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      I take stock of the various holsters and sheaths hanging in my closet and select a suitable collection for the evening. I pull on the dual-sheathed cross-chest holster, snugging the buckle into place before strapping another to my thigh and one to my forearm.

      The job should be easy: get the information we need from Lazareth and return him to the syndicate. But nothing is ever as easy as it sounds. Too many factions are vying for position in the underworld, trying to replace us, the vampires who have moved up the social hierarchy over the last few centuries. Keeping our captive secured may not be as straightforward as we would like if the syndicate is coming for him. There can be no mistakes.

      No one takes from our kind and gets away with it in the end.

      A crisp breeze from the balcony causes the drapes to sway and tells me winter is on the horizon. I slide the last of my weapons into place and don the freshly oiled black leather jacket before heading downstairs.

      “Sir, you’re going out for the evening?” Clarise, the dear old servant who has been with me for centuries and cares for the entire estate as if it were her own and is always close by if needed, asks.

      “Unfortunately, but I’ll be back in a few hours. Can you make dinner arrangements for tomorrow? I’d like a table reserved for three at the Pleasure Palace, around eight p.m. I’m meeting with colleagues, and it can get pretty busy on a Friday night.”

      “Yes, sir,” Clarise says, making her way to the kitchen that any professional chef would be proud to call their own, with high-end Viking stainless steel appliances and marble counters throughout.

      I walk through the great room, my boots gliding silently over the white-and-black-swirled marble. The elevator doors open for me as I reach them, and I push the keypad for the lower-level parking garage.

      The collection of cars accumulated over the years is vast. I walk past several of my favorites before engaging the remote and turning on the lights of a sleek black Lamborghini Aventador—an Italian-made sports car that rivals any for luxury, design, and speed. I snug into its form-fitting seat and buckle in, ready for the unadulterated pleasure of feeling this powerful machine hug the vast highways of Chicago.

      Navigating around the few cars on the road this time of the night while allowing my speed to climb is exhilarating. It isn’t long before I reach a well-lit exit that leads to a gravel road. I slow my approach and park a distance away from the old metal warehouse. The undergrowth of the massive trees and foliage shroud my view, allowing me to watch for signs of intruders until Master Tuscano arrives.

      The door to the warehouse opens, and flickering lights reveal the silhouettes of three men. We’re too late! The bastards have beaten us to the warehouse and seized our captive. Two men propel Lazareth’s crumpled form forward while a third locks the door behind them.

      As a vehicle pulls up and they all get in, I connect to Tuscano’s cell. “We’ve got trouble at the warehouse. Three men just busted Lazareth out and are getting into a black sedan. How far away are you?”

      Tuscano doesn’t answer, but a moment later a rap of knuckles on the passenger window announces his arrival before he opens the door. His eyes are shining bright orange from his transport as he folds himself into the car.

      Keeping the lights off, I give the oversized engine just enough gas to follow the syndicate assholes down the deserted lane without being observed.

      Tuscano shifts in his seat with agitation. “Descallia said they’d be coming, but he told us we’d have time. I’d hate to be in the shoes of whoever gave Overmaster Descallia this information.”

      “I pity the one who made that mistake.”

      My grip tightens on the wheel. “We could take the bastards before they get too close to the highway and snatch him back.”

      Tuscano laughs. “We could, but it seems wasteful not to at least learn where the syndicate hides its prey.”

      “They must want information bad,” I say.

      “They have to know that Lazareth was working with someone amongst them other than Benetti. They have another traitor in their midst, and I want to know who.” He chuckles. “You can hardly blame them. They certainly can’t get anything out of Benetti. I took care of that asshole after he had Delilah taken, and I didn’t lose a bit of sleep over his death.”

      “The world is better off, my friend,” I tell him. “It never seemed quite right that a mafia man in Benetti’s position would work for a vampire, no matter the reason. We need to find out who Lazareth was getting his orders from, and that’s what the syndicate wants to know too. Maybe they fear an insurrection.”

      He’s thoughtful and contemplative. “Perhaps.”

      I veer onto the highway outside of Chicago, following the black sedan until it pulls up next to the curb of a two-story wood-framed building. The blue neon sign flashes with the words Psychic, Tarot Cards, and Crystal Readings, and below that, in solid light: Angel’s House.

