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      Blaze

      The roar of the crowd behind me slowly descended into a muted stillness as glass after glass of warm liquid slid down my throat, burning all the way to my stomach. The smell of sweaty bodies and strong cologne was harsh to my nose, but it still couldn’t mask the scent of my own self-loathing.

      I gripped the pink bracelet, pinching it in-between my fingers severely.

      It had changed.

      Everything had changed, ever since that fucking wolf had come into our lives. I took the beer offered me, aware that Murray, the bartender with the purple mohawk, was trying to get me to slow down. It didn’t matter, my life was on a bullet train rushing straight towards a cliff and there was nothing I could do to stop it. Except I wasn’t going to fall off it; I was going to smash right into it.

      And I wouldn’t walk out alive, dragon shifter or not.

      I rubbed my eyes, brushing away the tear triggered by the scent of the wolf, now imprinted on the bracelet.

      It no longer belonged to Hannah.

      It had been tainted by wolf tang and I hated it. It was a dishonor to the memory of my dead sister and everything she stood for.

      The picture of the sweet innocence of Hannah’s face was now gone, lost in the swirling, churning scent of the wolf currently banging my best friend. And yet, it had even more significance, because she’d touched it. I could never lose it now — I would have to fix it to make sure it never fell off again.

      My contempt for Tallon was only overwhelmed with my hatred for myself.

      Because, as much as I hated the bitch wolf, I also fucking needed her in my life. She’d done something to me, and I swear that it was witch magic, because I couldn’t bring myself to do what I’d been ordered to do.

      Not yet, anyways.

      It was inevitable, but not yet.

      Not fucking yet.

      The smell of mutt blood filled my nose, and the stool next to me scraped harshly against my ears. All of the sudden, the noises from Crosby’s sounded in my ear, ringing and sharp. People laughing, the music blaring loudly. Guys hitting on chicks, and the girls playing hard to get.

      I hated it all. Why had I come here in the first place? I groaned, holding my head. “The fuck do you want, Tallon?”

      At least the wolf wasn’t with him.

      Tallon didn’t speak, waiting several minutes until Murray finally approached. “I’ll take a Kronenbourg 1664.”

      Murray didn’t answer in response, he was always quiet like that, but after a few minutes, a frosted mug appeared on the wooden counter. Tallon paid him a ten pound note and Murray didn’t bother to give him any change. Tallon was one of the few who actually had to pay for his beer upfront. The rest of us, the privileged of the dragon shifters, kept a tab on the regular, which was paid monthly with stiff, gold and black credit cards.

      Tallon sipped his beer and I finally looked up at him. He was freshly showered, his golden hair thrown back casually. He was letting it grow out and it curled around his ears now. He looked like he hadn’t shaved in a couple of days but his hazel eyes were bright, almost glowing. His sun-kissed skin glowed. Everything about him fucking glowed.

      “Look who’s strung out on cunt juice.” I took another sip of my beer. Tallon just grinned, his eyes lighting up in laughter. “Does she taste good, at least?”

      He rubbed at his chest. “Like honey ambrosia from the dragon goddess.”

      I took another gulp of my beer, then decided, fuck it, and drained the cup dry. Slamming the glass on the counter, my eyes caught Murray’s and he gave me a curt nod. Within minutes, he placed another beer on the counter. I grunted, looking up at Murray to glare at him. He shook his head and rolled his eyes, walking off to attend to the group of giggling girls at the other end of the counter. They were stacking up piles of empty shot glasses and he’d been ordered to keep them coming.

      Why the fuck was he cutting me off and not them?

      Maybe it had to do with the fact that I’d been in here for three days straight.

      “It’s time for you to come back in to work.” Tallon’s deep voice cut through my thoughts, grating on my ears.

      “Why?”

      “Max has given you a lot of slack but his patience is wearing thin.”

      “Even for the heroes who took down the monster wolves?”

      “That was weeks ago.” He flicked his hand like he was brushing away a fly. “It’s old news. Nobody cares about that anymore.”

      “I don’t need the job.”

      “But the job needs you.” I cut my eyes to him and he swallowed hard, looking uncomfortable for the first time since he got here. “I need you there.”

      I leveled my gaze at him. “Have you been speaking to Denver?”

      He shook his head no.

