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            ELORA AND THE CROW

          

        

      

    

    
      As an elemental witch, Elora has tried for two years to break the curse, trapping who she thought was a fellow witch as a crow.

      It’s too bad she can’t control her powers.

      It doesn’t matter how many gone-wrong spells have burned her belongings to ash.  She’s determined to help her crow friend, Lilianna.

      Finally, an ancient and powerful spell proves to be exactly what Elora needs to free Lilianna.  Only Lilianna isn’t what Elora expected.

      Lilianna isn’t a witch.

      She… erh… he is a wickedly handsome shapeshifter with golden retriever boyfriend energy and a set of abs carved from stone.

      A temptation Elora should resist.

      But ignoring her attraction to Jonah proves more impossible than the curse she broke.

      Jonah couldn’t be happier to be free from his crow form.  He’s ready to return to his old life, but leaving Elora behind is not an option.

      Especially when he’s spent the last two years falling in love with the smart and sexy witch.

      When Jonah’s past catches up to him, will Elora’s magic be strong enough to protect them, or will a dark and powerful witch destroy their love?
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      “Crows are harbingers of death, you know.”

      Elora bit back her immediate urge to mutter a tongue binding spell aimed at the faceless voice behind her.  One, the Witches and Warlocks Council would fine her for the spell, and two, while Charissa probably wouldn’t fire her for using the spell on a customer, she would be disappointed in Elora.

      Disappointing Charissa was nearly as awful as disappointing Elora’s grandmother or sister.

      Elora slid the spell book back onto the shelf behind the counter, plastered a ‘how can I help you’ smile on her face, and turned around.

      The voice belonged to a white woman in her early thirties. She wore a long, dark cloak, foundation too pale for her skin, and truly impressive black eyeliner wings.  A dragonfly clip held her dyed red hair in a twist, and some rather hideous looking costume jewelry weighed her down.

      Elora was still hit and miss on whether she could recognize if a witch were a witch by blood or apprentice, but she had no problem with this particular customer.  The faint lilac shimmer surrounding her was a dead giveaway to her blood magic.  Humans, paranormals, and other magical creatures wouldn’t notice the shimmer, and plenty of witches wouldn’t either, but as Elora’s powers grew, so did her ability to see the colourful iridescent auras that surrounded the more powerful witches and warlocks.

      The witch stared at the large black crow sitting on the perch behind the counter.  “When did Charissa get a familiar?”

      Elora tried not to bristle.  “Lilianna is not Charissa’s familiar.”

      The witch turned her gaze to Elora.  “So, she’s yours?”

      “She’s no one’s familiar,” Elora said.  “Her life is her own to do as she wishes.”

      “Be careful with the bird,” the witch said.  “She is no ordinary crow.”

      “I’m aware,” Elora said stiffly. She was trying not to be insulted and failing badly.  Did the woman think Elora was new to the craft?

      “I don’t recognize you,” the witch said haughtily.  “Did Charissa just hire you?”

      She pronounced Charissa’s name correctly - Ka-ree-sa - which meant she knew Elora’s boss well, so Elora needed to be even more polite than she usually was with customers.

      “Elora’s worked here for over a year, Deidre.”  Charissa pushed past the curtain that separated the back room from the shop.  Her ink-coloured curls fell in a shiny, bouncy mass to her shoulders, and she wore faded jeans and a boho top.  Around her neck, the witch’s knot pendant surrounded by a red pearl resin gleamed against her dark skin.

      The green shimmer surrounding Charissa was a dark forest green instead of its usual emerald.  She was annoyed about something.

      Charissa stopped next to Lilianna, and the crow dipped her head to rub her beak across Charissa’s curls.  She stroked the crow’s back with one finger before smiling at Deidre.  “It’s been nearly fourteen months since you’ve been in the shop.”

      Deidre gave her a startled look.  “Have I been gone that long?”

      “Yes.”  Charissa stood next to Elora behind the counter.  “The Pilgrimage of Sun and Stars often interferes with a witch or warlock’s ability to keep track of time.”

