I could get my hands on.

      I needed to catch a break—or catch a certain bounty hunter and work out my nerves in a rather untraditional fashion.

      On second thought, I needed to remind my animalistic side that fox mating season was over, Sandro, the tempting hot ass bounty hunter, was not an eligible partner, and I really didn’t need the hassles a man would bring into my life.

      My animalistic side ignored me.

      To give her some credit, she hadn’t fixated on anyone in a long time. Worse, I couldn’t fault her taste.

      Any other day, any other situation, and I would’ve been issuing inappropriate invitations.

      After I had a chit chat with my Asylum contact and had a better idea of how much trouble I was truly in, I’d go salvage goods, make some extra money, and buy a bottle of something cheap to take the edge off. I blamed adrenaline; a close brush with a swarm fried out the common sense circuits.

      If I didn’t get my head back into the game and stop thinking about Sandro—and his hot ass—I’d be in a lot of trouble, and not the fun kind. Slapping my cheeks hard enough to sting, I nodded, swore I wouldn’t think about Sandro again until a more appropriate time, and marched across the residential district to the Asylum’s equivalent of the slums, a series of studio apartments for those who were worthy of being in Asylum but hadn’t earned its lord’s favor.

      Noah Michaels’s place came in at rock bottom, tucked away in the basement of an apartment complex disguised as a townhouse. Had he been higher up in Asylum’s hierarchy, the exterior door of the complex would’ve locked, preventing people like me from waltzing in at my whim. The doorway opened to a cramped landing, and I headed down the brick steps to the four apartments below. He had the unit closest to the front, which gave him the dubious honor of having a slit of a window a few inches over street level.

      While I could have jarred the lock open with a twist of my wrist, I knocked. Noah would understand if I barged in; I usually did, as the last thing I needed was someone cluing in I didn’t belong in Asylum.

      The door creaked and opened a crack. Noah grunted, as much of an invitation I’d get, and I slipped inside.

      Given five minutes, save for his bed, Noah could clear out of his apartment and leave no sign someone lived there. I’d grown accustomed to keeping little and being ready to move at a moment’s notice, but I wondered. He lived in Asylum.

      Why did he refuse to settle?

      “It’s not like you to come here when you’re scheduled to work.”

      I twitched at his open acknowledgment he, too, was keeping track of me. “I bet you can guess the reason for that.”

      “There’s no need to get bitchy, Jade. Lock the door. Let’s at least make people bump it out of the frame to come in and give us a little warning.”

      “A metal worker and five minutes could fix that, you know.”

      “But then our most esteemed lord would know there are members of his flock who do not trust him—or his other faithful.” Noah snorted, gesturing to his table with its sole chair. “Sit. You look worse for wear. While it’s not much better than the gym, you’re welcome to use my shower. You need it.”

      I grimaced at my clothing, which attracted dirt on a good day. Thanks to the swarm and dive into the cellar, I wore mud as a second skin, something I’d grown accustomed to. “I’ll hit a gym later. I’m going to find someone to take my shift.” It wouldn’t be hard. Everyone needed extra shifts, even me. However, I could salvage. Most wouldn’t. I wouldn’t like the next few weeks of my life, but difficult times beat captivity. “I need to know about the bounty out for my head.”

      “It’s not your head. It’s your entire body, living and untouched. You’re to be taken to New York, where you will be put up for auction as an uncontested courtesan.” Noah watched me, and when I stayed put, he smiled and turned to the seat he’d offered to me.

      He limped the few steps from the door to his table. He’d gotten lucky; the twister that had given him his limp had brushed close without killing him, instead pinning him with debris. I’d found him in my sweep for survivors, pulling him free. I’d even, somewhat outside of my norm, taken him to a doctor and paid the fee, which had wiped out all of my savings.

      At the time, I hadn’t known he had earned Mansfield’s favor. He also believed in life debts.

      I considered him and his words, wondering how far I could trust the debt he perceived but I never acknowledged. I’d heard of courtesans before; any woman with a grain of sense in her head knew about the slave trade and what might happen to her if she was picked by the powers that be to serve society as a possession rather than as a free-willed citizen.

      However, courtesans weren’t just slaves—when they got lucky and weren’t treated like sex slaves, they were princesses without kingdoms, queens in the making, and future wives of the powerful or wealthy.

