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      *Rose*

      

      Seeing Reece in the garden with Emily was unsettling, to say the least, and I didn’t give him a chance to explain. I couldn’t just stand there and listen to him try to tell me it wasn’t what it looked like.

      Unless he wasn’t planning on saying anything like that at all.

      I rush back to my room, trying to remember that I’m supposed to be focusing on Tristan today, not Reece. I’ll have to worry about him tomorrow.

      Somehow, before I get to my door, Reece appears in the hallway in front of me, out of breath.

      “Rose!” he says, stopping and doubling over. “Wait.”

      I stare at him, look down the hallway in the other direction, where he came from, and then back at him. “How did you get here so fast?” I ask him. 

      “The other door….” He is still breathing hard, but he takes a few steps toward me now. “Listen, Emily was coming on to me, but I was telling her no. My hands were in my pockets. I just… didn’t want you to think that anything had happened between us. Because nothing did.”

      I can tell that he means it, but my heart is still rattled. “Okay,” I finally manage.

      “Seriously–you believe me, right?”

      I nod. “Sure.” At the moment, I don’t know what to think, but I do know I don’t want him to worry about it while I try to sort it out.

      “Oh, thank you, little darlin’,” he says, moving over to me. He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close. With my cheek pressed against his muscular chest, I can’t help but feel like everything is all right, and I shouldn’t be too concerned.

      He clearly has feelings for me.

      But then… whoever wins will end up with Emily anyway, so maybe he should be getting to know her better.

      Just in case.

      It’s not as if any of these men actually belong to me.

      In Reece’s arms, though, I feel like he is mine, or at least like he is more mine than he is hers.

      “Thank you, Rose,” he says again before he kisses my cheek. “I want to kiss you on the lips, but I guess I’ll have to wait until tomorrow for that. I don’t want anyone to accuse me of trying to take more time than I’m allotted.”

      I nod–the rules to this contest are growing more complex every day.

      Later that afternoon, I receive a handwritten note from Tristan that says, “Little flower, your presence is requested at my room tonight at 9:00. Please wear your most comfortable pajamas, bring your toothbrush, a change of clothing, and anything that you need in order to spend the night as this will be a sleepover.”

      As I read over the note a second time, my face begins to turn a little pink.

      Clearly, Tristan has learned his lesson from last time.

      “What is it?” Vienna asks me. “Are you well, miss?”

      “I’m fine,” I tell her. “Just… Tristan’s invitation is so sweet.” I hand it to her, and she reads over it and then smiles.

      “This could be fun,” she says. “We should get you a teddy bear and a little blankie to take with you. You know, like when we were girls and used to have sleepovers at friends’ houses.”

      I nod, but I didn’t have a lot of friends from when I was younger, and then there was all the kicking I’d done so I don’t really know firsthand what she’s talking about when it comes to fun sleepovers, but I can imagine.

      A few hours later, I am ready to go to Tristan’s. Vienna is very resourceful and has found me an overnight duffle bag, a teddy bear, some cute pajamas that are nothing like the sexy ones I usually wear for my men, and has packed us some snacks, as well as my necessities.

      When Tristan knocks on the door, I smile at him, my hair in pigtails as I am already wearing a onesie with different colored hearts all over it.

      His eyes widen, and then he cracks into a grin. “Well, hello there,” he says. “Don’t you look adorable?”

      I shrug. “I never really got to have a sleepover when I was younger, so I figured I may as well indulge myself in the fun of it all.”

      He laughs. “I’m glad to be the first one to have you over for such a fun event, then.”

      Tristan offers me his hand, and I take it. He leads me to his room where he changes out of his suit and into a pair of pajamas. I am surprised to see he has a grown-up version of superhero pajamas, with little symbols on the pants and a removable cape.

      “Would you like to watch a movie?” he asks me. “That’s what I used to do with my friends at sleepovers. We could play some video games, too, though I don’t think we’ll go wrap toilet paper around anyone’s house.”

      “Did you do that?” I ask him, sitting on his bed and holding the new teddy bear Vienna found for me.

      “Oh, yeah. TPing houses was great fun, but I can’t imagine the king would think it was cool if we did that.”

