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        It took me years to understand that this too, was a gift.
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            A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      My Dearest Darklings,

      Christmas comes but once a year.

      Unless you’re a pregnant witch with unprecedented magical power and a flair for the dramatically absurd—in which case, Christmas comes whenever you damn well please.

      Welcome to December, my beloved readers. Welcome to the season of impossible hope wrapped in winter darkness. Welcome to a celebration that has no business existing and yet demanded to be written.

      You see, I couldn’t let this year end without giving you—my faithful darklings, my Darkling Coven, my partners in gothic romance—one more chance to spend time with the characters who’ve claimed our hearts (and occasionally tried to rip them out).

      This novella is my gift to you.

      Not because you deserve sweetness and light (though you do). Not because the holidays demand happy endings (though we’ll see about that). But because you’ve walked with me through blood-soaked ballrooms and resurrection spells, through branding ceremonies and dragon curses, through every dark moment where love bloomed anyway.

      A word about timing: This story takes place months after the events of Blood and Bargains, serving as a bridge to the upcoming Blood of the Ancient. Pay close attention, darklings—there are hints woven throughout about what’s coming. Threads are being pulled. Secrets are surfacing. And the darkness that’s been building? It’s about to break.

      You’ve earned this chaos.

      You’ve earned Ivan’s sarcasm and Cassandra’s optimism. Gavriil’s penance and Dristan’s devotion. Dragons fighting over thrones while a toddler makes it snow indoors because feelings are complicated and magic doesn’t care about your dinner party.

      So pour yourself something suitably dark and satisfying (hot chocolate, strong coffee, mulled wine, or straight bourbon—I support all choices), settle into your favorite reading spot, and join me for one very supernatural Christmas.

      The fire’s burning. The snow’s falling. The family’s gathering.

      And nothing—absolutely nothing—is going to go according to plan.

      Exactly as you like it.

      

      With wicked love and dark devotion,

      Silvana

      

      P.S. Yes, there’s mistletoe. Yes, it’s weaponized. No, I’m not sorry.
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      A Very Supernatural Christmas contains mature themes and content that may not be suitable for all readers. Please review the following content warnings before reading:

      
        
        Explicit sexual content - Strong language - Violence and magical combat - Pregnancy - References to past trauma (non-consensual magical bonding) - Death and grief - Dark magic and curses - Family conflict and emotional tension

      

      

      Recommended for readers 18+

      Reader Discretion Advised.

      Note: This is a work of fiction featuring supernatural beings. The behaviors depicted should not be emulated in real-life relationships.

      Please read with care.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A VERY SUPERNATURAL CHRISTMAS

          

        

      

    

    
      They survived blood magic and resurrection spells. Can they survive Christmas dinner?

      Six months pregnant and wielding unprecedented power, witch Cassandra Deveraux has decided that her dysfunctional supernatural family needs something impossible: a Christmas celebration. In May. Because timing, like family, is what you make it.

      The guest list reads like a supernatural disaster checklist:

      
        
          	
        One cynical vampire who’s allergic to optimism
      

      	
        Two rival dragon shifters fighting for the same throne
      

      	
        A bear king willing to atone for unforgivable sins
      

      	
        A wolf-witch toddler whose emotions control the weather
      

      	
        And enough ancient grudges to fill a Gothic novel
      

      

      

      What could possibly go wrong?

      Everything.

      But beneath the chaos lies something real: the truth that family isn’t about perfect moments. It’s about broken people choosing each other anyway. About showing up even when you’d rather burn the place down. About finding light in the darkest places.

      Pour the mulled wine. Light the candles. And pray the guests survive the night.

      

      A Very Supernatural Christmas is a gothic holiday tale of found family, second chances, and the beautiful disaster that happens when vampires, shifters, and witches gather under one roof.
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            IVAN LOCKHART

          

        

      

    

    
      Ho ho ho and welcome to hell, darkling.

