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        Dating a demon is pure hell…

      

      

      Succubus Katrina is fasting for her freedom. If she can ignore her demonic urges long enough, Satan will eventually forget about her, and she'll be free.

      Just because she isn't getting it on doesn't mean she can't help the supes of New Orleans do the pants-off dance-off.

      Introducing Swipe Right to Bite, the best and only hook-up app for the supernatural. Business booms from day one, and the horizontal tango becomes the most popular dance in the Big Easy.

      Until Gabe, the insufferable incubus, shows up and ruins everything.

      There isn't enough room in this town for two fornicating fiends, and Katrina is determined to send this guy packing, no matter how hot a fire he lights in her nether regions.

      But Gabe has a few tricks up his sleeve, and he won't make it easy on her. The question is, how hard will she make it on him?

      If you like sassy heroines and hot-as-sin demons, you’ll love this fast, funny paranormal romantic comedy!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      “Satan’s balls on a silver platter.” Katrina Alarie stopped in the shade of a nineteenth-century two-story and refreshed the page on her phone. “This has to be a glitch.”

      “What’s wrong?” Jasmine, her necromancer BFF, wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead. The late afternoon sun hadn’t sunk far enough behind the buildings to provide relief from the sweltering heat, but Katrina didn’t notice.

      She ground her teeth and hit refresh again. “C’mon, you sorry piece of Cerberus shit.”

      “Holy hellhounds; that’s some big shit.” Jasmine laughed. “Come inside. I’m melting out here.” She gripped Katrina’s arm and tugged her into The Tipsy Leprechaun, a bar for supes on Frenchman Street. “They have the most glorious AC. Sit. Talk.”

      One good thing about being born in the bowels of hell…New Orleans’ hot and humid weather didn’t faze a demon. Katrina slid into a seat at the bar and turned off her phone. Maybe a reboot would fix the glitch.

      Colorful bottles containing every liquor known to man—including a few potions reserved for supes only—lined the shelves behind the counter, and a small stage across the room stood empty, a jukebox filling the air with music as they waited for the band to arrive.

      “Good afternoon, ladies.” The bartender, a warlock with dark hair and colorful tattoos, grinned as he approached. “What can I get for you?”

      “Abita Amber, please,” Jasmine said.

      “Whiskey neat.” Katrina held the man’s gaze, and his jaw fell slack. “Please.” She turned her phone on and stared at the screen, willing the damn thing to hurry up and start already.

      Jasmine leaned toward her and whispered, “Your demon is showing.”

      “Christ on a cracker. Shoo. Go get our drinks.” She made a go-away motion with her hand, and the man blinked, returning to his senses.

      Inhaling deeply, she reined in her succubus magic. Demons never revealed their powers, though Katrina’s were hard to hide. She wasn’t a shapeshifter, but when her demon was showing, she looked like the hottest exotic dancer to grace the most upscale strip club with her presence. And not one of the opening acts either. She’d be the main attraction.

      She was the main attraction back in the day. Having the power to turn men—and women—into drooling idiots by simply being in the room with them made stripping a lucrative business. It was fun for a while, but it was also way too tempting. Katrina was a succubus, for Satan’s sake.

      She. Loved. Sex.

      But she was fasting for her freedom. Under Satan’s command, she was supposed to ruin men. Break up marriages. Poison their minds. And she did for quite a while. She was the Devil’s favorite succubus…in more ways than one. In fact, the reason she was even allowed to live topside was that she was banned from hell when the idiot’s girlfriend caught him with his head between Katrina’s legs.

      After spending one hundred fifty years with humans, she’d grown fond of them, and she no longer wished to ruin them. She was a succubus with a conscience. Go figure.

      But she had the urges ingrained in her psyche. Sex with humans—or supes—could still ruin them, whether she wanted it to or not, so she abstained as much as possible. Sure, she had a slip up every decade or so, but she didn’t do it on purpose.

      She wanted to be out from under Satan’s rule, and as long as she stayed celibate, the Devil would forget about her eventually. Once he did, she’d be free. The urges to destroy men would cease, and she could live a normal life. Other demons had won their freedom. Why not her?