      “It’s true,” Deidre said with a loud sigh.  “I mean, it’s worth it, but I have been a bit… absentminded because of it.”

      She glanced again at Lilianna.  “That isn’t just a crow, you know.”

      Elora wondered if Charissa would object if she made Deirdre the recipient of a sour jar spell.

      “I’m aware.  What can I help you with today, Deidre?” Charissa said.

      Elora slipped past Charissa without waiting to hear Deirdre’s reply.  Another customer, in his early twenties and with the earnest look of a newbie, hovered at the plants and herbs wall, staring intently at the bunches of dried herbs in clear packaging, potted plants, and powders in glass jars.

      As Elora joined him, she stared at the small leather charm bag he held in his right hand.  No shimmering aura surrounded him, but Elora didn’t need to see an aura to know he was a warlock by apprentice, not by blood.

      Some apprentice witches and warlocks just had a look about them and were easy to spot.  It wasn’t always that way - her best friend Cece was a witch by apprentice, but most blood witches wouldn’t know just by looking at her.

      Elora’s chest tightened at the thought of Cece, and she had to work hard to keep her smile on her face.  She hadn’t wanted to go to work today, she’d wanted to stay with Cece just like she’d been doing since the day of the funeral, but Cece had insisted she go.  Elora had already missed two days of work, and neither she nor Cece were swimming in extra money.  Still, she felt guilty about leaving her, even if Kinsley and Maisie were with her.

      The four of them had met a few years ago at a learn to salsa class, of all places, and forged a fast connection.  But Elora and Cece had become exceptionally close, just like Kinsley and Maisie had done, and Elora hated leaving Cece when she was grieving.  The death of Cece’s aunt Sybil had been a shock to all of them, and even now, a week after the funeral, Elora couldn’t entirely accept that she’d never see Sybil again.

      She pushed the somber thoughts to the back of her mind and smiled at the young warlock.  “Hi, how can I help you today?”

      Still clutching the charm bag, he pulled a tattered piece of paper from his pocket.  “Uh, I’m looking for marshmallow root, dried rosemary, and bloodroot.  It’s for a folk magic spell.”

      Again, not surprising.  Most apprentice witches only practiced folk magic.  Some blood witches looked down on them for it, which, in Elora’s opinion, was ridiculous.  Folk magic could be a powerful magic in its own right, and both humans and paranormals benefited from it.  Which, in turn, helped the witch community.  A lot of witches and warlocks made their living from creating folk magic spells and potions for the humans and paranormals.

      “We have all three of those,” Elora said.  “Is it for a specific spell?”

      “Yes, it’s for a healing spell,” he said.  “An, um, skin healing spell.”

      Elora frowned.  “You shouldn’t need bloodroot for that.”

      He glanced at the paper again, scratching absentmindedly at his chest.  “Maybe I wrote it down wrong?”

      “You probably need burdock root,” Elora said.  Wings flapped behind her, and Lilianna landed with a soft thump on her shoulder.  The warlock took a step back, giving Lilianna a nervous look.

      “That’s the biggest crow I’ve ever seen.”

      “Don’t worry,” Elora said cheerfully as Lilianna groomed her hair, “she’s harmless.”

      “Right,” the man said but continued to keep his distance.

      Honestly, it was probably for the best.  Lilianna didn’t like men, and Elora’s statement about Lilianna being harmless was a rather bold lie.  She had, after all, once watched Lilianna pluck out the eyeball of a jaguar shifter and eat it.  Of course, said jaguar shifter had been about to kill Elora, so Elora certainly wouldn’t judge Lilianna for her eyeball plucking.

      The warlock studied his paper.  “I think you’re right.  I think I wrote it down wrong, and it is burdock root I need.”

      “Probably,” Elora said, “but if it isn’t, as long as you haven’t opened the packaging, you can return the burdock root for a full refund.”

      “Okay,” the warlock said.  “I’ll take the burdock root, then.”