      Picture this:

      A vampire. A Christmas tree. And a pregnant witch whose magic keeps setting said tree on fire.

      Now add two dragon shifters who want to kill each other, a bear king everyone else wants dead, a child whose emotions control the weather, and enough centuries-old trauma to fill a Gothic novel.

      That’s the party I’m walking into tonight.

      Welcome, dear darkling, to what might be the most catastrophically ill-advised holiday celebration in supernatural history.

      For those of you who don’t know me—and in that case, shame on you—I’m Ivan Lockhart. Three hundred years old, devastatingly charming, and deeply skeptical of anything that requires optimism or emotional vulnerability. You might know me as the vampire who’s mastered the art of sarcasm, survived the French Revolution, and recently watched his ex-lover return from the dead by stealing her descendant’s body.

      Yes, that actually happened.

      No, I’m not going to explain it twice.

      The point is, I recognize a disaster when I see one.

      And tonight’s Christmas party? Disaster doesn’t even begin to cover it.

      Let me set the scene for you, since you’re clearly coming along for this ride—because, let’s face it, this isn’t our first rodeo.

      The Location: Deveraux Manor. Ancient. Magical. Currently decorated with enough Christmas lights to be visible from space, despite it being May 17.

      The Host: Cassandra Deveraux. Witch. Six months pregnant with a vampire’s child. Has set her Christmas tree on fire three times already, and we haven’t even started the party. Believes in things like “family” and “holiday spirit” with the kind of earnest optimism that should have died out in the Middle Ages.

      The Guest List: Oh, where do I even begin?

      My maker, Dristan, who turned me into a vampire three centuries ago without asking permission. We have what psychiatrists would call “unresolved issues.”

      Juliette—the woman I loved in 1672, who died, and who recently came back by commandeering her descendant’s body. We’re... working through it.

      Gavriil Alexeev, the bear shifter king, who branded Cassandra five months ago in a forced magical bond. Dristan wants to murder him. I’m considering offering assistance.

      Two dragon shifters fighting for the same throne who are absolutely, definitely not going to cause a supernatural incident tonight. Absolutely not.

      A toddler wolf-witch whose magic responds to emotions. Because nothing says “festive gathering” like weather controlled by an infant’s feelings.

      This is starting to sound less like a guest list and more like “The Twelve Days of Christmas.” Two rival dragons, a bear king in a pear tree, and a partridge that controls the weather...

      You see the problem.

      This isn’t going to be one of those heartwarming holiday stories where everyone learns valuable lessons about love and togetherness while snow falls gently outside and someone plays piano.

      This is going to be chaos.

      Glorious, ridiculous, possibly violent chaos.

      And I’m going anyway.

      Why?

      Excellent question. One I’ve been asking myself for the past week.

      The answer, unfortunately, involves admitting that somewhere beneath my carefully cultivated cynicism, there’s a part of me that actually wants this to work. That hopes Cassandra’s impossible optimism isn’t entirely misplaced. That wonders if maybe this collection of damaged supernatural creatures can actually be something resembling a family.

      That part of me is clearly an idiot.

      But he’s a hopeful idiot.

      So here’s what you need to know before we begin, dear darkling:

      Christmas is a human holiday. It celebrates the birth of a god who would absolutely condemn creatures like me. Vampires don’t do Christmas. We don’t do nativity scenes or advent calendars or any of the performative nonsense designed to make mortals feel better about their inevitable deaths.

      We certainly don’t do Christmas parties in May.

      But Cassandra asked.

      And somehow, that mattered enough to get us all here.

      So welcome to A Very Supernatural Christmas.

      There will be fire—literal and metaphorical.

      There will be arguments. Old wounds reopened. At least one supernatural confrontation, possibly two.

      There will definitely be no snow, unless the child cries.

      But maybe—just maybe—there will also be something real. Something worth the absolute chaos we’re about to witness.

      Or it’ll be a complete disaster, and I’ll spend eternity saying “I told you so.”

      Either way, you’re coming with me.