      “That is the dumbest damned thing I’ve ever heard, Noah. Me? A courtesan?” To make it clear I was not courtesan material, I turned a circle before gesturing to my non-existent chest. “Why the hell would anyone want to turn me into a slave with a potential future?”

      I understood my luck. If it wasn’t for bad luck, I wouldn’t have any luck at all. I wouldn’t be a princess without a kingdom, a queen in the making, or the future wife of someone—anyone. I’d ditched the East the instant my parents thought I might be good fodder for a betrothal, a fate not much different from a courtesan’s.

      I would’ve been married, likely to someone I’d never met, at the suggestion of someone my parents, assholes that they were, wanted to impress.

      I understood how life worked enough to know I preferred salvaging and scraping to get by.

      “You misunderstand, Jade. You wouldn’t be a courtesan. You’d be an uncontested courtesan.” Noah smirked, which warned me my ignorance was about to slap me upside the face. He challenged me, and the only way I could avoid some of his typical barbs was to suck it up and ask without dancing the dance.

      Sometimes, I wished I’d left the bastard to a tornado’s mercy.

      “All right. I have no idea what an uncontested courtesan is.”

      “It means, instead of a cool twenty thousand a courtesan a family will spend on a second or third son, you’re worth a hundred thousand or more and will go to the eldest son, the family’s heir. An uncontested courtesan cannot be sold outside of a few exceptions, she cannot be abandoned, and her new family’s honor is tied to her health, her care, and her wellbeing. She is the intended bride of an heir, the future matron of a house, and a true jewel. That hundred thousand is only the bounty hunter’s share. You will sell for far more than that on the block. The average is a quarter of a million. Treasured uncontested courtesans sell for four hundred thousand, rarely more. How much you sell for becomes the pride of the house you will join. Typically, the matron or patron of the house will handle your purchase and be your owner until your intended groom properly earns you.”

      My mouth dropped open.

      No wonder bounty hunters had been hot on my heels and drooling over me like I was a choice piece of meat. My bounty would be enough to retire on in the Alley—and pay for a place within Asylum with extra to spare. I couldn’t blame Sandro for risking a storm to catch me.

      But then his interest in abandoning the bounty to keep me stole my breath.

      What sort of idiot would pass up a hundred thousand to keep someone like me? Not only did the hot ass bounty hunter need a trip to an eye doctor, someone needed to give him some serious instruction on the value of money.

      A hundred thousand would drive most people in the Alley to commit murder. Few would think twice about selling a woman into slavery.

      Noah chuckled. “It’s a lot to take in, isn’t it? How much do you know about courtesans?”

      “They’re women sold to rich families for marriage, typically. Or to produce children.” I grimaced at that. Nobody wanted to talk about the other side of courtesans—the dark side, where a woman might be passed from family to family to provide children to family lines. The rumors claimed that was rare.

      Families didn’t like sharing bloodlines, and once a woman had outlived her usefulness, she disappeared—or was married to the father of her children. Marriage was deemed the honorable route.

      That didn’t stop murders of unwanted courtesans from happening.

      I suspected most women were sold off as broodmares rather than married.

      “It’s much more complicated than that, and your expression tells me you know more than you’re saying.”

      On days like today, I really hated Noah Michaels. He made me want to wrap my hands around his throat and shake him until he stopped toying with me because he could. “Women are sex slaves, used to breed better lines. If she’s lucky, she’ll get married to the father of her children. If not, she’ll be dumped—probably murdered. Sometimes, the courtesans are passed around. The lucky ones are like Cinderella, but who knows if Prince Charming is actually princely or charming?”

      “That’s a little closer. You’re bitchier than usual. What’s gotten under your skin?”

      “I shared a cellar with a bounty hunter because we both decided we’d rather keep each other company rather than keep the company of a ten twister swarm.”

      Noah’s brows shot up. “All right. That’s a damned good reason to be bitchy.”

      “Must you call it me being bitchy?” I complained. “I’m not being bitchy, unless you’re admitting you’re bitchy all the damned time.”

      Grinning, he relaxed in his seat. The wood groaned under his weight. “I was wondering when you’d get tired of that. It took you eight months. You have patience. You’re going to need a great deal of patience if you want to survive as an uncontested courtesan.”

      I snorted. “Enlighten me, Noah. What is the deal with this bounty? Why me?”

      I had some speculations on the why: my parents would delight in handing me off to someone, although they wouldn’t pay such a steep fee to get me back. Their budget was better counted in pennies.

