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        Crimson Oliver is a bad witch.

      

      

      She's not wicked, but every spell she tries to cast goes awry in one way or another. After her last screw-up, the high priestess has threatened to bind her powers and turn her human for good.

      Crimson's solution? Challenge the priestess to a battle of magic she can't possibly win.

      Not without a miracle, anyway.

      Enter hotter-than-hellfire demon Mike Cortez. He's a devil's advocate who can make anyone's dreams come true…for a price. He's had his eye on the seductive witch for a while, and Satan is in the market for a new assistant.

      But Mike wants to date her, not damn her.

      When he accidentally makes a deal condemning Crimson to an eternity of satanic servitude, they'll have to go to hell and back to outsmart the devil and save the witch's soul.

      Ride along on a journey from the Big Easy to the underworld and back again in this fast, steamy romantic comedy!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Crimson Oliver was a bad witch. Not bad as in wicked. She wasn’t green—most witches weren’t—and she didn’t run around cackling at little girls, telling them she’d get them and their little dogs too.

      She didn’t ride a broom, and though she’d inquired about an army of flying monkeys, her request was ignored. No, Crimson didn’t have a wicked bone in her body, but she was bad.

      “Bad” as in nearly every spell she tried to cast went awry in some way or another, and that self-proclaimed “badness” was what had landed her in the hot seat in front of the entire Council of Elders in the New Orleans Coven of Witches.

      Crimson sat in a straight-backed wooden chair, facing a long, rectangular table that occupied a two-foot-tall platform in the great room of a nineteenth-century mansion. Four elders flanked the high priestess perched in a burgundy velvet armchair at the center of the table. At five-foot-four with a stocky build, the priestess Rosemary wore her dark brown hair woven into long braids that cascaded down to her waist, and her eyes held contempt as she waited for the rest of the high-ranking witches in the coven to file into the room.

      Tugging at the neck of her sweater, Crimson tried to alleviate the warmth her nerves were producing. It didn’t help that the thermostat was set to eighty-five degrees.

      She knew this trick. Every witch who’d ever screwed up knew Rosemary liked to turn up the heat—literally—just to watch the accused sweat.

      What Crimson didn’t know was why. Rosemary was the most powerful witch in the coven. Sure, her moral compass could have used some fine-tuning, but her position of high priestess granted her powers no other witch could achieve, no matter how much they practiced. Powers like the ability to bind another witch’s magic, rendering her nothing more than human. She had everything a witch could want, so why did she take pleasure in tormenting her people?

      Because she’s a witch with a capital B. That’s why.

      As the last person entered the chamber, the door thudded shut, and Willow, a lanky blonde with icy blue eyes who sat to the left of the priestess, lifted her head. “Crimson Oliver, please stand.”

      Crimson turned her head slowly to the right and then the left before pressing her hand to her chest and mouthing the word me? She sat alone in the center of the room, for goddess’ sake. It wasn’t as if no one could tell who was being accused. The only reason they wanted her to stand was to increase the pressure, hoping she’d crack under the weighted gazes of all those high-ranking witches.

      But Crimson was the queen of pressure. Her misfiring magic had landed her in enough sticky situations that she picked up everything but money and men. Pressure. Ha! She was like an Instant Pot on steroids when it came to pressure. She’d found herself in plenty of trouble more times than she could count, but she always found her way out of it. Well, almost always.

      Willow blew out a hard breath through her nose. “Please stand so you may hear the charges brought against you.”

      “How will standing improve my hearing?”

      The blonde witch’s mouth fell open as she looked at the priestess, and Crimson rose to her feet. That was enough pushing back for now. She rested one hand on her hip and scanned the faces of her jury. Agatha’s green eyes held concern, but Fern, the red-headed fauna witch, took resting bitch face to a whole new level.

      Laila, the coven’s second-in-command and advisor to the priestess, rose to her feet. Her curly black hair spilled over her shoulders, and sympathy filled her gaze as she locked eyes with Crimson. “Your charges are as follows: one, lying under oath when questioned about the disappearance of werewolf Jackson Altuve; two, reckless and intentionally harmful use of magic when you cast a spell you were unable to break; three, conspiring with the werewolves to cover up your misdeeds.”