      The tree is already on fire.

      Let’s see how much worse it can get.

      Follow me into the night, darkling. I promise you’ll have a blast.

      Possibly a literal one, if those dragons start fighting.
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            IVAN: THE ANNOUNCEMENT

          

        

      

    

    
      “It’s a Christmas tree,” I say flatly, staring at the massive evergreen currently levitating through the front doors of Deveraux Manor. “In May.”

      “Mm-hmm,” Cassandra hums, guiding the tree with effortless waves of her magic, violet flames dancing at her fingertips. The damn thing must be twelve feet tall, perfectly shaped, and completely inappropriate for the current season.

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. Three hundred years of immortality, and this—this—is going to be my undoing. Not hunters. Not ancient vampire courts. Not even Juliette’s death and miraculous return from the seventeenth century.

      No. I will be defeated by a pregnant witch throwing Christmas. In spring.

      “Cassandra,” I try again, employing the patient tone usually reserved for explaining modern technology to Dristan. “Christmas is in December.”

      “Your observational skills remain sharp, Ivan.” She sets the tree down with a gentle thud in the great hall’s center, right where the Louis XIV settee used to be. Used to be, because it’s now shoved unceremoniously against the wall, buried under boxes labeled “ORNAMENTS” and “LIGHTS” in Cassandra’s aggressive scrawl.

      The tree stands there, accusatory in its evergreen glory, shedding needles onto Juliette’s priceless Persian rug.

      “Christmas,” I say slowly, as if speaking to a particularly dim fledgling, “is in December. December twenty-fifth, to be precise. It has been December twenty-fifth for approximately seventeen centuries. The date is rather firmly established.”

      Cassandra turns to face me, hands on her hips—well, where her hips used to be visible before the pregnancy. She’s wearing an oversized black sweater that says “WITCH PLEASE” in silver letters, leggings, and fuzzy socks with tiny snowflakes on them. Her dark hair is piled on top of her head in a messy bun, held in place by what appears to be a candy cane-striped pencil.

      She looks absolutely ridiculous.

      She also looks happy. Genuinely, radiantly happy in a way I haven’t seen since before... well. Before everything went to hell last winter.

      “Christmas,” she says, violet flames flickering in her storm-grey eyes, “is whenever I say it is. I’m the one who almost died breaking a magical brand with resurrection magic.”

      “That’s not how⁠—”

      “I’m also the one carrying unprecedented magical power while very pregnant.” She takes a step toward me, and I swear the air temperature drops several degrees. Or maybe that’s just my survival instincts kicking in. “Do you really want to argue with me right now?”

      I open my mouth. Close it. Look at the Christmas tree. Look at Cassandra’s determined expression, at the way her magic crackles around her like a living thing, at the slight swell of her belly where an impossibly powerful child grows.

      Look at the seventeen boxes of decorations.

      Look at the garland already hanging from the chandelier.

      Look at my chances of winning this argument.

      Sigh.

      “Where do you want the ornaments?”

      She beams, and damn it all, her smile is infectious. “I knew you’d come around.”

      “I’m not coming around,” I mutter, moving toward the nearest box with the reluctance of a man approaching his own execution. “I’m capitulating under duress. There’s a difference.”

      “Semantics.” She’s already levitating another box, this one labeled “LIGHTS – GOTHIC” because, of course, she has a specific aesthetic vision for this madness. “Besides, you love me.”

      “I tolerate you. Barely.”

      “You love me,” she repeats, sing-song, as she begins wrapping the tree in what appears to be black and silver fairy lights. Because even Christmas in May must be appropriately gothic.

      I pull an ornament from the box—a delicate glass skull with a tiny Santa hat painted on it. Of course.

      “When is this catastrophe happening?” I ask, examining the skull. It’s actually quite well-made. Trust Cassandra to find macabre Christmas decorations.

      “Saturday.”

      I nearly drop the ornament. “This Saturday? As in, three days from now?”