      Returning to her soccer mom guise, she took a long sip of whiskey, closing her eyes and focusing on the gentle burn cascading down her throat. “Mmm… That’s better.”

      Her phone’s home screen finally lit up, and she opened the back end of Swipe Right to Bite, her online dating app, which she’d used most of her life savings to build. If she couldn’t get this glitch fixed, she’d be out a shit-ton of cash. “Fuck me with a jackhammer!”

      “Are you going to tell me what’s up, or should I guess?” Jasmine asked.

      “Thirty-two men canceled their subscriptions in one day. In one day!” She closed the app and turned her phone over on the counter. “Why would they do that?”

      Jasmine sipped her beer, looking thoughtful. “Not enough hot women on the app?”

      “No, that’s not it. All the filters are included with their subscriptions. Hell’s bells, they don’t even have to make an effort. The app will put makeup on them, shave someone or even give them a beard. It’ll crop out their boring backgrounds and put them on the beach. There is no excuse for looking average on my app.”

      “Maybe that’s the problem. They’re expecting to meet a ten, but a four shows up to their date.”

      Katrina scoffed. “If people are stupid enough to think everyone looks as good in person as they do on social media, they deserve disappointment.”

      Jasmine lifted her hands. “I’m just saying, there’s more to relationships than looking good.”

      “It’s a hook-up app, Jazz. People don’t use it to find relationships; they use it to get laid.”

      It was the perfect setup for a fasting succubus. If she couldn’t enjoy her own romps between the sheets, at least she could help others have a little fun. Sex was therapeutic. It relieved stress, it made people release all kinds of feel-good hormones, and her app enabled supes who weren’t in relationships to fill their need for intimacy, no strings attached.

      If a hook-up turned into something more, good for them. If it didn’t, no harm done. This was the twenty-first century. It was time to shatter the Puritan stigma that sex was bad.

      Katrina had spent most of her existence destroying people. Now she could atone for her sins and help people learn to enjoy the act for what it was. A mutual good time…emphasis on the mutual.

      “Let me send a quick email to my app developer, and then I promise we’ll have our girl time.” Fighting the urge to write in all caps, she asked Antoine to include a second Are you sure? screen when someone tried to deactivate their account, warning them all their potential matches would be gone forever if they canceled. Maybe a little FOMO would help with client retention.

      “There.” She slipped her phone into her purse. “How are things in reaper land? You’re drinking beer, so I assume it’s not happening in the baby Death department?”

      Jasmine laughed. “We’re taking a few years for ourselves before we start adding to the reaper population. Now that I don’t age, we have all the time in the world.”

      “Lucky you.” Katrina smiled as a tall, dark, and delicious gator shifter approached the bar to order a drink. “Well… Hello, handsome.” She shouldn’t have, but she couldn’t help herself. The man was scrumptious, and she let her guise slip ever so slightly, just enough to catch his attention.

      His eyes glazed for a moment before he blinked and flashed a cocky grin. “Hey there, beautiful. Can I buy you a drink?” He sidled up right next to her and brushed a finger over the back of her hand. If he wasn’t currently under the influence of succubus magic, that would have been a creepy move. She could forgive him though. He truly couldn’t help himself around her.

      Jasmine cleared her throat. “I thought you were trying to win your freedom.”

      Katrina gave her the stink eye before turning to the shifter. Mmm… She could screw him six ways to Sunday, make him forget his own name, and enjoy every delectable second of it. But Jasmine was right. Annoying, but right.

      “Thanks, hon, but I can buy my own drinks.” She winked, breaking her spell, and turned toward her friend.

      “Bitch,” the shifter grumbled.

      Katrina straightened, ready to tell the alphahole off, but Jasmine caught her arm and shook her head as Crocodile Dundee skulked away with his drink.

      “How dare he? Just because a woman declines a man’s drink offer, it does not mean she’s a bitch. It means she has taste.” She shouted the last part over her shoulder, but Gator Dick was already across the room.

      “And just because you’re a succubus, it doesn’t mean you should put every attractive man you meet under your spell.”

      “I wasn’t going to do anything with him. You have no idea how difficult it is to be this fabulous and not flaunt it. It’s nice to know I’ve still got it.” And one day, she’d be able to use it without destroying the object of her affections.