      Laila pressed her lips together and shook her head. “If found guilty, the high priestess recommends the binding of your powers indefinitely. How do you plead?”

      Crimson swallowed hard, lifting her chin in defiance to maintain her composure. “I’m innocent, of course.”

      The high priestess finally spoke, “Your boyfriend broke up with you, so you turned him into a cat. I’d hardly call that innocent.”

      That was so not how it happened. Crimson moved her other hand to her hip. “Did Jackson tell you that?”

      “My information comes from his relative and was confirmed by the pack’s alpha.”

      “Did they also tell you it was an accident? Because it was.” Well, the actual turning him into a cat part was no accident. It had been part of a sex game they were playing: the wicked witch turns her familiar human and has her way with him. She turned Jax into a cat, easy peasy. The problem arose when she tried to change him into human form again.

      Rosemary lifted one shoulder in a dismissive shrug. “Accident or no, you used your magic maliciously against another supe.”

      “I did no such thing.”

      Laila cleared her throat. “We’ve heard the accusations. Let’s address them one at a time and give Crimson the opportunity to defend herself.”

      She crossed her arms. “Yes. Let’s.”

      Rosemary clamped her mouth shut, nodding, and Laila continued, “Did you or did you not lie under oath about Jackson’s disappearance?”

      “I did not.” Crimson lowered into the chair and crossed her legs. “The specific questions asked were whether or not I kidnapped Jackson or put a curse on his pack. I did neither of those things. Jackson stayed with me willingly for fear of ridicule if he returned to his pack in cat form. The so-called curse the questioning referred to involved the wolves being force-shifted at seemingly random times. I had no idea my attempts to change Jax back into his human form were affecting the other wolves, so no, I didn’t lie about either of those things.”

      Laila nodded. “The Council has reviewed the questions and answers provided. I move to dismiss the charge of lying under oath. All those in favor?”

      Everyone on the platform raised their hand, except Rosemary, of course, who made being in the coven feel like living inside the movie Mean Girls. Crimson suppressed a smile as she imagined dragging her chair up to the platform just so the priestess would say, “You can’t sit with us.”

      “Moving on to charge number two: reckless and intentionally harmful use of magic.” Laila scanned the paper on the table. “Did you or did you not turn the werewolf into a cat when he threatened to break up with you?”

      “No.” Crimson clenched her teeth. If she was going to get out of this with her magic intact, she’d have to throw Jax under the bus. Sure, he might be humiliated when the truth came out, but it was better than being turned human.

      “So you didn’t turn Jackson Altuve into a cat?”

      “Oh, I did, but he agreed to it.”

      Fern’s brows disappeared into her bangs, and Agatha’s eyes widened.

      Sorry, Jax. There’s no way around it. Anyway, he said he’d call her, but he never did. Served him right. “It was a sex game.”

      Snickering sounded from the witches behind her, and Willow’s cheeks turned pink. As Crimson explained what happened, the murmur in the audience grew louder. She twisted in her chair to stare daggers at the people making fun of her. “If you find it that amusing, I can’t imagine how boring your sex lives must be.”

      Mouths fell open, and several people gasped. Crimson smirked and turned her attention back to Laila. “Intentionally harmful? Absolutely not. Reckless?” She cast her gaze to the ceiling for a moment and pursed her lips. “Not reckless, either. We planned it. The spell went wrong, that’s all.” It happened all the time. Crimson was bad at being a witch, but that was her lot in life, and she’d rather build on it than leave it empty.

      Rosemary slapped her palm on the table. “And that was your third strike.”

      “I fixed it, so it doesn’t count.”

      “It does.”

      “Let’s move on to the final charge.” Laila’s soothing voice broke the tension. “Did you conspire with the werewolves to cover up your misdeed? A Sophie Burroughs to be specific?”

      “Sophie wasn’t a werewolf when I discussed the situation with her. She didn’t become one until the entire ordeal ended.” Thank the goddess they didn’t ask about her boyfriend, Trace. He actually was a werewolf at the time. “In fact, Sophie was a witch with bound powers. If this coven were the welcoming place it used to be, we might have been able to help her.”