      “Mm-hmm.” She’s not even looking at me, too focused on making the lights perfectly asymmetrical in that specific way that looks accidentally elegant.

      “Cassandra.” I set the skull down very carefully. “Please tell me you’re not planning what I think you’re planning.”

      “If you think I’m planning a full Christmas Eve dinner with all of our friends and family, complete with Secret Santa gift exchange, gothic feast, and enough holiday cheer to choke a reindeer—” She finally looks at me, grinning like a madwoman. “Then yes. That’s exactly what I’m planning.”

      “No.”

      “Yes.”

      “Absolutely not.”

      “Absolutely yes.”

      “You’re insane.”

      “I’m festive.” She descends from her levitating position—showing off, really—and crosses to me. Her hand finds mine, and I feel the warmth of her magic, the steady pulse of life in her veins. “Ivan. I need this.”

      The playfulness drops from her voice, and I see it then. The shadow beneath the smile. The memory of last Christmas, when Gavriil had branded her against her will, when Dristan had been forced to leave because of the spell, when she’d been alone and terrified and trapped.

      When she’d spent Christmas in this manor, powerless and pregnant, not knowing if any of us would survive to see spring.

      But we did survive. We’re all here. Alive. Together.

      And she wants to celebrate that.

      Even if the timing is completely absurd.

      “Fine,” I hear myself say, and I’m not even sure when I decided to surrender. “But I’m not wearing a Santa hat.”

      “We’ll see about that.” She’s already pulling another box toward us, this one making ominous jingling sounds. “Now, help me with the stockings. We need thirteen.”

      “Thirteen?”

      “Thirteen.” She starts counting on her fingers. “You, me, Dristan, Juliette, Gavriil, Luciana, Samara, Nikolaas, Clarissa, Kaisner, Vlad, Anya, and little Katya.”

      I stare at her. “You invited Gavriil.”

      “I invited everyone.”

      “The man who branded you against your will.”

      “The man who gave Dristan back to me—with his grief for Luciana,” she corrects quietly. “And the man who’s trying. He’s trying, Ivan. That has to count for something.”

      I want to argue. Want to point out that “trying” doesn’t erase trauma, doesn’t undo what was done. But I see the set of her jaw, the determination in her eyes, and I know this argument is already lost.

      Besides. She’s right. Gavriil is trying. And if Cassandra can extend an olive branch wrapped in Christmas lights and questionable timing, who am I to object?

      “You’re going to give me stress-induced grey hair,” I mutter.

      “You’re a vampire. You can’t get grey hair.”

      “Oh, you’ll find a way.”

      She laughs, bright and clear, and begins hanging stockings on the mantle with magic. Each one is black velvet with silver embroidery—names in elegant script. Mine is already hung, right next to Dristan’s.

      “Wait,” I say, processing the guest list. “Vlad is in town? I thought he was in Russia with Anya and their daughter.”

      “Business trip,” Cassandra explains, hanging Vlad’s stocking. “He mentioned it last week. Said he’d be in Paris through the weekend. So obviously, I invited him. And then Anya surprised him by flying in with Katya, so now they’re all coming.”

      “Of course they are.” I shake my head. “Vlad hasn’t spent a proper holiday with the family in years. He’s going to have no idea how to handle this chaos.”

      “That’s what makes it fun.” She grins wickedly. “Besides, little Katya is the most magical thing I’ve ever seen. If anyone can make Christmas in May feel legitimate, it’s a wolf-witch toddler who makes it snow indoors.”

      She has a point. I’ve heard the stories.

      “This is going to be a disaster,” I say, but I’m already reaching for another box of ornaments.

      “Probably,” she agrees cheerfully. “But it’ll be our disaster. Our family. Our completely absurd Christmas in May.”

      She’s not wrong.

      God help us all.

      I hang the skull ornament on the tree, right at eye level, where everyone will see it, and I can’t help but smile.

      “You’re already mentally planning your outfit, aren’t you?” Cassandra asks, reading me too easily.