      “Well, no wonder then. Have you at least told her why Denver’s bite won’t heal all the way?” My question was met with silence, which was answer enough. I looked back towards the bar, tired of his shit. “I don’t want to go in to work anymore. In fact, I don’t want to do anything anymore. Except drink.”

      “I figured. That’s why I got you something special.” He dropped a piece of paper on the counter, flicking it towards me.

      “What’s this?”

      “Just look at it, you’ll know.”

      Sighing, I picked it up, turning it over in my hand. It was a pic of an anal plug. My eyes widened when I saw the design etched into the end. A purple butterfly, embedded in the glass with diamonds ridging the edges.  I crumpled it into my fist then met his eyes, mine own blazing. He had no idea what he’d just done. He’d sealed my fate, and hers, with this purchase. And paid too fucking much for it, too.

      “I’ve got her on a schedule. She’ll be ready.”

      “Why the fuck would you do this?” He knew that asses were my weakness. I wouldn’t be able to resist the wolf now, knowing that he was prepping her, just for me.

      Smirking, he stood up, the halfway filled glass of beer in his hand. He brought it to his lips, tilting it until it was empty. Then he slammed it on the counter and turned to walk away. “You know why. I’ll see you soon.”

      “Wait.” I called out to him and he paused, glancing back.

      “Is she a virgin?” He knew what I meant. Had she taken it up the ass before?

      His lips slowly twisted up in a sadistic grin. “Yes, she’s a virgin.” He didn’t wait for me to respond but turned and disappeared into the crowd.

      Shit. Shit. Shit. I slammed my fist on the counter, squeezing my eyes shut.

      He had no fucking idea what he’d just done. I uncrumpled the paper to look at it again and my dick grew hard, just looking at it. Fuck.

      We were all in trouble now.

      It was the beginning of the end, and time for me to man the fuck up.
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      Carrie

      I ran up the stairs, a piece of paper tucked in my hand. You’d think the top leaders of a country would just use their phones to communicate instead of handwritten notes. I could only assume that paper was unhackable, as long as you trusted the person carrying it, and the reason they were using such antiquated means.

      I was honored that Queen Aria was using me to send messages between her and Lizzy, plus a few other trusted members of her team. Now that I was actually invited into the meetings, I could see what was really going on.

      First of all, the meetings to determine the alliance between the dragons had gotten a lot bigger, and everyone in the room was anxious to have their say. Wolves had traveled in from all over the world, and more members of the Authority, the dragon government, were invited in. These two groups were the most active members.

      The other supernaturals that had shown up - the different types of shifters, the witches and necromancers, all those types were silent witnesses to the negotiations. They’d have their own meetings, as soon as the wolves and dragons came to an agreement. And they were chomping at the bit to voice their opinions — you could tell by the eager way they held themselves, the clenched fists, the mumbling under their breaths.

      For now, two main people represented the differing voices of the dragon shifters. One was a man named Andre, with a cold stare that made me shiver every time his eyes landed on me. He was against a quick transitioning of a mixture between the races. The other side of the coin was Lilura, a woman with long, dark braids that blended perfectly with her silky dark skin. Her soft brown eyes petitioned for an immediate opening of the borders, to bring more work for the lower class of dragons, whose jobs could depend on the income the wolves would bring in.

      The wolf leaders themselves were varied, with some eager to form alliances while others opposed it, with a mishmash of everything else in between. I didn’t bother to pay attention to who said what, but only did my job and pass notes for Queen Aria. She sat quietly with her advisor, Gerard, for most of the meetings, only interjecting to keep the peace, as necessary.

      I had a feeling that she was involved a lot more than she appeared on the surface, preferring to work behind the scenes. She held late night meetings with Lizzy, so yeah, that was happening.

      Rubbing at the ache in my chest, ever present when I wasn’t with Tallon, my mind drifted to him and a smile slipped onto my face. Since I was a bigger deal now — passing notes and stuff — I needed to be more professional. Right now, I was wearing a red dress with a round neck to hide Denver’s bite, which had yet to heal, a far cry from the clothes I’d worn before coming here. The dress had a sheer, lace skirt that went to my ankles, with a short obscure skirt underneath to cover myself appropriately. It was classy and I felt beautiful in it.