      “You said you’re fasting for your freedom.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Fasting means no snacks.”

      She pursed her lips and glared at her friend. “It was just a little nibble.”

      “And nibbles lead to bites, which lead to full-blown meals.”

      “I have it under control.”

      “Says every addict.”

      “Oh, fine. I’ll behave.” Her friend was annoyingly right again. No demon truly had their magical urges under control, not even the ones who’d won their freedom. It was why those who lived topside with the mortals were required to attend weekly Hellions Anonymous meetings.

      Katrina, of all demons, should know how easy it was for a hellion to slip. She was the coordinator of the New Orleans HA chapter. And, okay. Yes, she’d slipped a time or seven. It happened. That was one of the reasons she started her dating app. She could do what she loved from a distance.

      “Thanks for keeping me in check.” She polished off her whiskey and tapped the bar to get the warlock’s attention. “Another round, please.”

      “That’s what friends are for,” Jasmine said.

      A band took to the small stage and started their set with an Ed Sheeran cover. Not a bad choice. Katrina did have a thing for the pasty ginger type. To be honest, she had a thing for all types, but whatever.

      Though it was daylight outside, the club owners had painted all the windows black, and shaded lights cast a smoky haze over the bar. The door on Frenchman Street was always locked, the actual entrance to The Tipsy Leprechaun hidden in the alley.

      Most of the human world didn’t know supes existed. The higher-ups in government and law enforcement knew, which was why Hellions Anonymous was a thing, but they held their knowledge in the strictest confidence. Humans would shit a brick if they knew actual demons…and vampires and shifters…lived among them.

      “Looks like we weren’t the only ones with Tuesday Happy Hour on the brain.” Crimson, the high priestess of the New Orleans witch coven, sashayed toward them. Her black hair spiraled down to her shoulders, and winged eyeliner accented her dark brown eyes.

      “Hey, Jasmine. Hi, Katrina.” Sophie, a red wolf shifter with blonde hair and blue eyes, smiled at them before flagging down the bartender and ordering drinks. “Have you met the new demon in town? I hear he’s a hottie.”

      Katrina straightened, giving Sophie her full attention. “No, I have not. Tell me more.” Demons were required to register with her and attend HA meetings as part of their treaty with the humans. They all knew that. So this guy was either avoiding or just passing through, and Satan help her, he’d better be just passing through. Otherwise, she’d have to hunt him down, which would be such a pain.

      “He’s staying at Gaston’s B and B. I think he’s running some sort of counseling retreat or lecture series or something.”

      “What kind of counseling?” And what in hell’s name could a demon help people with? They were all rotten to their cores, no matter how nice they tried to be.

      Sophie puffed her cheeks as she blew out a breath. “I’d have to ask Jane. She’s the one who told me about him, but I wanna say it had something to do with relationships or intimacy or something. His name is Gabe if that helps.”

      “Are you talking about the emotional intimacy lectures?” The bartender set their drinks on the counter—a glass of chardonnay for Sophie and a vodka sour for Crimson.

      “That’s what it was. Thank you.” Sophie grabbed her wine and took a sip.

      “He stopped by last weekend and dropped off some flyers. Here.” He grabbed one from the end of the bar and handed it to Katrina.

      “Son of a bloodsucker.” Her mouth fell open as she read the page.

      

      
        
        Mastering Emotional Intimacy with Gabriel Dakota.

        Get off the dating apps and focus on finding true love.

      

      

      

      “Get off the apps? This fucking fiend is here to ruin me!” Her blood boiled, her anger making her soccer mom guise dissolve faster than a sugar cube in absinthe. “He found me. Shit! He found me.”

      “Katrina.” Crimson put her hand on Katrina’s wrist, and calming magic tingled across her skin, reminding her to breathe.

      She cracked her neck and glanced toward the dance floor where people were grinding on each other in groups of three and four. If she didn’t get herself under control, the entire club would turn into a giant orgy. Not that it wouldn’t be a fun time for all, but still… “Hit me with your magic again, Crim.”

      Crimson held both her hands and whispered a spell that reduced her panicky anger to ash. “Are you okay now?”