      “I will neither confirm nor deny.”

      “Dark green velvet? With the silver collar chains?”

      “I said nothing.”

      “And probably the antique pocket watch.”

      “You’re insufferable.”

      But we’re both smiling now, and as I help her decorate this ridiculous out-of-season Christmas tree in Juliette’s formal parlor, I realize something:

      Cassandra is giving us all a gift. Not presents wrapped in paper and ribbons—though knowing her, those are coming too. But the gift of joy. Of celebration. Of choosing to embrace life and family and absurdity in the face of everything we’ve survived.

      She’s choosing to make new memories to replace the painful ones.

      And if that means Christmas in May, complete with gothic decorations and vampire attendance and probable disaster?

      Well.

      I’ve certainly participated in stranger rituals over the centuries.

      “The invitation says ‘festive attire encouraged,’” Cassandra adds, pulling out what appears to be a garland made entirely of black roses and silver bells.

      “Please tell me you’re not expecting us to wear ugly Christmas sweaters.”

      Her grin turns positively wicked.

      “Cassandra. No.”

      “I’m just saying, there’s a very nice one with a vampire Santa that would look⁠—”

      “Absolutely not.”

      “—amazing on you with those cheekbones⁠—”

      “I will burn it.”

      “—and Dristan already agreed to wear his.”

      I freeze. “Dristan agreed to wear an ugly Christmas sweater?”

      “Well.” She hangs the garland on the mantle, artfully arranged. “I may have used my feminine wiles.”

      “You’re diabolical.”

      “I’m in love.” She pats her belly. “And hormonal. It’s a devastating combination.”

      I can’t argue with that.

      “Three days,” I say, more to myself than to her. “We have three days to prepare for the most chaotic dinner party in supernatural history.”

      “A very supernatural Christmas, yes,” she confirms. “Better get shopping. Oh! Speaking of which—” She disappears into the hallway and returns moments later with a small crimson velvet bag, the kind that might hold jewelry or perhaps, knowing Cassandra, cursed artifacts.

      “No,” I say immediately.

      “You don’t even know what it is yet.”

      “I know that tone. That’s your ‘Ivan is going to hate this but do it anyway’ tone.”

      “Secret Santa!” She shakes the bag with entirely too much enthusiasm. The contents rustle ominously. “Everyone has to draw a name. It’s tradition.”

      “It’s not tradition if you invented it three days ago.”

      “I invented it three weeks ago, actually. I had everyone draw names when I sent out invitations. Everyone except you, because you kept avoiding me.”

      She thrusts the bag toward me.

      I stare at it as if it might contain a live snake. “Can’t I just buy a generic gift for the group?”

      “That defeats the entire purpose of Secret Santa.”

      “The entire purpose seems to be creating social anxiety and awkward gift exchanges.”

      “Exactly!” She shakes the bag again. “Come on, Ivan. Don’t make me use pregnancy hormones and witch magic to compel you.”

      “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me.”

      We lock eyes. I’ve known Cassandra for years. I’ve seen her face down ancient vampires, resurrect an Ursa King’s lover from beyond death, and survive magical brands that should have killed her.

      She absolutely would.

      With a long-suffering sigh worthy of a three-century-old vampire, I reach into the bag. My fingers brush past a carefully folded paper. I grab it—the last one—and pull it out.

      “Once you draw, there’s no going back,” she warns.

      “What am I, five years old?”

      “You’re acting like it.”

      I unfold the paper.

      Stare at the elegant script written in what appears to be calligraphy ink.

      
        
        Gavriil Alexeev

      

      

      My blood runs cold. Well. Colder than usual.

      “So?” Cassandra leans forward, trying to peek. “Who’d you get?”

      I carefully refold the paper and slip it into my jacket pocket, my face carefully neutral. “That’s rather the point of Secret Santa, isn’t it?”

      “Oh, come on⁠—”

      “I’m following the rules.” I head for the door with as much dignity as I can muster. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to go shopping.”