      It had been a present from Tallon, one that he’d immediately stripped me of when I tried it on.

      Underneath my dress, however, was a set of not-so-classy panties. They were lace and pearl, and glided across my most sensitive spots. And bloody hell, if Tallon intended to torture me when he bought these, he was doing a perfect job of it.

      I was leaking. Freaking leaking all over the place because it pressed against my clit every time I moved. When I saw him again, I was going to kill him and fuck him at the same time. Disgusting, I know, but definitely representative of my feelings at the moment.

      Yep, I’m a professional all right.

      It didn’t help that he was also sending me sexy texts throughout the day, pulling the sexual tension between us so tight, I was about to snap.

      Fine. I was so turned on that the minute I saw him, I was going to jump him. Whether it be against the hallway wall or in his car, I was going to thoroughly fuck him.

      My phone vibrated and I smirked as I placed the newest note on Lizzy’s table. Trying not to appear too obvious that heat was rushing between my thighs, I checked it.

      Meet me outside.

      My heart leapt. He was here?

      Then my eyes drifted upwards to see the scowling profile picture. Elation turned to fury, making my heart pound wildly in my chest. It wasn’t Tallon, but Denver. I had barely seen him since that night, when I’d kissed him while being fucked by Tallon. He’d promised me that he would make me his, and then he ignored me for weeks.

      Asshole.

      I quickly tapped out my reply. Go to hell.

      He was quick to respond. Only if you meet me there.

      Why?

      I need to see you.

      A flame of desire sparked from deep within, as my other emotions warred against it. I wanted to see him again. In a weird way, I’d missed him. I missed the way he made my body burn just from being around him. Already, I could feel the slight heat rushing between my thighs, making them even more damp from just the mere thought of seeing him again.

      He’d shown his true colors when he’d fought against the wolves with us — sacrificing himself for us.

      But, he still treated me like shit — like a shiny new toy he wanted to corrupt with his rust and hatred.

      I hated that I continued to want him. That I dreamed of him at night, of the way his lips possessed mine, the way his eyes burned into me. Like he owned me. Possessed me, without even touching me.

      And even though things with Tallon were amazing, I still wanted them all, even Blaze, though I never said a word to Tallon.

      Now, Kid. My phone vibrated again and I clutched it tight when I saw the message, then glanced up at Lizzy. She’d written a response to the Queen and was holding her hand out, eyeing me with concern. She was about twenty-six weeks along and absolutely glowing, though her stomach was protruding like a basketball.

      I gave her a tight smile and took the note, ignoring more buzzing as I raced up the stairs to deliver the note. When I reached the top, I glanced down at it, unable to stop myself. He’d typed out two messages.

      I’m giving you a choice, Kid.

      Come out, or Tallon will suffer.

      Gritting my teeth, I typed out my response. What now?

      Come find out.

      Queen Aria’s eyes were sharp as she met mine, then glanced down to my phone. Crap.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled, a soft pink of embarrassment making my cheeks as I handed her the note. She nodded, read the note, then scribbled something down on a new sheet of paper, smirking. Instead of just handing me the note, she indicated that I should read it.

      ‘Go take care of business. There’s nothing so urgent that we can’t wait.’

      Eyes wide, I looked up at her, shaking my head. “No,” I whispered, “It can wait.”

      She shook her head, her eyes hard. “As Queen of Aerwyna, I order you to go.” Her voice was loud enough for those around us to be heard and people turned towards us, gasping. My cheeks turned a deep red now and she gave me an apologetic look. I turned around, trying to hide my face under a layer of my curls as I wobbled towards the back door, in a hurry to slip out.

      As soon as the door closed behind me, I strode down the hallway, through security, and out the front door, fuming. Heat clung to me as soon as I stepped outside, wet and sticky. The scent of flowers hit me and a soft breeze blew wisps of my hair about my face.

      “Denver!” I stomped outside, looking around, trying to find him. He was nowhere to be found. I walked towards the side of the building, my annoyance turning into anger. My hands tingled both in anticipation and indignation and I shook them, trying not to let him control my emotions.

      I was with Tallon now, and we were happy, damnit!