      Katrina swept her gaze across the room. People were scratching their heads and looking confused as all get-out, but the sexual energy had died down to a simmer. “Yes. Thanks for that. It’s hard to keep my demon in check when my anger gets away from me.”

      “Who found you, hon?” Sophie asked.

      “Satan, of course. And he sent this…this Gabriel to torment me. Fucking demons named after angels. That always spells trouble.”

      “Hey now.” Crimson’s brow edged toward her hairline. Her husband was a demon named Mike…AKA Michael. “I found a good one.”

      “Yes, you did.” She spiked her voice with sarcasm. “And he didn’t cause you any trouble at all, did he?”

      Crimson narrowed her eyes. “I see your point.”

      Sophie slid onto the stool next to her. “I thought all the demons who lived topside had won their freedom from the Devil.”

      “Most of them have, but I’m in hiding. Succubi don’t have a twenty-four-seven magical connection to Satan like other demons do, so I took a chance after I was banished to New York and came here. He’s left me alone for the past century, so I figured he didn’t know where I was. Apparently, he found me.”

      “Maybe not,” Jasmine said. “Maybe Gabriel is a recovering demon who’s trying to atone for his sins like you are.”

      “Pshh. Not likely. He’s one of Satan’s minions here to make my life on Earth a living hell so I’ll come crawling back. Well, it’s not going to happen.” She hopped off her stool and marched to the end of the bar to swipe the rest of the flyers. No way in all of Satan’s realm was she going to allow this nonsense to be advertised. And it was utter nonsense.

      “Look at this,” she said as she returned to her seat. “He says you should learn to be intimate without sex. How ridiculous is that? Sexual intimacy is the only kind of intimacy. Satan’s off his rocker. Nobody’s going to fall for this.”

      And yet they had, hadn’t they? This so-called lecture series was the only explanation as to why so many men would cancel their accounts on her app. Not to mention the mass exodus happened right after his all-male class yesterday evening.

      Sophie’s lips puckered. “You’ve never been in love before, have you?”

      Katrina forced a dry laugh. “Succubi under Satan’s control can’t fall in love. Neither can incubi for that matter. We’re sex demons. We don’t have the capacity for romantic love.”

      “Hmm…” Jasmine tilted her head. “Can’t fall in love? Or choose not to?”

      “Well, I’ve never heard of one falling in love.” And she couldn’t begin to fathom what it would feel like. Her range of emotions was limited to horny, satiated, pleased, and mad as hell.

      She arranged the flyers, tapping them on the bar to even out the stack. “There’s no sex demon manual, but the idea of monogamy sounds so foreign to me, I can’t imagine it being possible.” She’d like it to be. Her friends seemed to enjoy it, but as long as Satan held her under his thumb, it wouldn’t be happening for her.

      Jasmine shrugged. “Yeah, well, most reapers aren’t capable of falling in love, yet I happened to find one who was.”

      “If it’s possible, I am not one of them, and that’s not even the point. The point is that Satan sent this man here to ruin me, and I’m not going to let that happen.” Gripping the flyers in both hands, she ripped them in half, restacked them, and tore them in two again. Yay for demon strength.

      “What are you going to do?” Crimson asked.

      Katrina held up a shredded piece of the flyer and pointed to the date. “I’m going to ruin him first.”
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      Gabe Dakota sat in the living room of the Bellevue Manor Bed and Breakfast, chatting with the owner, a vampire named Gaston. “It’s a simple concept. Modern people put way too much emphasis on sex. I teach them to put emotional intimacy first. That’s the only way to find real love.”

      Gaston’s dark brows furrowed over ice-blue eyes. “What if your client deems himself unworthy of love?”

      “Everyone is worthy of love.”

      The vampire’s gaze grew distant for a moment before he retrieved his glass of blood from the coffee table and took a sip. “Why did you choose New Orleans for this experiment?”

      Gabe rested his elbow on the arm of the midnight blue sofa. It wasn’t an experiment. His retreats had changed countless lives. “You’ve got the highest concentration of supes in one place in all of the US. I’ve been counseling humans for a while now, and I figured what better place to try my hand with the supernatural than the city so many call home.”

      Gaston touched the tip of his tongue to a fang, his expression skeptical. “What kind of demon did you say you were again?”