      Slowing to a crawl, we pass the building, park the car, and transport to the rear of the house just in time to see two of the men lift a hatch and push Lazareth down the stairs of what appears to be an outside entrance to a basement.

      I gesture Tuscano toward the stairs—because for a vampire, taking on two humans is nothing—and then head to the front, following the signs to the shop, to make sure he won’t have any surprises.

      The screen door looks so old that it may wake the living dead with one squeak of its hinges. I transport inside, taking in what maybe once was a small living room but has now been turned into a business reception area. The walls are decorated with enlarged tarot cards, giving the space an old-world feel. The dangling purple and blue beads swaying with my movement catch the blue light reflected from the sign hanging in the window.

      I part the curtain of color that separates the space, revealing a larger area with a table, four chairs, and a glowing crystal ball that shines iridescently next to a deck of tarot cards reminiscent of youthful days in Italy. Nevertheless, I know far better than to touch that which holds the key to a fortune I do not yet know.

      A creak deeper in the home catches my attention. I hover toward the sound, making my way through a spacious sitting area that showcases a staircase going to the upper level. My breath catches as a magnificent shape commands my attention. I stay in the shadows, my pulse racing as the mesmerizing creature pads down the stairs dressed only in a short lacy camisole that barely covers a wisp of her white matching panties, the bare skin of her shapely legs reaching out from one stair to the next.

      The beauty senses something amiss and looks around the lower level from her elevated position. The sound of her heart reverberates in my ear as her grip on the railing tightens, but she continues her journey down.

      “Who’s there?” Her voice is melodious and as sultry as the woman. She comes into the light, and her dark hair falls over her shoulders in bountiful waves. I shift, and she senses it, startling me with her power of awareness.

      “Gramma? Is that you?”

      She comes closer and I move out of the shadows, placing one hand behind her neck and clasping her mouth closed with the other. The sweet scent of her skin wafts into my senses, mingling with the allure of the curves pressed firmly against me.

      My fangs graze along the side of her creamy throat as I whisper in her ear, “Quiet, beautiful. Don’t make a sound.”

      The pulse on the side of her neck beats faster. Her slight form trembles in my arms as fear rolls in waves through her body. There’s no one else in the house or they would have come downstairs, and this wisp of a woman isn’t likely to do anyone any harm in the near future.

      I glance up as Tuscano passes the window with Lazareth, pushing him past the house and toward the area where we parked the car.

      The angel in white senses my distraction and drives her teeth into the side of my palm. Searing, white-hot pain shoots through my hand. “Son of a bitch!” She fights to get out of my arms, but I hold her firmly. “You should always taste the blood of the victims you draw it from, Angel,” I tell her, rubbing the rich red fluid from my hand over the soft moistness of her warm lips. “Taste it with your tongue.”

      Her head shakes from side to side, the shifting movement causing her to move against the hardness of my body.

      “Do it,” I growl.

      The feel of her soft, warm, tentative tongue on my skin is seductive. And the second little lick, the one that no one asked or forced her to take, stirs the beast and leaves me with a burning desire to show her the carnal pleasures of a divine exchange.

      I graze her creamy throat with my fangs again, inhaling the scent of her arousal, and watch as goose bumps erupt down the length of her arms.

      But the sound of screeching cars at the front of the house can’t be ignored.

      “I’ll be back for you, Angel.”
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            Angel

          

        

      

    

    
      The smell of sugar, cinnamon, and freshly ground coffee wafts through the air the same way it does every morning at The Beanery. I push up the sleeves of my jean jacket and twirl one of the purple beads back and forth on the silver bracelet my gramma gave me years ago, watching as the regulars float in and out of the coffee house.

      The minute the morning rush is over and the coffee shop empties out, Kelsey unties the beige apron embroidered with a picture of spilled coffee beans and a mug of steaming coffee. She’s worn one just like it every day since I gave it to her at the grand opening. “Told you, once you got them hooked on that brew of yours they’d be knocking down your door every morning. Hate to say I told you so, but…”

      She laughs and pushes a half-wrapped bagel toward me. “I’m not complaining, Angel. We could use some more help during peak times, but I certainly don’t mind that business is this good. There was a time when I couldn’t even afford one of these pastries.”