      But if someone would pay for me, they’d be the first in line to kick my ass out the door, and they wouldn’t give a shit about what happened to me.

      If there were laws protecting slave women sold to the highest bidder, they’d look for a way to invalidate them out of pure spite.

      “That’s always the question, isn’t it? Why you? Why not some prettier, wealthier girl? The answer to that is in your bloodlines. You must have someone in your bloodline with a desirable trait. Nobody cares if the courtesan—or uncontested courtesan—has any magical ability if her parents or grandparents have a desirable ability that might be passed on to her children. Or his children. Men can be courtesans as well, if the heir of a family is a woman. This is not uncommon. Uncontested courtesans are typically gifts from a parent to a child. In your case, there must be a family with an unwed heir somewhere in New York willing to start an auction for you. That means they’re willing to pay out the bounty value to have you brought in, the fees to register you as a courtesan, and then to pay the fee to upgrade your status to an uncontested courtesan. According to the bounty, the fees to register you have already been paid and signed for. This is important for you to understand; you’re safe enough from that paperwork unless you go to the East. Once you cross the boundary, it becomes valid. The first thing a bounty hunter will do is confirm your presence in the East to activate that paperwork. You do not need to sign, either. That’s what the fees do. It pays the transfer of your citizenship to a private ownership status.”

      My life had been sold without my consent or knowledge of it. “Is there any information on who did this?”

      “I’m sorry. There isn’t. The bounty was issued through a government agency to be legalized. They paid the fee to remain anonymous—an unusual tactic. It likely means a powerful family is interested in you. In good news, this information is not easy to get, and it is not common knowledge. I had to do a lot of digging to find information on your full status. The wealthy families in the Alley will believe you’re up for grabs—and if they beat their paperwork to you arriving in the East, and file it correctly, it might stand against the claims in the East. It would be an interesting court battle. In cases where there are multiple claims filed in different quadrants, the property gets to make the ultimate decision which quadrant she wishes to stay in. This is good for you. It’s rare, but you would have your choice of owner. That is, of course, assuming the other filers do everything correctly. It’s very difficult to beat the circumstances you’re in. It can be done, but just about every loophole in the law books has to be used.”

      Life made no sense, but I wasn’t going to argue with Noah on it. If he thought it was good for me, he probably wasn’t lying to me. Probably. The reality that there might be a contest for me in two different quadrants made me wonder even more about Sandro and his motivations. “I’m really worth a hundred thousand to a bounty hunter?”

      “You’re really worth a hundred thousand. And that’s just to get you to the auction. I understand enslavement is not ideal, but someone values you a great deal. Vixens are in demand right now, and people don’t even care if you’re a standard hybrid. Hybrids are known to produce shifting children. Your owner and future husband won’t care if you can’t shift. There are worse situations.”

      “They could want my dead head, I suppose.” I scratched my scalp, sighing at the muck in my hair. To get a better idea of what was going on and why, I needed to find out the whole story, which meant peeling the information out of Noah one painful question at a time. “When was the bounty issued?”

      “Three years ago.”

      I frowned. I hadn’t been in the Alley for much longer than three years. “That long? And I’ve been worth a hundred thousand the entire time?”

      “No. You were initially registered as a standard courtesan with a twenty thousand dollar bounty. A year ago, your status was upgraded, but the bounty was initially for in the East; it wasn’t until three months ago that it was opened to the entirety of the United States. I presume someone realized you were not in the East.”

      I blamed my parents. My parents would’ve started looking for a buyer the instant I’d walked out the door. While they would never admit it, I’d been smart about it. Even from an early age, I’d understood they would betray me. Going to the Alley had been my one true secret, something I’d never even whispered about to another soul.

      Had I been wiser, I would’ve believed the truth about the Alley and its lethal storms.

      I inhaled, counted to ten, and released my breath in a sigh. “What does this bounty really mean for me, Noah?”

      “Were you my daughter, I would breathe a little easier at night. You would be in the East, safe from the storms. You would be treated well. It’s not freedom, not like you might prefer, but you truly will be treated well, you will be cherished, and your husband will be attentive to your needs. He would do his best to make you happy, because one day, you will lead his family at his side. To abuse an uncontested courtesan is to lose the family’s right to ever take another uncontested courtesan. Yes, the entire family would be barred from owning such a prize again. Of course, you’re not my daughter, and I enjoy watching you fight against the world. It’s one of my joys. You would challenge a tornado if you thought you might win—and sometimes, I think you might. Challenge a tornado that is. I give it even odds if you’d win. You’re that stubborn.”