      “Actually,” I say, trying not to laugh. “Later tonight, we could go TP the other Alphas’ doors. I’m not sure how to make it stick but–”

      “Get it wet,” he says with a shrug, and we both burst out laughing.

      We get comfy on the bed and watch a funny movie while eating pizza, junk food, and popcorn instead of the formal meals we usually have. We drink way too much soda–though Tristan also has a beer or two–and then we play a video game that he is really good at. Me, not so much.

      After that, he asks, “Do you want to watch a scary movie?” My eyebrows raise. “Oh, come on. I’ll keep you safe.”

      I let out a deep breath and agree, and he puts in a movie I’ve never even heard of before about a possessed doll.

      It is terrifying, and before it’s even halfway over, I find myself with my head buried in his chest.

      “You’re safe, little flower,” he says to me.

      I look up into his eyes, and his mouth comes down on mine.

      We begin to kiss as if it’s the only thing that will save us from that devil doll. His hands roam over the soft fabric of my onesie, and then… he is unbuttoning it, and I couldn’t care less about what’s on the television.

      Tristan completely unbuttons my pajamas, and I slip my arms out. Then, he pulls his shirt off over his head and takes off his pants, turning the television off before he climbs back into bed with me. We are naked, and he is touching me, his mouth devouring mine.

      He pulls me close as his other hand settles between my legs. “You’re so wet,” he whispers against my lips.

      I take his thick cock in my hand. “You’re so hard,” I remind him.

      “Well, I guess there’s just one thing to do about this.”

      He slides on top of me, and I spread my legs for him. With one quick thrust, he moves inside of me, and his pace increases quickly. I moan, a mix of pain and pleasure, and he all but stops, staring down at me.

      “Sorry, little flower,” he says in a gentle voice. “I’ll be easier on you.”

      “I’m okay,” I tell him, lovingly stroking his cheek.

      He shakes his head. “I want to savor you.” 

      Tristan starts moving his hips again, but this time, his pace is much slower, and with each movement of his hips, he grinds against me. It feels so good, I am putty beneath him in only a matter of moments. I wrap my arms around him and hold him tight. 

      It takes a long time for him to join me in my euphoria, but in that time, my mind has grown cloudy as my thoughts jumble together. Everything about the way he is touching me is heavenly, and when he finally comes, my body begins to tingle with electricity. 

      When he’s finished, he holds me close, and I concentrate on the sensation of my body coming back to this plane. I feel like I’ve been in another dimension.

      Pressed against his chest, I listen to his heartbeat as he gently caresses me. “Thank you, Rose, for being so amazing,” he says. “That was… so special. I’ve never been with a woman like that before.”

      I smile at him and run my palm along his cheek, rough with unshaved whiskers. “You’re welcome. Thank you,” I tell him as he catches my hand and kisses it.

      “You know, when I was younger, there was a woman who was a maid to my mother who was very beautiful. She was about fifteen years older than me, and she started working in our house when I was ten. She would always look at me in this certain way that made me think about women way before the rest of my friends even knew they existed… apart from their mothers and aunts. Anyway, Camilla waited until I was fifteen to make her move, and by then, I thought I was ready.”

      “She propositioned you when you were fifteen?” I ask him. When I was fifteen, I still thought babies came from a stork.

      He nods. “Yeah, in a closet near my father’s study. She said she was going to teach me how to be a man. And in some ways, I guess she did, but she wanted it rough…. And quick so we didn’t get caught. I thought… I thought that’s how it was supposed to go, you know? If she wasn’t in pain, I wasn’t doing it right.” He drops his head and shakes it slowly.

      “So that’s how you’ve always been with all of the women you’ve slept with?” I ask him.

      His eyes meet mine. “That’s right. It never occurred to me that some women would rather just take it slow and enjoy it. With you… I get that.”

      I smile up at him. “Thank you for sharing that with me, Tristan. It means a lot to me.”

      “Thank you for being so easy to talk to,” he replies. He leans down and kisses me, and I believe we have bonded on a new level.

      We lie there together for about an hour, and I am just about to doze off when Tristan asks me, “So… are you ready?”

      At first, I think he means to have sex again, but then I remember our secret mission. Laughing, I say, “Oh, I’m ready.”