      I peel back the wax paper and bite into the apple-cinnamon bagel. “Every morning for like two years you’ve been giving me a large latte and a bagel and won’t take a cent. I’m pretty sure I owe you at least four thousand dollars by now.”

      She rolls her eyes. “If it weren’t for your family, I wouldn’t even have the shop. Lord knows I couldn’t afford it on my own. The bank would have foreclosed on everything we had if it weren’t for your brothers. This place would be only a dream that never existed.”

      Same conversation, different day. She’s never going to accept the gift for what it was. “You don’t owe me or them anything. You’re like a sister to me, and family takes care of family, Kelsey. You would have done it for any one of us if things had been reversed.”

      “Yeah, but things weren’t reversed, and it seems as though you and your brothers are always coming to my rescue. How many times have they protected me from one thing or another since my mom died? It’s nice to be able to do something in return, even if it is just a coffee and bagel.”

      I take a long drink of the creamy hazelnut concoction and murmur my appreciation. No one else in town can get it to taste half as good as Kelsey. “Glad you see the generous side of their personality, but we both know there’s two sides to that coin. And I’m pretty sure Roman stops in for more than just a bagel and coffee,” I say, half laughing as her eyes light up at the mention of his name.

      She blushes and her lips purse in a smile, but she doesn’t even try to deny it.

      My fingers wrap around the tall warm cup of coffee absently. “I have to meet with all three of them after we get done here. Pretty sure I’m going to get the same lecture about going back to college before I’m too old, while they try to talk me into selling Gramma’s shop. ‘It’s our responsibility to take care of you with Mom and Dad gone,’ blah, blah, blah. Always the same conversation with my brothers. I’ve told them there is no way in hell I’m selling. Gramma left it to me because she knew how special it is to me. I enjoy helping people connect with their loved ones, and not everyone can do that. I’m not selling the house. Besides, what else would I do with myself?”

      Kelsey’s face breaks out into a big smile. “So you’re not moving away?”

      “Nope, I want to expand the shop and do a few other things in addition to reading cards and fortunes, but first I need to convince the three musketeers.”

      She leans over the table and takes my hand. “You have a special gift, my friend. You and your gramma both. She would be so happy and proud to know you’re keeping her business going and helping people who have crossed over. Do what’s in your heart. If running the shop and expanding is really what you want to do full-time, then don’t let those guys bully you around.”

      “I won’t. Before I forget, can you give me the name of the person who installed the security system for the coffee shop? I had a little break-in last night.”

      Kelsey’s mouth drops open. “What! Why didn’t you say something before now? Did you call the police and your brothers?”

      “And that reaction right there is exactly why I’d rather not mention it to my brothers, especially since I think the guy who broke in was of the fanged persuasion. You know how Roman feels about the vampire community. It’s not the right time to tell him, especially when I’m trying to convince the guys it’s a good idea to stay in town.”

      “I can’t believe someone actually robbed you, knowing who your family is? Knowing what they could have done to them? Damn, whoever it is has a set of balls.”

      “Yes and no. They broke in, but I looked through the entire house this morning and didn’t find one thing missing. I’m pretty sure it was someone poking around trying to find one of my brothers or to get a little information about them. The guy probably thought they lived there and might be home and instead ran into me coming down the stairs. He didn’t hurt me and had plenty of time to do that. Some car squealed down the road, and he took off. But a security system would be a good idea, regardless.”

      Kelsey takes a drink of her coffee, watching me over the rim. “Did you at least get a good look at the fucker?”

      “It was dark, but there was enough light filtering in. He was tall, more like mammoth. If I had to guess, like six-foot-four, maybe? And dark hair.” I leave out the rock-hard body he had me pressed against, or the feel of his points along my skin, the taste of his blood, or the arousal it caused and dreams in the night that left me craving more.

      “Not that you or anyone in your family would go to the police, but shouldn’t you tell Roman so he can at least look into it? What if the guy comes back?”

      I shake my head. “Absolutely not. Best friend or not, don’t make me regret telling you, Kelsey. If Roman finds out, I’m going to know exactly who ratted me out. The three of them are absolutely smothering me right now, and if they get wind of this? No, just no. I’ll get some security measures put in place, and that’ll be the end of it. I’m twenty-three-years old. I can take care of myself.”