      “Ivan, wait—” But she’s laughing now, one hand pressed to her belly. “You got someone difficult, didn’t you? Your face went all tight and British.”

      “My face is always British. I’m English.”

      “You know what I mean!”

      “Fine. Yes. I drew someone complicated.” I turn back, and she’s watching me with that knowing expression that means she’s already figured it out. “But I’ll handle it.”

      “You’ll handle it,” she repeats, clearly skeptical.

      “I’m three hundred years old, Cassandra. I think I can manage Secret Santa.”

      “Can you?”

      Before I can answer, Dristan appears in the doorway from the parlor, holding what seems to be a tangled mass of Christmas lights. How he managed to knot them when they were stored perfectly flat is a mystery I don’t have time to contemplate.

      “Ivan.” He glances between us, reading the tension immediately. “Having trouble?”

      I pull out the folded paper, wave it vaguely. “What do you get the Ursa King?”

      There’s a beat of silence.

      Then Dristan says, absolutely deadpan: “A muzzle?”

      Despite everything, I laugh. Actually, laugh. It’s sharp and surprised and entirely inappropriate.

      “Dristan!” Cassandra tries to sound scandalized, but she’s fighting a smile.

      “What? It’s practical.”

      “Ivan.” Cassandra drifts toward me and puts her hands on her hips. “Be nice. It’s Christmas.”

      “It’s MAY!”

      The words echo off the high ceilings. A skull ornament swings gently on the tree.

      “And,” I continue, “you’re asking me to buy a thoughtful gift for the man who branded you. Who kept Dristan away from you for months. Who made last Christmas⁠—”

      “Who’s trying,” she interrupts gently. Her hand finds my arm. “He’s trying, Ivan. That’s all I’m asking. From any of you. Just... try.”

      I look at her—six months pregnant, standing in a forest of Christmas decorations in the wrong season, asking me to extend compassion to someone who hurt her.

      She’s too good for all of us.

      “You’re impossible,” I mutter.

      “I’m pregnant and magical. I contain multitudes.” She grins. “Now go shopping. Find something that acknowledges his effort without pretending everything’s fine. Show him you see him trying.”

      “That’s asking a lot.”

      “I know.” Her expression softens. “But you’ll figure it out. You always do.”

      Dristan, still holding his tangled lights, adds: “For what it’s worth? Samara mentioned he’s obsessed with smart home technology. Make of that what you will.”

      “Technology I can work with.” I head for the door again. “Emotion and forgiveness? Those are above my pay grade.”

      “Lucky for you,” Cassandra calls after me, “Secret Santa only requires one of those things.”

      I pause at the threshold, looking back at them. Cassandra surrounded by decorations, one hand on her belly. Dristan watching her with that expression of fierce protectiveness mixed with adoration. Both of them trying so hard to build something good from the wreckage of last winter.

      “Dristan,” I say.

      He looks up, eyebrows raised.

      “Tomorrow evening. You’re coming with me to find this gift.”

      “I am?”

      “You suggested a muzzle. You’re clearly invested in this disaster. And misery loves company.”

      “I have plans⁠—”

      “You’re untangling Christmas lights,” I point out. “Your plans are flexible.”

      Cassandra laughs, bright and delighted. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

      “For you, maybe,” I mutter, but I’m already planning the route. Champs-Élysées. The high-end tech district. Somewhere expensive enough to show respect, absurd enough to maintain dignity.

      “Six o’clock,” I tell Dristan. “Don’t be late.”

      “I’m never late.”

      “You’re clearly late in catching up with the season’s fashion.” I let my gaze sweep over his outfit with pointed disdain. “A cable-knit sweater in May?”

      “That was Cassandra’s doing,” he grumbles.

      “Six o’clock,” I repeat, and step out into the Paris afternoon before either of them can rope me into more decoration duties.

      Christmas in May.

      This is going to be an unmitigated disaster.

      I can’t wait.
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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