      Both of us are chuckling like kids as we get dressed and go to the bathroom to find our secret weapon.

      It’s too bad I won’t get to see the other Alphas’ faces when they walk out of their rooms in the morning. Now, that would be funny!
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      *Emily*

      Sitting in my room, I feel like I can’t breathe. I didn’t sleep well last night as my mind kept going in circles. What does the breeder girl have that I don’t possess in bucket loads? If anything, I am way better than her in every way. 

      Nobody goes against Emily unless they are really stupid. I have to get rid of that nuisance. She is a painful pimple in my life that needs squeezing.

      I stand up from the fainting couch and slide on a pair of slippers. I am all pumped up to put my plan into action. It’s time to say goodbye to ‘Lil Miss Breeder.’

      I wave away the servants that come rushing up to attend me. I am in no need of their help and instead just want to get to the king as soon as possible. I can’t help but smile at how much of a genius I am; I have no doubts about the success of my mission.

      Tara rushes to catch up with me as I stride down the hall toward the throne room. I am sure I will find my cousin there.

      “Are you not going to dress in something more befitting for a walk around the castle, my lady?” Tara asked as she does a little run to keep up with my long strides. 

      “Hmm. No, Tara. I have more pressing issues to attend to.” 

      “Ahh, my lady. What if we run into one of the Alphas? It is your mission to seduce them, is it not? Yesterday didn’t go so well because you were overdressed for a simple thing like a walk in the garden. Perhaps today we tone it down and you wear a pretty sundress. Have you seen how cute yet elegant they look on Lady Rose?”

      I frown, stop, turn, and glare at her. Did my lady in waiting just compare me to that filth?

      “Mind your tone, Tara! Do not let my current arrangement with you give you a sense of familiarity we do not have! You are just a servant and should know your place.”

      Immediately cowed, Tara bows her head as a sign of submission. I sniff in satisfaction at the display of deference. Dismissing my presumptuous maid from my mind, I turn back to see a retinue of servants that are filing out of the wing leading to the Alphas’ rooms.

      I am curious to find out what is going on, so I find myself moving in that direction. I haven’t had the chance to put on my makeup, and I’m feeling rather vulnerable, but the fear of missing out overtakes me.

      Alpha Mark stands outside the door to his room with a confused look on his face. He raises his hand and runs his fingers through his hair as he watches two servants who seem busy cleaning something at his door. I don’t want to talk to him, as I am not dressed properly to be in his presence, so I just try to stretch my neck to see what’s going on. 

      I see servants putting some white ribbon-like things in a garbage bag. More servants are doing the same and removing similar ribbon-like papers from the other Alphas’ doors.

      “Stand in front of me, Tara,” I command. I need her to cover me so that the Alphas don’t see me. 

      Was there a party of some kind here last night? I can’t help but wonder with regret. If so, how was I not invited? Why else would there be ribbons everywhere? As a maid walks past us, I grab her hand.

      “What is going on?” I ask the maid, who seems not too happy to be confronted.

      “The Alphas all woke up to find tissues stuck on their doors. We are just cleaning them now,” the maid says.

      I raise an eyebrow. That is weird. Why would anyone put tissues on the Alphas’ doors? What type of witchcraft was that? Maybe it was a ritual performed by Rose to get the Alphas to fall for her. I knew that the way she has all of them eating from the palm of her hand was not normal. 

      Definitely, some love ritual being practised by the dirty breeder. The witch!

      My resolve strengthens, and I turn around and stride purposefully to my previous destination.

      When I enter the throne room, I find the king standing with his back to the door. There are no guards at the entrance to announce my arrival, so I just walk in.

      “Your Highness, good morning.”

       He turns, looking a bit startled by my voice.

      “Emily, what are you doing in here? As much as you are my kin, you do realize that it is not proper for you to be in the throne room in your nightgown? Where is your respect for the throne, cousin?”

      I can feel the blood draining from my face. I had just acted due to my anger, but if anybody could spin this to turn things into an advantage, it was me.

      “I am sorry, my king. Tara was busy putting together an outfit for me when she reported that my ruby necklace was missing. It was the last thing Auntie May gave me before her passing,” I say and sniffle just for added theatrics.