      The priestess narrowed her eyes. “You can skirt around the edges of these accusations all you want. It doesn’t change the fact that you’re an incompetent witch who’s a danger to herself and others. You’ve already shrunk a politician’s penis to the size of a Vienna sausage and made a priest speak all his thoughts aloud. Now you’ve almost caused a war between the witches and the werewolves. We can’t risk you having powers.”

      Laila came to her defense. “She did remedy the situation without the help of the council this time. I vote she gets one more chance.”

      The other witches nodded their agreement, and Rosemary’s face pinched. “Without the help of the council, maybe, but not without the help of another witch. A dead one.”

      The whispering behind her grew into a murmur, and Crimson shot to her feet. “It’s true. I needed to channel the magic of a fauna witch, so I convinced a necromancer to summon the spirit of a powerful one. With her assistance, I solved the problem without inconveniencing the coven in the slightest.”

      Rosemary stood, leaning her hands on the table and looming her authority over the coven. “We almost went to war for your incompetence.”

      “You’d love a war. You get off on all this power; everyone can see that. You’re high priestess over a coven that cowers beneath your rule.”

      Straightening, Rosemary clasped her hands and nodded slowly. “Your inability to break the spell on your own is a symbol of your ineptitude. As high priestess of this coven, I demand your powers be bound at once.” She cast her gaze to the witches on her right, then her left. “Does anyone oppose?”

      Laila inhaled as if she were about to come to Crimson’s defense, but much like Gretchen Weiners, the second-ranking Mean Girl in the clique, she kept her mouth shut to avoid being pounded by the bully.

      Crimson’s heart plopped into her stomach like a Mentos into a bottle of Diet Coke, and she swallowed the bitterness creeping up the back of her throat. “You can’t be serious. No one opposes this?”

      Every member of the council—aside from the Queen Bee, of course—cast her gaze to the table or the ceiling, refusing to make eye contact.

      “You don’t belong here.” Rosemary motioned toward an intern standing by the wall. “Bring the grimoire. The binding will happen immediately.”

      “This isn’t a high school clique.” Crimson’s voice pitched in panic. “It’s a coven, and I’m a witch—I belong.”

      A young woman laid a thick volume on the table, and Laila rested her hand on the wooden cover. “The binding spell in this book is permanent.” She looked at Rosemary. “Are you sure you want to do this to her?”

      The priestess sneered. “Absolutely positive. It’s past time a threat like her was neutralized.”

      A threat? Seriously, what did this woman have against her? Rosemary had always been a snob, but the moment she was elected high priestess, she’d made it her mission to make Crimson’s life miserable. Crimson could admit she wasn’t the best at casting spells. On her deathbed, her mother had unbound all of her magic in a rush. Crimson was just a child, and something had gone wrong. It was the only explanation for her skewed magic, and it wasn’t her fault.

      The other witches took pity on Crimson, which annoyed the hell out of her, but Rosemary treated her like a mangy mutt who wouldn’t get off her doorstep.

      “Let’s see. Where is that spell? Oh, here it is.” The priestess tugged on a ribbon and opened the book to the exact page.

      “You had it bookmarked?” Crimson gasped.

      Rosemary knew. She knew she’d find a way to force the council to agree with her—to at least not oppose her. She always did. The coven trembled in fear with Rosemary as their leader, and her reign of terror needed to end.

      Fisting her hands at her sides, Crimson stood and summoned her courage—or maybe her stupidity—the jury was still out on that one—and sent her words up in prayer. “In the name of the goddess Morrigan, I denounce your authority and hereby invoke the Supremacy Challenge Law.”

      Rosemary scoffed. “You can’t do that. You’re on trial.”

      Crimson lifted her chin defiantly and pressed her palms together. “Morrigan, goddess of battle and sovereignty, with your blessing, I call for the Supremacy Challenge to be granted.”

      The lights flickered, the energy in the room growing electric as a silence descended so deafening you could have heard a leprechaun scratch his ass. Crimson’s arm hairs stood on end, and no one dared utter a breath as the goddess’ decision charged the air.