      “I didn’t. Demons⁠—”

      “Never reveal their magic. Yes, yes. I’m dirty old. You don’t need to explain things to me.”

      Gabe laughed. “Do you mean ‘old as dirt?’”

      The vampire ignored his question. “Forgive my mistrust, but I can’t imagine a demon dedicating his life and his freedom to helping people. Especially humans.”

      Imagine his level of mistrust if he found out Gabe wasn’t just a demon teaching people sex wasn’t important but that he was a recovering incubus. If Gaston knew what he’d been through, he would understand, but that was a story Gabe never shared with anyone. Hell, he didn’t even like to recall the memories himself. The constant reminder in his pants was enough.

      “It’s about as believable as a centuries-dead vampire running a B and B.”

      “Touché.” Gaston lifted his drink in a toast. “It’s a back toss to my adult years as a human.”

      “A throwback?”

      “I worked in hospitality before I was turned, and I rather enjoyed it.” He glanced at the light-tight rotating door before it spun. “My dinner party has arrived. If you’ll excuse me.” As Gaston rose, the door turned, and a pair of vampires Gabe had met earlier in the week entered the room.

      “Oh, hey, Gabe!” Jane, a brunette with dark brown eyes, said. “How’s it hanging?”

      He chuckled. If she only knew. “Not bad. It’s good to see you again. Hey, Ethan.”

      Jane’s husband nodded a hello. “How was the first session?”

      “It was interesting. I had about thirty-five men show up. All kinds of supes. It took some convincing, but I think I got through to a few. Turns out there’s a hook-up app for New Orleans supes that most of them were on. I encouraged them to delete their accounts and try meeting people in real life. Not sure if any of them went for it though.”

      “It’s a popular service for those of us not looking for love,” Gaston said.

      Gabe shook his head. Gaston was one person who would greatly benefit from attending his sessions. He’d even offered him free admittance, but the vampire had declined. “You don’t have to go looking for love. If you’re open to it, and you’re not distracting yourself with shallow sex, it will find you.”

      “We better get going, boys,” Jane said. “I have to be at work in an hour, and I’m famished. Nobody wants to see what happens when this much fabulous gets hangry.”

      “No,” Ethan laughed. “No, they don’t. See you around, Gabe.”

      The vampires left, and Gabe picked up a photography book from the end table. It was filled with colorful photos of famous New Orleans landmarks and images from Mardi Gras and all the various festivals the city hosted. He could see why so many supes lived here. It had a rich history, with buildings dating back to the eighteenth century, which was considered almost ancient by US standards.

      Of course, Gabe had been around a lot longer than the three-hundredish years New Orleans had been a city. Twice as long, maybe. He’d lost count.

      He returned the book to the table and stood. There was no sense in looking at pictures when he could experience the city for himself. He passed through the light-tight door and tapped his key card to a panel, unlocking the exit. Warm, humid air engulfed him as he stepped onto the porch of the nineteenth-century Garden District mansion.

      Gorgeous Victorian, Colonial, and Classic Revival homes lined the streets, and massive oak trees shaded their pristinely manicured yards. It was quiet here. Peaceful. But if Gabe wanted to see what he was up against for tomorrow’s session, he needed to make like The Little Mermaid and go where the people were. Specifically, the supes.

      His host had informed him of two places to observe them. Nocturnal New Orleans was Jane’s vampire bar, where vamps went to feed and humans went to be the meal. Of course, the humans thought it was all an elaborate game and the vamps were people wearing fake fangs. They couldn’t be more wrong. But thanks to the vampire laws about how often a human could serve as a meal—and the vamps’ glamour—it was perfectly safe.

      Nocturnal New Orleans wasn’t on Gabe’s agenda tonight. He was headed for Frenchman Street. He could’ve easily portaled there, arriving at his destination in a blink, but he preferred to experience the sights and sounds of the city. A streetcar line a block over ran all the way to the French Quarter, so he hopped on New Orleans’ most famous mode of transportation and sat on a wooden bench. Of course, they called them trolleys back home in San Francisco, but not here. He’d made that mistake earlier this week and was quickly corrected—it’s A Streetcar Named Desire, not a trolley.

      Gabe, of all people, knew a thing or two about desire… Hey, he might have been recovering, but he was still an incubus. Always would be. Satan made sure of that.