      Kelsey finishes her coffee just as the ding of a patron walking through the door pulls her from her seat. “Back to work I go. Best of luck with your brothers. Stop by the house for a drink later if you wanna talk.”

      If things could only be simple, just like Gramma made everything else seem when she was alive. I toss my empty cup and bagel wrap into the trash can and head to my car. After five traffic lights, and with less than a mile to go, I still haven’t come up with any good way to break the news to my overprotective brothers. When they find out I not only want to spend my life helping people connect with their deceased loved ones, but also want to borrow family money to expand Angel’s Shop, they are going to flip. This conversation will be a memory of a lifetime.

      Frankie’s and Sammy’s cars are already parked on the street in front of my house as I pull into the long drive that leads to the garage. I walk the short distance to the front porch. Without all the flowers of summer, it looks empty and dreary, just like the weather during this gray time between fall and winter when it could either rain or snow and you hope that the sun will come out for longer than a few minutes at a time.

      The screen door creaks with age just like the back door and putting oil on them both gets added to the mental list that’s continually growing with things to do.

      The scent of caramel wafts through the air, filling the kitchen as a pot of coffee finishes brewing, and the television is playing in the front room. Feel free to make yourselves at home. I toss my purse on the table and slip out of my jacket, hooking my thumb through the opening in my long-sleeved sweater, and brace myself for the storm to come.

      Sammy raises his voice from the other room, and Frankie tells him to shut up. My jaw tightens. The hothead of the family always has something smart to say. You would think at their age they would have worked out all of their brotherly aggression, but not Frankie and Sammy. They can go at it better than a bunch of teenagers any day of the week, and often do.

      Better to tackle this convo with a fresh brew in hand. I fill my cup and add some heavy cream, wishing they had scheduled this meeting over dinner, when at least I could drink wine and deal with this in a half-inebriated haze. “Coffee’s done if you guys want some. I’ll just be a few minutes. I need to grab something from upstairs!” I yell, leaving my drink to cool off as I head to the master bedroom.

      I finger the legal-size paper and take a deep breath. The plans have been drawn up for months, waiting for me to get my nerve, and today’s that day. Watching Kelsey doing what she loves, running her own business, just further solidifies my resolve. She’s happy, and that’s what I want, and what my parents would have wanted, and why my gramma left me her shop. Now to convince my brothers, especially the one who is late and holds the purse strings until I turn twenty-five.

      Sammy’s voice raises again, and then they both start yelling at the same time.

      “Would you guys knock it off? I should start collecting money every time you guys argue,” I holler, racing down the stairs with the plans in hand. “Are you two ever going to grow up and just get along?”

      The deadly sound of ricocheting gunfire erupts when I’m halfway down the stairs. “Fuck you!” Sammy yells, right before another deafening round.

      I scream, frozen in place as the bodies of my bullet-riddled and blood-soaked brothers fall to the floor. My legs buckle beneath me, and grasping the banister is the only thing that keeps me from falling down the rest of the stairs.

      Two pairs of evil eyes stare up at me from heads of mangy hair and snarling teeth. One wolf with a black patch gestures to their human sidekick, who points a Tommy gun at me. “Sorry, dollface. Maybe another time and place I would have taken you out on a date. Unfortunately, you’ve seen too much, and we don’t have time to stay and play. Say goodbye.”

      Every muscle in my body trembles with fear before the spray of bullets rips through my skin, deafening my scream, and causing the world to swirl as I tumble down the stairs.

      The stranger from my dreams walks in, growling his fury so loud that everything in the house seems to rattle. His eyes are flaming red, and with a single well-placed shot he sends a bullet to the back of the shooter’s head. The other two know what’s coming and don’t even turn around as more rounds penetrate their skulls. They fall to the floor next to their friend.

      Through a slow-motion haze, the fanged stranger steps over the blood-soaked bodies and kneels next to me, pulling me into his arms and assessing my injuries. “Angel, you were supposed to wait for me.”
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      I glance over the bridge, taking in the dark, foggy day in Chicago, which doesn’t happen as often as I’d like because it affords our kind a chance to be outside instead of holed up in the mansion until nightfall. Instead of indulging in an exhilarating drive in my brand-new Lamborghini, I’m driving the speed limit while getting my ass chewed by our irate boss because no one on our entire fucking team could get Lazareth to talk last night—at least about anything that we really care about.