      “You have a lot of belongings, Emily. The room you occupy is also quite big. Are you sure you looked everywhere?”

      This time I blink rather harshly, trying to get a tear or two out. It works as I feel a warm droplet of liquid flow from my eye.

      “I left my room last night to go make myself a glass of warm milk. Tara here says she saw that breeder girl enter my room. When we finally went in, the necklace and the breeder were gone,” I explain and look over at Tara. She knows that if she doesn’t corroborate my story, she will be fired–or worse.

      “Didn’t you say you only noticed it was missing this morning?” Damn my cousin for being so observant of the tiniest of details.

      “No… yes. I mean, we noticed it was missing this morning, but seeing as she snuck into my room last night, we know that is when she probably took it. I fear we are housing a thief, my k- king.” I make crying noises to show him my grief. 

      “Is this true, Tara? Are you certain you saw the breeder sneaking in and out of Emily’s room last night?”

      I look at Tara, who is shifting nervously from one leg to the other. She looks like she has just seen a ghost after swallowing a handful of pennies.

      “Ahhh!!!!” I want to shake her. Why is she hesitant to back me up? Does she not know where her bread is buttered?

      “It was dark, my king. I am–” the king cuts her off.

      “Did you or did you not see the breeder sneaking in and out of your mistress’ room?”

      I open my eyes wide as I look at Tara. She seems unsure of what to do or say. For a moment, she looks like she wants to actually run out of the room.

      “Tara is just shy, my king. She is not really a great talker, but she is not one to lie. She told me she saw the breeder girl, and I believe her. I’m sure the breeder wants to sell the ruby to get money for her poor family. Lots of servants saw her enter my room, my king. She definitely stole it. Maybe later you can send someone to search her room.”

      I say the last statement knowing that I intend to plant the ruby necklace in her room. I can pay a maid to do it. The king shifts his gaze between me and Tara. Tara has her hands laced behind her as she looks down at her feet. I need a better ally, not this pathetic girl.

      “Unless Rose has a double or a twin, I don’t see how that is possible.” I jump to face the sound of the voice coming from behind me.

      Alpha Tristan and Alpha Mark are walking into the room.

      “Oh, you are naïve, my Alphas, if you buy the innocent persona the breeder displays. I am sure of what I say.”

      Alpha Tristan looks displeased as he narrows his eyes at me. “How can you be sure of what you are saying, Emily? I think your maid has it all wrong as Rose couldn’t have done what you accuse her of.”

      I feel a wave of anger engulfing me. That dirty thing really has them wrapped around her little finger.

      “You bed her… what, twice, and you think you know her? She is a dirty thief.”

      This time Tristan bursts out laughing. “Rose was with me last night. Never left my sight. Late into the night, we were….” 

      He hesitates as he eyes Mark, a mischievous grin on his handsome face.

      “Late into the night what?” Mark asks the very thought on all our minds.

      “We TPed y’alls doors as a funny prank. So you see, she couldn’t have been in your room. Who or whatever your witnesses saw couldn’t have been Rose.”

      Oh, so that explains the tissues. I was certain she was doing some voodoo on the Alphas. 

      I can’t help but notice how he says her name. Like she is one who deserves the utmost respect. 

      How could he speak of her with such admiration in his voice? She is the breeder! Argh, my frustrations have no bounds.

      “Tara, I will ask again, did you see Rose in your mistress’ room last night?” The king's booming voice cuts into my thoughts.

      “No. I don’t remember the mistress leaving her room. She never makes her own warm milk. She won’t even tie her own shoes. I didn’t report anything about the breeder, and her ruby necklace is in the box where it belongs.”

      Bitch! I am definitely going to fire her. Where do her loyalties lie?

      “How dare you come here dressed so… so indecently to lie to me. I think who we are housing here is a liar!”

      I can feel everyone’s disapproving eyes on me. I hadn’t thought this plan through.

      “I.. I….” I’m not sure what I should say now. Not even I could find a way to waltz myself out of this one.