      Fucking Satan. A growl rumbled in his chest as he stepped off the streetcar onto Canal. Long, determined strides carried him across the multilane thoroughfare separating the French Quarter from the American side of the city. As he reached Bourbon Street, a group of women stopped and stared. A man’s mouth opened, and his partner’s eyes widened.

      Gabe’s demon was showing, but he didn’t care. Every time his thoughts drifted to what that bastard from hell had done to him, anger ignited in his soul, making it nearly impossible to control his magic. On this section of New Orleans’ most famous street, it didn’t matter. Every other building held a strip club on the ground floor, and Gabe passing through with his incubus powers flowing would get passersby horny enough to forget their inhibitions and go inside.

      Satan’s balls. What was he doing? Inhaling deeply, he reeled in his magic, morphing from Gabriel, the hottest model to grace the cover of a romance novel, into Gabe, regular guy and emotional intimacy counselor. He had to keep himself in check or he’d become even more of a hypocrite. He preached finding love, while he swore he’d never fall again.

      The Prince of Hell sending a demon to murder the man of your dreams could have that effect on a guy.

      Of course, Satan would say it was Gabe’s own fault for falling in love with a human. And it was true sex demons rarely experienced love, but when Gabe met Jason, he couldn’t help himself. Jason had no interest in sex. Zero. Zilch. Even when Gabe turned his magic on full blast, Jason wasn’t fazed. Gabe was intrigued, to say the least. Then what started out as mild interest quickly bloomed into friendship, which then turned into so much more.

      When Satan caught wind of what was happening with his favorite incubus, he ordered Gabe to seduce and ruin Jason. When Gabe refused, Satan sent in another incubus, but Jason was immune to his powers too. Then the bastard sent a succubus. When he realized seduction didn’t work, he resorted to more brutal tactics.

      Jason had taught Gabe about emotions he never knew existed. That love was real, and it didn’t require sex. Now that Gabe had his freedom, his mission was to spread the idea of emotional intimacy and stick it to Satan every chance he got.

      And there he’d gone, falling down the rabbit hole of his past. He was so caught up in his thoughts, he didn’t even realize he’d made it all the way to Frenchman Street until a brass band blasting out a jazz tune brought him back to the present. At ten in the evening, tourists milled about on the sidewalks, the street lamps casting their shadows long across the ground.

      Pushing the unwelcome memories aside, Gabe ducked down the alley and entered The Tipsy Leprechaun. Cool air blasted his skin as he stepped through the door, and the scents of whiskey and beer greeted his senses. A band on a small stage in the corner played a pop hit while a group of witches danced and laughed in front of them. A gator shifter who looked like he’d had a few too many—his lopsided, shit-eating grin and hooded eyes gave him away—sat on a barstool ogling the women as they danced.

      A petite redhead wearing a tight black dress winked at Gabe as he approached the bar, and warmth spread through his core.

      “Hi. You’re cute.” She bit her bottom lip.

      Even with his magic reined in, he was a good-looking guy, but this woman was downright sexy. His incubus mind presented him with a movie reel of all the luscious things he’d like to do to her…how many times he could make her scream his name before she couldn’t remember her own.

      Yeah, he still had the urges, but the price of his freedom meant he could never act on them. Satan had done him a favor on that one, though he’d never let the asshat downstairs know he’d actually helped him. He couldn’t go around teaching intimacy without sex if he was getting it on every chance he got, could he? And he had chances galore…

      He smiled and handed her a business card. “You’re a beautiful woman who deserves to be loved unconditionally.” And he was a total hypocrite.

      Her brow furrowed, and as she looked down to read the card, he made his escape, striding to the opposite end of the bar. He checked the spot where he’d left his flyers, but the space sat empty. Good. Hopefully that meant his weekend retreat would be full. He already had twenty-eight supes signed up for the couples lecture tomorrow night. If things kept going this well, he might move to New Orleans permanently and make this his home base. Beelzebub knew there was nothing keeping him in San Francisco.
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      “The Cupid Ballroom? Can this guy get any more cliché?” Katrina rolled her eyes and marched through the hotel lobby before hanging a right toward her destination.
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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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