      My jaw tightens as Overmaster Descallia’s voice reverberates from the overhead speaker. Salvatore doesn’t have to tell me that we need to get to the bottom of things before whatever is going on comes back to bite the consulate—in fact, the entire vampire community and everyone we care about already know it.

      “Whatever Lazareth is hiding, he doesn’t seem to care about ratting out Benetti. He’s told us more than we ever wanted to know about that slimeball, but the minute we mention anything about who Benetti was working for, Lazareth clams up,” I tell him, as frustrated as our overmaster is. “Tuscano and I have him secure, and he’s getting tired, sir. Our men will get him to break soon and then he’ll talk. Of that, I have no doubt. It’s just taking more time than expected.”

      Overmaster Descallia growls his frustration into the phone. “Whatever Lazareth is hiding has been behind the killing of many men, and don’t forget what they did to Lucianna, and Tuscano’s mate, Delilah, was gunned down in cold blood when they came after Lazareth the last time. They don’t care who they kill to get to him. The syndicate wants him dead, but not before they know everything there is to know. He must have secrets they want, or they would have killed him at the warehouse instead of taking him to a safe house last night. They wouldn’t have kept him alive if they didn’t need something of value from him. And we need that information before the syndicate gets it. Am I making myself clear?”

      “Perfectly, sir. The safe house belongs to the sister of the Mancino brothers. The fuckers hid him in the basement of their sister’s house and then took off. When we took Lazareth back, Tuscano only left the Mancinos alive knowing we could get information from them today.”

      “Good, just be careful. We need to walk a fine fucking line with that family. Those brothers are more like sons than nephews to Nick Mancino. I have it on good authority that he’s going to take Benetti’s place as the new leader, and the Mancino brothers will move up in rank with him. Nick’s been using them for more and more significant jobs. He needs to have a tight circle of trust around him, and he does with those three. Keep your guard up. Each and every one of them would rather drive stakes through our hearts than share the city and what it has to offer. Those brothers are ruthless.”

      “I’ll be careful, sir, and keep a low profile. Meanwhile, I’m going to learn what I can from their sister.”

      Salvatore growls. “This ends tonight. I’m calling an emergency meeting of the consulate to get them up to speed and find out if any of the other masters have heard any rumors in their regions. We need to know who Benetti and Lazareth were working for.”

      “Agreed, sir.”

      “Have the men use whatever means are necessary to get Lazareth to talk. If they aren’t successful tonight, though, I’ll bring Lucianna into the situation. I’d rather keep her sheltered from this shit, but she’ll be able to enter his pathways and learn something we haven’t yet.”

      He disconnects without another word just as Angel’s House comes into view and pulls my thoughts to the sultry woman who has been on my mind since I first saw her.

      A quick call last night to Vince, one of our own who’s on the force, gave me all the information we need about the shop, her family, and about the angel herself. But learning she’s the baby sister of three of the toughest mafia soldiers on the streets did absolutely nothing to prevent me from doing sinfully unmentionable things to her in my dreams last night. Or from coming back to the house today, even risking that the weather may change, just to take another look.

      The wooden two-story A-frame house sits in an older but decent section of town, built in a time when houses weren’t set inches from their neighbors. When people had an acre or two for kids and animals to play, and to grow gardens for their families.

      I pass a black Lincoln parked on the street and pull in front of it, behind two other cars just like it. A quick glance at the report from Vince last night confirms they match the description of the cars belonging to the two younger brothers, though all of these cars look alike. I send a text to Tuscano, letting him know I’m going to teach the young pups a lesson they can take back to big brother. No one breaks into one of our warehouses or takes what belongs to us. No one. Not even if your sister is fine as fuck.

      I walk up the wooden stairs to the porch that surrounds the front of the home, and a volley of firepower reverberates through the air. I yank open the screen door and see the slumped bodies of the Mancino brothers in a growing pool of their own blood.

      Angel’s body collapses down the staircase to the floor, her body riddled with bullets, causing my chest to pound and contract, pushing blood through the chambers of my heart at an unprecedented pace.