      “Perfect.”  Elora helped him gather what he needed and was happy to see that Deirdre was gone when she walked him to the counter.  Charissa rang it through, and Elora put the herbs and powders into a brown paper bag.

      The warlock thanked them and headed for the door, nodding to the tall, dark-haired man who walked in just as he was leaving.  A warm smile crossing her face, Elora hurried out from behind the counter as Lilianna cawed softly.

      “Bren!”  She hugged him hard.  Lilianna made a disgruntled caw when Bren’s hand brushed against her, and she flapped her wings at him before flying back to her perch behind the counter.

      “Nice to see you too, Lilianna,” Bren called.

      Lilianna snapped her beak in more of a ‘you annoy me’ way rather than an ‘I’m about to pluck out your eyeball’ way.  She leaned forward on her perch and rubbed her beak along Charissa’s hair until the witch turned and petted her head.

      “You need a haircut,” Elora said to Bren.

      He laughed.  “You sound like Kaida.”

      “How is she doing?  Oh my God, did she have the baby?”

      “She’s only four months pregnant, and you just saw her last week,” Bren said.

      “Sure, but she looked ready to pop already, and it seemed rude to ask how long a dragon’s pregnancy lasts,” Elora said.

      “Actually, it is shorter than a human.  Only seven months,” Bren said.

      “Wild,” Elora said. You’ll be a dad in three months, Bren.”

      Bren’s smile turned impossibly big.  After Cece, Bren was her best friend, and Elora couldn’t be happier for him.  Before he met his mate, Kaida, Bren had lived in the apartment across from Elora and her grandmother, Helen.  Helen took an immediate liking to him, even though he was a human and a detective, and she spent months trying to make him and Elora fall in love, even going so far as to dose him with an illegal love potion.

      It hadn’t worked.  Bren was good looking, funny, and smart as hell, but Elora had never once felt anything for him beyond friendship.  And Bren felt the same way about her.  Helen had been more than disappointed, but when Bren fell in love with a dragon shifter, she’d given up.  Elora’s grandmother might have been one of the most powerful witches in the city, but even she wouldn’t mess with a dragon.

      “So, what’s up?”  Elora asked.

      “I was in the neighbourhood and thought I’d pop in,” Bren said.

      Elora gave him a look.  “You, a human, just happened to be in a neighbourhood that is ninety-eight percent paranormal for both people and businesses.  That’s what you’re telling me right now?”

      Bren grinned.  “Yes?”

      She poked him in his flat stomach.  “Tell me the truth, buddy.”

      “I wanted to make sure you were doing okay,” Bren said.  “I haven’t really talked to you since the funeral.”

      A wave of love for Bren washed over her.  Despite only knowing Cece peripherally, both he and Kaida had attended her aunt’s funeral.  Elora had been grateful for their support.

      “I’m doing okay,” Elora said.  “Still sad and worried about Cece, but okay.”

      “Good.  Kaida wants you to come for dinner next week if you have time.”

      “I do,” Elora said.  “Thanks, Bren.”

      “Bren?”  Charissa joined them, holding out a blue glass bottle sealed with wax around the cork. “This is for your mate.”

      “What is it?”  Bren asked as he took the bottle.

      “It’s a potion.  Tell Kaida to sprinkle the contents around the perimeter of your land.  It’ll help keep the human lookie-loos from getting too close to the cabins.”

      The dragon clan lived outside of the city in a relatively remote section of Parsons Woods, but that hadn’t stopped some humans from driving out to their property to stare at them like they were animals in the zoo.  Although interest and fascination had died off somewhat in the last few months, there were still plenty of humans willing to trespass on private property for a potential glimpse of a dragon.

      Bren studied the bottle, his face a bit apprehensive. “It’s legal, right?”

      Elora couldn’t blame him for asking.  Not only was he a detective, but with the existence of dragon shifters only recently revealed to humans, their relationship was tenuous, at best. While some humans weren’t bothered by this new knowledge, most humans, and even some other paranormals, were convinced the dragons were one breath away from destroying humanity with fire.