      Suddenly a hand wrapped around my waist, yanking me around the corner to the side of the building. I let out a squeal of surprise, then snapped my lips closed, trying to conceal it. Desire flooded me as Denver’s stark blue eyes met mine and then his lips pressed to mine in a kiss. Longing washed over me like a wave of the ocean, tugging my emotions back and forth. His smell, dark and consuming, overcame all my senses. Clasping his hand on my jaw, he pulled me into him and I fought the surge of lust ringing through me. His hand on my hip squeezed tight and I let out a moan before I even knew I was doing it.

      I squirmed against him, warring between kissing him harder and pushing away from him. Tallon had made it perfectly clear that clans were expected to share but I wasn’t even sure I wanted this. I put my hands to his chest, pushing against him roughly. He only gripped me tighter, wrapping his arm around my back, forcing my lips open with his tongue. His touches were hypnotic, his lips burned my skin as they moved down my neck to my shoulder. Then his other hand snaked up my stomach to the top of my dress and his hand slipped inside, pulling the sleeve down my shoulder.

      “Denver!” I snapped my head back but his mouth snaked down my side to the spot where he’d bit me before. He caressed it with his lips, almost gently, reverently, his other hand clenching my side tight.

      “What are you doing?” I huffed out, trying not to give in to the lust simmering in my stomach with his touch on my shoulder.

      When he pulled back to look into my face, his eyes were cold, his lips turned up in a sneer. “It hasn’t healed.”

      I shoved his hand off my waist and pulled my dress back up. “Of course it hasn’t! What the hell did you do to me?”

      He grinned. “You don’t know, do you?”

      I shook my head. “No. But you’re about to tell me.”

      He chuckled, his face lit up in elation. “I don’t think so, Kid.”

      I growled and took a step away from him, snapping at him in anger. “What do you want? You embarrassed me in there.”

      He gave me a nonchalant look. “I didn’t embarrass anyone. You must’ve done that to yourself.”

      My voice came out a strangled squeal as I tried to express how pissed off I was at him but words couldn’t fully express my feelings adequately. He just stared at me, giving me a cool look, the beautiful Adonis statue that he was. I wanted to strangle him. I wanted to kiss him again, feel his lips pressed against mine. I wanted to throw him against the wall and fuck him or beat him to a bloody pulp; I wasn’t sure which one I wanted to do more.

      “You look beautiful today.” He stepped forward again and his fingers came up to my face, tracing my cheek lightly. The touch burned through me. I hated how attracted to him I was. I hated his sexy, sharp cheekbones and piercing eyes, his fully defined body that I could feel beneath his sharp, extravagant suit.

      And I definitely hated myself for leaning into his touch. Wanting him to do it more.

      “So sexy, so tempting.” Staring deep into my eyes, his other hand wrapped around my thigh, skirting up under the slit of my skirt. “Like a siren witch, you’ll ruin us all.”

      I tried to pull back but he wouldn’t let me. He clasped my ass and heat smoldered through me, fire licked my veins, and my stomach twisted in agony. I wanted his touch, I needed it. I wanted to feel his lips on me again, on my mouth, scattering across my skin. Showing his desire for me. And yet, the pain of his rejection, and all the times he treated me like trash muddied my desire, turning my feelings into mush as he fondled me.

      Denver’s eyes widened as his fingers splayed across my bare ass, then narrowed as his finger hooked under the pearl strip. He tugged it lightly and desire flooded me. I leaked down my leg, already so turned on from the constant teasing throughout the day. If I didn’t orgasm soon, I was going to explode.

      Lust replaced the surprise in his eyes and he groaned, leaning forward to press me against the wall of the building. My lips parted and I sucked in a breath as I could feel his dick harden, pressing into my stomach.

      He pulled on the string again, dragging it across my sensitive bits and I gasped.

      “Don’t, Denver.” I gripped his arm.

      His upper lip curled up. “Why not, Carrie? I just want to play with your pearls.” He pulled it tight, pressing it up inside me, pressing against my clit and I cried out. I needed a release, so bad.

      “Because I asked you nicely,” I choked out.

      He snaked his other hand around to clasp at my ass, squeezing it tight. “That’s not good enough.”

      “Just tell me why you came here.”

      “Oh, I’m having too much fun now to stop.”

      His hand reached around, sliding his fingers between my legs to feel my slippery underside. “You’re so wet, Carrie. Is this for me? Or Tallon.”