      In unison, every mouth in the room opened and said, “So mote it be.” A collective gasp followed the proclamation, and Crimson’s head spun like she was on a merry-go-round at top speed.

      What had she done?

      Rosemary stared blankly ahead, her eyes wide as hula hoops, no doubt in just as much shock as Crimson that the goddess granted her request. A Supremacy Challenge hadn’t been issued in the past hundred years, and now Crimson of all people was to go up against the high priestess in a battle of magical skill?

      What the hell was she thinking?

      This pairing was like a chihuahua versus a pit bull. It didn’t matter how much fight Crimson had in her, Rosemary would chew her up and spit her out like a stick of Fruit Stripe gum.

      Laila took the grimoire and turned to a page in the back. “When the goddess grants a Supremacy Challenge request, the two witches will go head-to-head in a battle of magic. The winner will be high priestess of the coven, while the loser will have her powers bound for life and be exiled from the city, never to associate with another witch again. According to tradition, you have one month to prepare for the challenge.” She looked at Crimson. “And you can’t channel another witch’s magic to win.”

      “I suggest you keep your head down for the next thirty days.” Rosemary stood. “Your witching days are over. This meeting is adjourned.”

      As the witches filed out of the great room, Crimson sank into her chair, chewing the inside of her cheek and stewing over her predicament. What in the goddess’ name did she think would happen when she called for a challenge like that?

      Well, for one, she didn’t think the goddess would actually grant it. And channeling was her inborn gift. How was she to know she wouldn’t be allowed to use the only magic that consistently worked for her? Not that it would matter. She’d need to channel the goddess herself to win this, which she should have been able to do if her magic hadn’t glitched when her mother unbound it.

      If this wasn’t incentive to hit the books and study, she didn’t know what was. Her spells worked sometimes. She’d just have to make sure those sometimes happened during the challenge.

      Everyone in the coven agreed Rosemary was a ruthless bitch, and Crimson suspected that, secretly, they’d all love to see her removed from power. There had been peace among the supes of New Orleans for decades, yet she ruled like they were always on the verge of war. And the way she treated Crimson, singling her out the way she did, didn’t make any sense at all.

      A low-level witch whose spells went haywire more often than they worked wasn’t a threat, yet the high priestess acted like she was. There had to be more to this vendetta than mean girl behavior.

      Crimson rose to her feet and strutted toward the table. “Why do you hate me? Aside from my magic not working correctly, I’ve never done a damn thing to warrant this treatment from you.”

      Defensiveness flickered in Rosemary’s eyes before she straightened her spine. “I don’t want incompetence in my ranks. Nothing more. I only wanted to turn you human. Now that you’ve challenged me, I’m going to squash you like the dung beetle you are.”

      If I’m a dung beetle, then you’re a piece of dung. Turning on her heel, Crimson strode out the door. She could smell bullshit a mile away, and the high priestess reeked of manure. There was a reason Rosemary wanted her without magical powers, and she planned to find out why.

      But first, she had to devise a way to out-magic the most powerful witch in New Orleans.
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      Mike Cortez bit the inside of his cheek and forced himself to enter the meeting room at the Priscilla St. James Community Center. A registration table sat to the left, and he stopped to sign in, scribbling his name on a paper nametag and sticking it to his shirt—a ridiculous requirement, seeing as how he’d known everyone in the room for at least fifty years.

      He passed the beverage station, inhaling the rich, earthy aroma of the world’s worst coffee—seriously, it smelled divine, but that shit tasted like it came straight from the tarpits of hell—and dropped his food contribution, a box of mini angel food cakes from Sweet Destiny’s Bakery, onto the snack table.

      As soon as the package hit the surface, the other demons in the room swarmed it, shoving the pastries into their mouths and moaning as if they were better than sex with Aphrodite. For a full-blooded recovering demon, he supposed they were.

      Sweet Destiny, the bakery next door to Mike’s restaurant, was owned by an angel named Destiny Monroe. She baked a little extra magic into his weekly order for the Hellions Anonymous meetings, as it helped to curb his friends’ demonic nature, at least for a little while.

      “Thanks, Mike,” Richard said, his mouth full of angelic cake. “If you weren’t still Satan’s bitch, I’d kiss you.”