      Elora was of the opinion that if the dragon shifters had wanted to destroy humans, they would have done it long ago, but she was one of the few who held that opinion.

      But Bren obviously had a vested interest in the dragon shifters maintaining peace with the humans and wouldn’t want anything even remotely illegal connected to them.

      Charissa grinned at him.  “Perfectly legal, Bren.  If humans get too close, the smell of the potion gives them nothing more than a case of the,” she paused, her smile growing wicked, “tummy rumbles.”

      “That,” Elora said, “means she concocted something that’ll make them shit their pants.”

      Charissa laughed but neither confirmed nor denied it.  “It’s my way of saying thank you to your mate and her clan for supplying me with dragon scales.”

      Charissa wasn’t just a powerful witch.  She was also one of the most powerful potion makers in the city.  Humans, paranormals, and even other witches often hired her to create potions.  They were all on the up and up - Charissa was no dark witch - and her procurement of dragon scales had only made her more popular in the world of potions and brews.

      Bren grinned and tucked the bottle into his inside pocket.  “They’ll appreciate this.  Thank you, Charissa.”

      Bren waited until Charissa had returned to the counter before taking Elora’s hand.  “Are you sure you’re okay?  I hate that you’re by yourself in the apartment.  When does Helen return from the old country?”

      “Not until the spring,” Elora said.

      “Does she know about Cece’s aunt?

      “No,” Elora said.  “But it’s because she and her sister are in the mountains for their rituals and will be for at least another month.  There isn’t any cell service.”

      “That seems dangerous,” Bren said.  “Helen is in her seventies, for God’s sake.”

      Elora smiled.  “What Helen wants, Helen gets.  You know that almost as well as I do.  My grandmother and her sister are two of the most powerful witches I know.  I’m worried, but I know they can take care of themselves.”

      “You know if you need me, you can call anytime.  I know it’s not as convenient now that I live with Kaida and her clan instead of right across the hall, but I have a siren on my car, and I know how to use it,” Bren said.

      Elora laughed and gave him a brief, hard hug.  “I love you, buddy.”

      “Love you too.  I’ll text you about next week.”

      Bren left the store with a wave to Charissa, and Elora joined her behind the counter.  Charissa studied her for a moment before smoothing a strand of Elora’s hair down.  “Go home, kiddo.”

      Elora shook her head.  “I still have a half hour left of my shift, and I wanted to finish the inventory for -”

      “I’m your boss, and I’m telling you to go home,” Charissa said.  “But before you do, I have something for you.”  She reached under the counter and brought out a leather book.  ‘Spells for Witches’ was embroidered in dull gold thread across the cover, and the leather was creased and worn and - Elora peered closer at it - yup, an animal had definitely chewed on the corner of it.

      “Where did you get this?” Elora asked as Charissa flipped open the book to reveal pages as thin and fragile as butterfly wings.

      “Never you mind where I got it,” Charissa said before carefully turning the pages.  “Here, see this one?”

      Elora studied the spell Charissa pointed to. Someone had scrawled the letters across the page with a shaky hand, and the ink was splotched, smudged, and nearly worn away in some parts.

      “Holy shit, how old is this book?”  Elora asked.  “That looks like it was written with a quill for a pen.”

      “It’s ancient, so it probably was,” Charissa said.  “This spell will free Lilianna.”

      “Seriously?”  Elora leaned closer, reading the spell in her head.

      She turned the page, reading the spell on the next page.  It was a spell designed to trick a person into falling in love, and she stared at Charissa as anxiety thrummed in her veins.  “Is this a dark magic book?”

      “The WWC prohibits some of the spells,” Charissa hedged, “but the one you’re performing isn’t.  Not technically, anyway.”

      “What do you mean?”  Elora asked.

      “The less you know, the better,” Charissa said cryptically.  “Look, I believe this spell is your only chance to free Lilianna.  The longer she’s trapped as a crow, the harder it becomes to break the spell.  You know that.”