      “Tallon.” I gasped out and he sneered.

      “Where is Tallon now?” His fingers slipped higher, pressing the pearl right over my clit harshly, digging it in.

      “Please stop!” I moaned, unable to stop my hips from rubbing against his hand. I leaned my head against his shoulder, my nails digging in to his suit coat. “I can’t…”

      He continued to rub at my clit and I was so wet now that I was marking my dress. Shame flooded my face - I’d wanted to see Tallon in this tonight but now it was ruined. But I was so turned on, I couldn’t stop. “Please, Denver.”

      He ran his lips down my neck and I tilted my head to the side, letting him have access to it. His teeth scraped up it, biting it harshly, licking over where he bit me before. “Mine,” he whispered, then, “let’s see how beautiful you are when you blush.” Before I could ask him what he meant, he twisted his hands in my dress and pushed a pearl up into my asshole. I yelped as the string became so tight against my most sensitive bits, red flushing my face. I exploded in pleasure, wetness rushing down my leg as my orgasm washed over me.

      He grinned so wide, stepping back to look me over, his eyes gleaming in pride. I sagged against the wall. I had a small wet spot in the front of my dress where he’d shoved it between my legs and my whole body was flushed. My hair was sticky in the heat, and it clung to my face, my neck and my back. I was falling to pieces as twisted emotions rushed through my body. I hated the way he was looking at me - like I was a piece of art he’d created, his glorious masterpiece. It made me feel ashamed and humiliated; embarrassed that I had to return to a meeting with about seventy heads of state and other important people, smelling like sex and looking like a wreck.

      And yet, his look held me in place. Possessive and demanding. As if he wanted to fall at my feet and worship me. As if he was going to fuck me against the wall, right here, right now.

      A part of me wanted that. Wanted to be claimed by the man who made other women fall to their knees for him. Craved to be shown just how much he cared about me.

      I needed to see him fall apart at the seams, just to have me.

      “You didn’t keep your promise, Denver.”

      He raised his eyebrow. “And what promise is that?”

      My stomach burned at the words I was about to speak but I forced them out of my mouth. “You said to enjoy Tallon while I could because soon I would be yours.” My words came out harsh, angry. “You never came back for me, Denver. I haven’t talked to you in weeks.”

      I hated, hated, that I was telling him this, but I couldn’t stop myself. Had he forgotten what had happened between us?

      Humor made his eyes gleam and his upper lip twisted in disgust. “Is Tallon not keeping your weeping pussy happy? Is that it?”

      Fucking, motherfucker. That’s what I got for asking. I stepped forward, reaching forward to clench his tie then wrapped it around my hand, jerking him to me. I didn’t care that I was wrinkling it. “Stop fucking with me, Denver. Just tell me what you came here to tell me.”

      “I said your pussy was mine; I didn’t say that you were.” His eyes turned cold, his body rigid and he stared at me for a moment before he answered. “I came here to give you a message for Tallon.”

      “What is it?”

      “Tell him he has a week. Stop this charade, and let you go. Or else.”

      I blinked in surprise. This was about me? “Or else what?” My voice came out weak, I swallowed down the knot in my throat.

      “He knows what. Just give him the message.”

      I huffed out a breath, my temper rising. He just wanted to fuck with our lives, make us as miserable as he was. My resentment towards him and the way he treated us, like pawns on his chess board, made me lose all sense. Still gripping his tie, I tugged him downward so that I could reach the ground. The ground was mostly grass but right up against the building was a spot of mud. I knew this because my heels were sinking into them.

      I grabbed a lump and smeared it across his perfectly stiff, white shirt. The look of shock on his face made me do it again, spreading it out across his suit and tie. One more handful made it across his face before he jerked back, growling. “You bitch.”

      I stood up, my hands clenched at my side. “That’s right, Denver. Just remember, when you mess with a wolf, you might get her sharp teeth.”

      His deft fingers undid his tie, then he jerked it through his collar. He wrapped both ends around his fists and pulled it tight. His stare burned into me, angry and filled with rage. He looked even sexier with the dirt on his face, rough and edgy, his bangs falling over his face, covering his left eye. His hand snaked out and grabbed my wrist, pulling me to him. I caught his arm, pushing against him, but in only a few seconds he had the tie wrapped around it.  He twisted me so that my back was to him and pressed me against the wall. I tried to slip away, to push back, but he stepped forward, chest pressed against my back, tightening his hand so that his tie dug into my skin.