      A famine demon back in the day, Richard used to appear as nothing more than skin stretched over a skeleton as he poisoned crops and spread drought throughout the lands. His work on the Irish potato famine had secured his release from the Devil’s clutches, and he’d been a glutton ever since. Now, his potbelly hung over his belt so far Mike doubted the man had seen his own dick in decades.

      “No worries,” Mike grumbled. One perk of having a handshake from hell—no other recovering demon would touch him for fear of being sucked back into the underworld. Of course, they all knew his power didn’t work that way, but no one wanted to take any chances.

      Mike sank into a chair in the “Circle of Hope” and crossed his arms, tucking his fisted right hand beneath his pit. His palm itched, the first signal he was late on his payment to Satan. If he didn’t make a deal on the Devil’s behalf soon, his ass would be grass, and not the fun kind you could smoke.

      “Good evening, everyone.” Katrina crossed one long, slender leg over the other, lacing her fingers and resting them on her bare knee. That was all it took for the former succubus to command the room’s attention. Her long brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in thick waves, and dark lashes fringed her striking lavender eyes.

      A bit of drool rolled from the corner of Richard’s mouth, and Sarah bit her bottom lip as she twirled a lock of blonde hair around her finger. Blood began to pool in Mike’s groin, and he shifted uncomfortably in his chair. If the Hellions Anonymous leader didn’t get her magic in check, this meeting would turn into an orgy faster than roux could scorch on an unattended stove.

      He cleared his throat. “Katrina, your demon is showing.”

      Her eyes flashed red as she raked her gaze up and down his body. “You’re not showing nearly enough.”

      Sarah rubbed a hand along her thigh, gripping her jeans as if to stop herself from rubbing another area. “Someone get this woman a piece of cake before we all end up naked.”

      Mike strode to the snack table but found the box empty. “Richard…” For fuck’s sake, did the man have no control?

      “Sorry,” Richard said around a mouthful of cake. His plate held four more pieces, so he tossed one to Katrina.

      She bit into the pastry, and an erotic moan emanated from her throat, electrifying the energy in the room. Mike held his breath as she finished the angelic cake, willing his dick to retreat. Succubi could get an entire crowd hot and horny with a snap of their fingers, and no one—not even Satan himself—was immune to their powers. It had been years since he’d seen Katrina without her glamour on, and the fact she’d dropped it tonight could only mean one thing: she’d gotten laid.

      “My apologies.” With a deep inhale, she activated her concealing magic, transforming her appearance from hottest stripper in New Orleans to Karen the soccer mom. “After seventeen years of celibacy, I had a moment of weakness last night. It seems I’m still not free from Satan’s clutches.”

      “It’s okay,” Sarah said. “Your time will come.”

      Katrina grinned devilishly. “My date sure came. Again and again. I’m afraid I’ve ruined him for other women.” She straightened her spine. “But I’m back on the wagon. No more sex until Satan releases me. I will abstain until he gives up on me.”

      “You know that’s not how the Devil works.” Mike rubbed his palm on his jeans, the mere thought of striking a deal making it burn. “No one is free from the bowels of hell unless they pay a price or win a bet.”

      She made a noncommittal sound and smirked at him before addressing the group. “Hi, my name is Katrina, and I’m a succubus.”

      “Hi, Katrina,” the demons said in unison.

      “I was banned from hell when Satan’s flavor of the month found us in a compromising position in his chambers. After living topside for one hundred fifty years, I’ve grown fond of humans and refuse to use my sexuality as a tool to send their souls to the underworld. The devil will forget about me eventually, and my demonic desires will cease, at which time I’ll be free to find love and live a normal life.”

      It’ll never happen, Mike wanted to say, but he held his tongue. The Devil never forgot, but if she believed she had the stamina to give Satan a run for his money, more power to her.

      They went around the circle, introducing themselves, telling their stories of how they won their freedom and mentioning any slip-ups they may have had between meetings. It was the same damn routine every week, but HA meetings were required—as part of the truce with the humans—of every recovering demon who called New Orleans home.