      Elora stared at the ancient spell book. She knew, which is why she’d spent so much time researching, studying, and casting different spells to free Lilianna.

      “The time to free her is almost over.  You can feel that, can you not?”  Charissa said as her aura shifted and shimmered around her.

      “Yes,” Elora said.

      “If you want to save her, then you need to do this spell.  The sooner, the better,” Charissa said.

      “Maybe you should do it,” Elora said as she read over the spell again. “My magic isn’t strong enough.”

      “It is,” Charissa said confidently.  “Besides, the spell will work best for you because you’re closest to Lilianna.  She loves you, Elora, and her feelings for you will affect the potency and strength of the spell.”

      Charissa was right, but it didn’t stop the shiver of disquiet down Elora’s back when she ran her finger over the words written, and her magic sparked to life.  It pulsed and throbbed, feeding off just the words on the page alone.

      “It’s a dangerous spell.”

      “It is,” Charissa said quietly.

      Elora pulled her hand back and closed the book before turning to stare at Lilianna.  The crow stared back unblinkingly, and Elora swallowed hard.  “I have to try.  She deserves to be free.”
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      Elora let herself into Cece’s big, ramshackle house. Cece and her mom and aunt had moved into the house shortly before Cece’s mother died when Cece was twelve.  Even though the house was rickety, dilapidated, and basically crumbling around her, Elora doubted she’d ever convince Cece to sell it.

      She grunted as she tried to close the front door.  It tended to stick and not latch properly, and Lilianna made a disconcerting, almost human-sounding laugh when Elora finally just slammed her body against it to close it.  She locked the door and left her bag and her shoes at the front door before wandering through the large foyer to the kitchen at the back of the house.

      It was empty, and she frowned, cocking her head and listening.  All she could hear was the rasp of Lilianna grooming her feathers as she clung to Elora’s shoulder.  “Where is everyone, Lilipad?”

      She could see her breath, and goosebumps had already formed on her skin. Heating the house cost a fortune, so Cece spent much of the winter wearing layers or, on particularly cold nights, sleeping on a mattress in the living room in front of the only working fireplace.

      Lilianna cawed softly before grooming Elora’s hair.  Elora returned to the foyer and started up the grand staircase.  She walked down the hallway, some of her unease dissipating when she saw the light coming from Cece’s bedroom.

      She stepped into the room, smiling when she was immediately thwacked in the face by the long tendrils of the spider plant on a wall shelf next to the door.  She paused for a minute, surveying Cece’s room.  She’d been in this room thousands of times but was always just the slightest bit gobsmacked by the sheer volume of plants.

      Various plants of all shapes and sizes sat on tall wooden shelves, short metal shelves, thick wall shelves, and the floor itself.  Each corner of the room held a wooden 5-tier plant stand, and plants loaded down each stand.

      A beautiful hexagonal wooden plant stand covered with plants stood in front of the only window, and so many vine plants were hanging from the ceiling that you could barely see the ceiling.  They grew lush and bold, and in a few years, they would hang so low that if Cece didn’t trim them, she’d be forced to push through the vines like a jungle explorer to get to her bed.

      The whole room smelled of rich, dark earth with a sweet floral scent beneath it.  While Cece preferred greenery over flowers, several of her plants produced flowers and provided a beautiful pop of colour against the greenery.

      It was a beautiful private garden that thrived and bloomed and grew despite the winter season and the coldness of the room.  Not that Elora was surprised - Cece was an apprentice green witch.  Always obsessed with plants, Cece had naturally been drawn to the power of nature, and as she’d studied and practiced her witchcraft over the last year, her magic had grown significantly the more she involved plants, flowers, herbs, and even stones.

      Elena trudged across the room to Cece’s bed.  Cece sat cross-legged on the bed in a hoodie and thick sweatpants, with fingerless gloves on her hands and a knitted cap covering her long blonde hair.  A book was on her lap, and with another soft caw, Lilianna flew off Elora’s shoulder.  She landed on the bed before Cece and strutted across the quilt.  She rubbed her beak along Cece’s fingers, and Cece stroked the midnight feathers on her chest.