      “You want to play with fire? You may be a wolf but I’m a dragon.”

      I tried to speak but my voice only came out a garbled noise because my lips were pressed to the wall.

      “You’re only making it worse, Carrie. Don’t you know that your defiance just turns me on?” He pulled the tie up, forcing my arm up painfully across my back. He pressed his hips against me, showing me how hard his dick was, then twisted so that it settled into the crack in my ass, rubbing against my pearls.

      I moaned, leaning my head back against his chest. God, he was making me hot again.

      “This is the only warning I’m giving you.” His tongue snaked out, licking the outer shell of my ear. I’d never felt so much lust and hatred in one moment and I tried to calm my ragged breathing. “Don’t fuck with me, Kid. You’ll only release the dragon, and the burn will be so addicting, you won’t want any other man.”

      Then he let me go, releasing his hold over me and stepped back. I didn’t turn around, just clenched his tie in my fist, squeezing it as tight as possible as I heaved against the wall.

      “One week. Tell Tallon.” Then I heard his footsteps slowly walk away and, as soon as I knew he was gone, I turned around and fell to the ground, trying not to cry.
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      Denver

      I just wanted everything to go back to the way that it was before the wolf.

      Before her, my life was chaotic but it was chaos by my design. We were ruthless and all powerful, and everything was done my way. Blaze didn’t care what we did, and Tallon was easy going enough that I could lead our small clan with ease. We fucked and partied when we wanted, and kicked everyone out when we got tired of it. We slept, exercised, ate, drank, and worked by my schedule.

      And now, I was all alone. Tallon wasn’t talking to me and Blaze was missing for longer than he’d ever been before. My sister, Camari, was taking a permanent vacation out of the city and, of course, I avoided my parents as much as possible.

      The thing was, I still had the tracking app on Carrie’s phone.

      And she was here. Every. Damn. Night.

      Taunting me, on the other side of my mansion.

      And each night, I lay awake in my bed, haunted by her presence. I knew that she was so close, I could touch her if I wanted to badly enough. And, yet, she was too far away. I wasn’t going to go into the servants’ section of the mansion — they needed to come to me.

      Yet, every fucking minute that they didn’t was torture.

      Every day, I had to struggle with my dragon, who was outraged that Tallon had claimed her, that she wasn’t by my side. He roared inside me, threatening to erupt from my skin, march over there and claim her for himself. I constantly had to clash against him, push him down, shut him out. In the struggle, I’d broken five more treadmills, smashed weights, broken barbells. I’d resorted to flying every night before bed to get the pent up energy out of me.

      And yet, it didn’t work. She was in my veins, under my skin, pressing inside and against me. I couldn’t live without the sight of her, and there was no one around to help me with my fixation.

      I didn’t even need to fuck her as much as I just needed to see her. Smell her wild and free spirit, taste her sweetness on my lips. She was the key to my freedom from my hellhole called life. She was the answer to my loneliness, would bring the fulfillment that I desperately craved.

      And most of all, being with her would piss my parents off enough that they would not only break me from my contract to stay in the house, they would gladly kick me from it.

      I needed her with me, in my life. Not with Tallon and not on the other side of the mansion, which might have been the other side of the world, for all the good it did to me.

      And yet, Tallon was still fucking around with her, in my fucking house, and refusing any interaction with me.

      I’d texted him, tried to approach him at the gym and at work. Hell, I’d even tried calling him. I didn’t even care that I looked desperate, I just wanted this stupid charade to end.

      I’d given him weeks to get her out of his system. Gave him space to take his time, to do whatever the hell he wanted to do to her. And that was something I’d never done before. The women were always mine first, mostly because they threw themselves at me and the pickings were easy. But I could see that she’d become his obsession. I knew Tallon better than he thought I did — he was only screwing her because he’d decided that he was going to get her first. He hadn’t shown her how to heal my bite, that in itself was telling. Plus, he wanted to get back at me for the things I’d said to him. I’d broken our unspoken contract, and he wanted me to suffer for it. He knew that I wanted her, all because of that stupid empath gift he had, and wanted to play with my toy.
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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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