      “If you were not my cousin, I would ask you to leave these grounds this instant. I will not tolerate such conspiracies in these walls, you hear? You are to be the next Luna, and yet you don’t display the behavior that is expected from one who holds that title. I am disappointed in you. You bring me shame, cousin. I am having doubts now about making you the Luna. Leave my presence and go put on some clothes. I don’t want to see your nakedness or you right now. I will talk to you later.”

      I turn around and make for the door. I can feel real tears starting to flow down my face. I don’t need to act out the distressed cry that escapes my mouth as I break into a run heading for my room. Talk about a jog of shame.

      The breeder will pay for this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            CHAPTER 3: ONE ALPHA AND THEN ANOTHER

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      *Rose*

      “Where are we going?” I ask Reece as he leads me up yet another flight of stairs. This is the third or fourth. I’ve lost count.

      “I told you, darlin’, it’s a surprise,” he says, and I hear the humor in his voice.

      I keep walking, even though I’m starting to grow a little weary of climbing, especially in the heels that Vienna laid out for me. I’m wearing a dress with a wide skirt and lots of layers, too, so that doesn’t make it any easier to go up the stairs.

      At the top of the next flight of stairs, Reece pauses at a door. “All right, are you ready?”

      “I’ve been ready!” I tell him with a grin. He chuckles and pushes the door open.

      Through the open door, I see the night sky and a field of a thousand stars twinkling down above us, but that’s not all. As he leads me out, it becomes clear what he has in mind. 

      There’s a blanket spread on the ground with a picnic basket, with tiny lanterns surrounding it to give us light, and then beyond that, is a four-poster bed with white curtains.

      “You… had a bed moved up here?” I ask, shocked. And I thought climbing the stairs in heels was bad! Imagine moving that here.

      “I did,” he says with a crooked grin on his face. “I thought it would be… romantic. Do you like it?”

      “Of course, I do!” I tell him. He keeps my hand in his and leads me across the rooftop. We sink down on the blanket, and he opens the picnic basket. 

      Everything inside is so delicious smelling, I can’t wait to dig in. It’s all traditional picnic food, as if we were out in the middle of a field of flowers at lunchtime instead of beneath the blanket of stars near the middle of the night. 

      He hands me a chicken salad sandwich, and I take a bite. It tastes just as good as it smells–kind of like Reece.

      We eat and chat about how our day has been, sipping champagne that soon makes me feel giddy, the bubbles giving me the sensation that I’m floating away. Or maybe that’s the alcohol.

      He feeds me chocolate-dipped strawberries, and with the last bite, my tongue lashes out to lick his thumb. I see his eyes widen slightly, and he breathes in deeply, holding it for a moment before he lets it go.

      The next thing I know, I am tasting him, his mouth consuming mine. 

      We sit on the blanket, kissing for several minutes before his hands begin to explore my body through my clothes, and when he rubs against my breasts, I feel my breath catch.

      “Do you want to go to the bed?” he whispers, his warm breath fanning out against my cheek.

      All I can do is nod.

      Reece stands, and as I’m beginning to pull myself up in my slightly intoxicated state, he leans down and scoops me up into his arms like I am a paper doll.

      I giggle again, and he swings me around a few times, my arms wrapped around his neck, his strong arm beneath my knees. I bend down and find his lips again, and he carries me to the bed.

      He makes short work of my clothing and his own, and even though we are outside, I feel secure behind the thick white curtains. Above us, I can still see the stars.

      “Last time, I let you take control, Rose, but this time, I want to make love to you the way I have in my dreams every night since we first met.” Reece’s voice is deep and overcome with emotion.

      I look into his eyes as he hovers above me. He’s been dreaming of me? How can I deny him? I smile up at him, and he kisses me deeply again before he enters me. I wrap my legs around him and lift my hips to meet him as he fills me up completely.

      Even though he is in control, he is taking his time, as if I am a fine wine and he wants to savor me. He kisses me slowly and grinds against me, sending shock waves of pleasure throughout my body. When he finally finishes, I am lost to the world, my mind floating in a dreamlike state from all of the passion, but also from him; he makes me feel alive in a way I cannot explain.

      He makes me feel like I am the only woman in the world.

      Lying there on the bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, as we stare at the sky, I run my hand across his muscular chest and listen to his heartbeat.