      Standing over them are three figures. Three shots, one to each of their heads. I kneel on the floor next to Angel and pull her slight body into my arms. I push her long dark wavy hair from her face, taking in the bullet wounds and their placement. It won’t be long, and she’ll cross, into a world on the other side, but one far, far from me. “You were supposed to wait for me, Angel.”

      She tries to say something, but the sound is a muffled gurgle as blood bubbles from her mouth. The wound to her heart is causing blood to flow too quickly for anyone to do anything about. Anyone but me.

      I caress the dark-haired beauty’s creamy skin, taking in the flicker of warmth and recognition. The pallor of her skin tells me it won’t be long. It’s the last few minutes before death, but she’s not afraid of me, just like last night. A fighter. A princess warrior who should live to fight another day. A decision not for me to make, but one I plan to make just the same.

      Until her brother walks in with his gun pointed at my head. His eyes are wild as he takes in the carnage that used to be his family. “Get the fuck away from my sister! I’ll shoot you and then drive a stake right through your fucking vampire heart.”

      “I didn’t do this, Roman. Lazareth is the key to what’s going on, and we have him. He’ll talk soon. Your brothers brought him here last night after they took him from us, which is the reason these bastard shifters and their sidekick showed up today.” I fix him with a hard stare of determination. “The only way to keep your sister alive is for me to turn her, and then we find out who they’re working for and why.”

      Roman’s eyes grow wide. He surveys the area, taking in his slain siblings riddled with holes, the mangy shifters, and the human piece of trash with a Tommy gun still in his hand. He doesn’t say a word, his hatred for our kind bubbling up to the surface, held in check only by his need to help his sister.

      “Your answer, before it’s too late.”

      He swallows hard, and his eyes glisten with unshed tears. He hits the wall hard with his fist. “How do I know you’re on the fucking level?”

      The screeching of a car outside distracts both of us. I can smell who’s coming. “Their partners are here to clean up the mess or finish the job.”

      The sound of car doors puts Roman into action. “Turn her and keep her safe,” he says before he bursts out the front door with his gun blazing. “You motherfuckers killed my entire family. Die, every single one of you!” he screams as another volley of shots rings out.

      I stroke down the length of Angel’s neck and pull her to me, whispering in her ear, “When you wake, there will be much for you to learn.”

      I sink my fangs deep into the sensitive skin of her creamy neck, piercing the streaming vein that barely pulses with her blood. I drink her essence, giving in return a life of immortality that she will either come to accept or reject. For her, I will pay the price of making the decision that is not mine to make.

      Outside, the shooting stops. “Take him alive!” someone yells. A car door slams, and a vehicle squeals away.

      I carry Angel’s limp body to my car, situating her in the back before jumping into the front seat. I quickly navigate the back roads, avoiding traffic before merging onto the main street.

      My jaw tightens as a siren pierces the otherwise quiet of the air. The car in front of me pulls off to the side of the road. I follow suit, pulling behind him so as not to call attention to myself or the half-dead beauty still riddled with bullets who is lying in the back seat of my car with nothing to conceal her except my old windbreaker.

      The emergency vehicles pass by, and I put my foot to the gas, wishing I had transported to her house instead of driving. If I get stopped, there will be an all-out war, and if I abandon the car and it comes back to one of our kind, it will be the same. No matter what good the vampire community does, humans will never put aside their bias and accept us for what we are and can offer the entire community. In this century especially, it seems we are always having to prove ourselves worthy instead of being judged for the good we bring.

      The gates to the mansion open, and one of my guards waves me through. I push the remote control on the visor to open the expansive double doors to the underground garage.

      I carry Angel from the car to the elevator and get off on the first floor, ignoring the curious glance of Clarise as I head for the stairs. “I’ll need you to get her cleaned up, undressed, and comfortable. She’ll be in my room when you’re ready.”

      I gently lay Angel onto the velvet bedspread. She remains limp, and I don’t expect that to change for at least a day or two. It will take time for her body to accept what it’s been given, and then, and only once her body has accepted the transition, will she be well enough to endure the test that she will undoubtedly be put through if she is to survive. “Sleep, Angel, and fight well.”
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"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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