      I figured Noah didn’t mind slavery—as long as the enslaved were treated well. We had a different sense of morality, something we’d learned to keep to ourselves as a general rule.

      Most men didn’t mind slavery, as it was the women typically enslaved. I considered everything Noah had said, at a loss of what I could do to remain free. Then I remembered an important detail: men could be uncontested courtesans, too.

      Somehow, that helped a little, knowing men and women were equally trapped, based only on the gender of a family’s heir.

      I had no idea what to do. By default, I avoided the East, the quadrant of my birth. I tried to lay low, although it hadn’t done me any good. I could venture to somewhere deeper in the Alley, but the bounty would haunt me.

      “You said men can be uncontested courtesans, too?”

      “It is not uncommon. There are strong women set to inherit their family’s fortune and power, and she wants only the best. If anything, men are as equally desired as women. When a man is chosen as an uncontested courtesan, the competition is typically fierce. It depends on the man, of course. The good ones? They put up a fight. I figure it’s because women love taming a wild man as much as men love taming a wild woman. Humanity is surprisingly equal at times. But women are more common. For many years, a male heir was more desirable than a woman. But times changed.”

      That startled me. “How so?”

      “Only a woman can guarantee that the bloodline remains intact. Having a daughter for an heir confirms the child is of the appropriate bloodline. The identity of the father is less important than the confirmation that the child does belong to the family bloodline. DNA tests can confirm it, but if the heir is the mother, there is no doubt. Families dislike doubt. A woman’s value is rising now—and many families don’t care who the father is if it means they have a child of the blood.”

      People disgusted me. “Men aren’t trusted to stay with their woman, then.”

      “Exactly. So, a woman is the most valuable thing a family can have. In your case, your children will be DNA tested to confirm the child belongs to the family line. The heir would be DNA tested prior to marriage to ensure he’s actually of the line, too—if the head of the family is a man. If the head of the family is a woman, he’s DNA tested anyway, but his status as a part of the family isn’t questioned.”

      I’d been dumped into an insane hell hole, and I already regretted being such a bitch to Mother Nature. Mother Nature hated my guts, but I understood her.

      I didn’t understand society, and I doubted I ever would. “And what if any kids aren’t his?”

      “This is where it gets interesting.”

      I raised a brow at that. “Spill, Noah.”

      “You’re not the kind to break a promise, so if you had another man’s child, it would be because of rape. They’d bring you to the Alley, find out who had violated you, and rain hell on them and their family for their crimes. Your child would be adopted into the family but would not be the heir. You might be given the choice to have the child adopted to another family line. There are other options, which you, as the courtesan, would be given.”

      Next time, I would remember Noah didn’t mince words or pull punches. “What can you tell me about the bounty hunters?”

      “You have a collection of good bounty hunters after you. There are three official bounty hunters who’ve staked claims on you. Two are from the Alley, and one is an import from the East. The one from the East is going to give you the most trouble.”

      “Let me guess. The import’s name is Sandro?”

      Noah chuckled. “Sandro Flores Moretti. He’s a quadrant master, and if he decides he wants you, he’s going to get you. You don’t become a quadrant master without being driven and skilled.”

      I sucked in a breath. Quadrant masters had to pass through the boundaries to train in magic. They could be witches, mages, or elementalists, and when they showed up, they could change the world—or possibly rule it.

      Unlike most, the boundaries didn’t destroy their ability to use magic.

      They overcame the boundaries, they learned everything every quadrant had to offer them, and they could function anywhere.

      I could, too, although I’d always viewed my witch powers as a punishment more than anything else.

      I hated my magic in the Alley, where touching the wrong object could fling me back in time to witness things better left unknown.

      Taking deep breaths to regain my composure, I asked, “What kind of quadrant master is he?”

      “He’s a mage. I can’t tell you anything more than that. His abilities are a closely guarded secret. I can tell you this much, however. He has an open invitation to dwell in Asylum, so you best be careful around him.”

      Shit. I needed to go

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        
        
        
        

      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/foxwitch-ornament-2.jpg





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/rj-blain---the-fox-witch-1---outfoxed.jpg
UES'A]R T ODAY TBUESSEESS EBLL I NG AJUSE H O R

R .







OEBPS/images/foxwitch-ornament-3.jpg





OEBPS/images/foxwitch-ornament.jpg