      “Rose,” Reece whispers, “when this is all over, what do you plan to do?”

      It is a question that catches me off-guard. “I don’t know,” I admit. “I guess… go home.” 

      I can’t imagine going back to my parents, not now, not when they have always treated me so poorly, and I’m becoming used to being cared about.

      “Well,” Reece begins, and I can hear the hesitancy and the emotion in his voice. “Maybe… if I don’t win… the two of us could… continue to… see one another?”

      I look up and into his eyes. Is he serious? He wants to see me, after this? After I’ve birthed the king’s baby?

      All I can do is smile. “That sounds nice,” I tell him. 

      But what if he’s not the only one who feels that way? I know I could never choose between the men I’ve been spending so much time with. Granted, one of them will be king. But the others….

      No, I could never choose.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      *Eli*

      

      I want to sleep in a bed with Rose this time, to fall asleep with her in my arms, but the other Alphas are pulling out all of the stops, and I’m not sure what to do. 

      The day that I’m to have my next turn with Rose, I spend a great deal of time running through the forest in my wolf form, trying to figure out what would be best. 

      Back in my room, I take a shower, and while I am standing naked beneath the stream of water, it occurs to me that we could take a bath together and then make love in my bed. That’s something she hasn’t done yet, at least, I don’t think she has. The bathtub in my room is huge, big enough for at least three people, though I won’t be inviting anyone else. 

      After I get dressed, I ask Kelly her opinion. 

      At first, my sister makes a face at me. “I don’t wanna hear about your sex life, big brother,” she says.

      I roll my eyes at her. “I know that. I’m just asking if that sounds romantic?”

      “Yeah, of course it does. But you have to do candles and flower petals and get lots of good smelling bath salts. And rub her back. Sweet stuff like that.”

      My eyebrows raise as I realize I know nothing about how ladies like to take baths. “Can you help me?”

      My little sister wrinkles her nose at me.

      “Please?”

      She growls. “Fine. But don’t you dare try to tell me how it goes!”

      A few hours later, I go to fetch Rose while Kelly sets up the bathroom. When we return, even I am shocked at how lovely it is.

      Rose gasps and covers her mouth with both hands. “You did this for me?”

      The bathtub is full of rose petals and nice-smelling bath salts, as well as some bubbles, and there are several candles lit around the exterior of the tub. Two elegant looking robes are laid out for us to put on, as well as plush towels hanging on the warmer.

      “Uh… yeah,” I lie. Well, it was my idea anyway….

      I help Rose out of her sundress, stealing as many kisses and caresses as I can, and then she takes her time unbuttoning my shirt and helping me slide out of my pants.

      We climb into the tub, and she settles between my legs. My dick is hard, and I have to move it aside, but she doesn’t seem to mind.

      I take my time, washing her back and rubbing it, as I was advised. We kiss and touch one another in all of our intimate places. By the time I am done lathering up her breasts, I am about to pop one off in the bathtub.

      “Do you want to get out and go to bed?” I whisper in her ear, the scent of the floral bath salts still filling my lungs.

      “Yes,” Rose says.

      That’s all I have to hear. I get out first and then help her out, drying her off while my lips explore hers, and then I forgo the robe, scooping her up in the nude to carry her into the other room.

      She wraps her legs around my waist, and as we fall onto the bed, I enter her, keeping my feet on the floor as I take her, both of us already panting from the effort of having to wait.

      “You feel so good,” I tell her as I thrust into her again and again, “and your skin is like satin.”

      “Eli,” she cries out, her fingertips trailing down my abs, “don’t stop!”

      I have no intention of stopping, not while she is enjoying this so much.

      I keep her there, at that same level of intensity, for as long as I can bear it. When she is screaming my name and moaning, I know she’s at her peak, and after several minutes, I finally fill her, jerking back and forth several times as I explode into her.

      When we are done, we move beneath the blankets, and I take her in my arms, so glad I finally get to hold her. Her damp hair nestles against my chest as I feel her smooth cheek right above my heart.

      As I am starting to fall asleep with Rose in my arms, I hear my own voice whispering to her, “Good night, Rose. I love you.”
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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