      Most of the demons there had struck a deal with the Devil to earn their release. Sarah, a pestilence demon, bargained for her freedom and won release when she initiated the bubonic plague by sneezing on a bartender in London. Mark planted the seed that started World War II, and Denise was especially proud of herself for instigating the #metoo phenomenon that rocked Hollywood, knocking a slew of famous actors and directors off their pedestals. She outsmarted Satan on that one. Sure, it caused all the turmoil he was hoping for, but it also brought to light a persistent problem as women all over the country found solidarity in the movement.

      The Devil wasn’t happy about the good that came from Denise’s “evil” deed, but the bargain had already been struck, and Satan never reneged on a deal.

      Mike tapped his foot, fisting his hand until his nails dug into his palm. He should have been out there looking for a morally inept idiot to bargain with, not sitting in this boring room with its off-white walls and matching tile floor, the smell of coffee barely masking the stench of mildew growing on the window panes. He had a restaurant to run, a life to live, and he’d never been this late giving the Devil his due.

      “Mike?” Sarah waved a hand in front of his face, pulling him out of his thoughts and into the meeting. “It’s your turn.”

      “Right. I’m Mike, and I⁠—”

      “Hi, Mike,” everyone said.

      He ground his teeth. “I’m a Devil’s advocate, and I won partial freedom in a poker game with Satan five years ago. As long as I make a deal for him once a month, I get to live topside, left to my own devices, but I’m two weeks late, so I’ve got to jet early.” The burning sensation in his palm engulfed his entire hand.

      “You should stay.” Katrina folded her hands in her lap. “Show Satan he can’t control you. Refuse to do his bidding.”

      “It doesn’t work that way.” He stood and stepped behind his chair. “A deal a month or I’m back in hell, never allowed to see the light of day again.”

      “You could hide,” Richard said.

      Mike shook his head. “Advocates can’t hide. We make deals on behalf of Satan, so we’re connected. I’ve explained all this before, and I don’t have time to do it again. I’ve signed in and introduced myself, so I met the requirement. I’ll see you next week.”

      He turned and strode out the door, stalking down the sidewalk toward Magazine Street. Though demons in hell were known for lying, cheating, stealing, and causing as much chaos as possible, those that lived topside strived to assimilate to the positive aspects of human nature. Mike wasn’t lying when he said he had a connection to Satan. All advocates did, but while the Devil refused to sever the connection when Mike won the poker game, he did promise not to use it unless there was an emergency.

      Now, as Mike passed the grand colonial homes of the Garden District, with their white columns and manicured lawns, a buzzing in his blood reminded him that connection was alive and well. Satan was calling, and Mike had no choice but to answer.

      He slowed his pace as he passed a group of men congregating outside a bar. A tall brunet leaned against the blue wooden exterior, clutching his phone, while a short, stocky guy sipped his beer and shook his head. Eavesdropping on their conversation, Mike learned the tall one had recently been dumped and wasn’t handling the breakup well.

      Scorned lovers were easy targets, and Mike could have joined the conversation, steering it toward what the man would be willing to give up in exchange for another chance with his girl. But as he focused his magic, peering into their auras and breathing in their scents, not a single one of them reeked of malice; no evil danced in the energy around them.

      He couldn’t bring himself to curse an innocent. In the five years since he’d won his right to live among mortals, he’d made certain to target only wicked people when he made his monthly payments. He continued on his way.

      “Voicemail again.” The guy shoved his phone into his pocket. “Fuck that bitch. She’ll be sorry she ever dumped me when I’m through.”

      Mike halted in his tracks, the malicious statement piquing his demonic interest. Perhaps he’d missed something in this guy’s aura. He strolled toward the spurned human and placed a hand on his shoulder, activating his magic and willing the man to reveal his innermost desire. “What do you really want?”

      The human’s eyes blanked for a moment before filling with tears. “To talk to her.”

      “What would you be willing to trade?”

      He tilted his head, giving Mike a curious look. “I’d give my left nut if she’d just pick up the phone.”

      Mike’s palm turned red with the need to seal that deal. A man could function with only one testicle. Sure, the removal process wouldn’t be pleasant, but that wasn’t Mike’s job. He just had to get a little bit of blood and a handshake, and he’d be good to go until the next payment was due.
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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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