      “Hello, Lilikins.”

      “What are you reading?”  Elora climbed under the quilt and snuggled up to Cece.

      Cece showed her the book cover. A Modern Guide to Witchcraft was written across the front in bold blue font, illustrated with flaming candles and roses dripping blood.

      “I’ve read that one,” Elora said.

      “It’s pretty good,” Cece said.  She flipped the book back to her spot, and Elora rested her chin on Cece’s shoulder, scanning the page.

      “Ooh, you’re reading about conduits.”

      “I think the idea of a conduit is terrible,” Cece said.

      “Why?”

      She shrugged, stroking Lilianna’s feathers as the bird hopped on her knee and studied her.  “A witch or a warlock finds a human who -”

      “Or paranormal,” Elora said.  “It doesn’t have to be a human.”

      Cece waved her off.  “Yeah, yeah, so they stumble onto this human or paranormal who’s a conduit for their magic, right?  Like, they touch them, and it somehow feeds their magic, which makes it stronger, yes?”

      “Yes,” Elora said.  “And the more intimate the touch between them, the stronger the magic becomes.”

      “Right,” Cece said.  “So, they discover that fucking this person makes them stronger, and what do they do?”

      “Fuck them more?”  Elora said.  “The extra power doesn’t last forever.  It’s like a battery.  Fucking the conduit charges the magic battery, but it slowly drains if you don’t keep fucking them.”

      Cece tapped her finger on the page.  “So, the conduit basically becomes a servant to them.  Forced to serve them sexually so they can increase their magic.”

      “The conduit feels an attraction to the witch or the warlock,” Elora said.  “They get a high off the magic that flows between them.  They want to stay with the witch, so it’s not really like a servant thing.  Didn’t you read that in the book?”

      “I did,” Cece said, “but the affection and the desire they feel for the witch or warlock is false.  The conduit only stays with the witch because of the magic and their addiction to it.  Would they be with that particular witch if they weren't a conduit?”

      “They might be,” Elora said.  “There are lots of reasons why people fall in love.”

      “But this isn’t love.  This is magic,” Cece said.  “I don’t see how it’s any different from giving someone a love potion.  You’re using your magic to make them fall in love with you.”

      Elora thought it over for a few minutes.  “I think the intent is what makes it different.  You give someone a love potion because you want to manipulate them into falling in love with you even if they don’t want to.  That’s a misuse of magic and just plain fucked up in general.  But a witch or a warlock aren’t deliberately using magic with their conduit.  It’s out of their control.”

      “But the witch does have a choice.  They could walk away from the conduit, give up that more powerful magic, and allow the conduit to live their life,” Cece said.  “But everything I’ve read says that once a witch finds their conduit, that’s it.  None of us are strong enough to resist the power we get from the conduit.  So, the conduit,” she made finger quotes, “belongs to them for the rest of their life.  And everyone says it’s all fine and good because the conduit is happy to fuck the witch for the taste of magic they get from it.  But what if that person was meant to be with someone else, and they just had the dumb luck to touch the witch they were a conduit for?”

      “You make a good point, but conduits are incredibly rare,” Elora said. “So, it’s not like there are a bunch of humans and paranormals out there attached to witches because they’re a conduit.”

      “I know,” Cece said.  “I don’t even know why I’m getting worked up about this.  Only blood witches have conduits, not apprentice witches.  It’s not like I’ll ever have to worry about it.”

      Elora bonked her head gently against Cece’s shoulder.  “Where are Kinsley and Maisey?”

      “I sent them home,” she said.

      Elora frowned.  “Cece, you shouldn’t be alone.  I only went to work today because I knew Kinsley and Maisey were with you.”

      “They need to pack for their Europe trip,” Cece said.  “They leave in two days, and even though they’re gone for a month, neither has even started packing.  I’m getting hives just thinking about their disorganization.”

      Elora laughed.  “They thrive on chaos, you know that.”

      “I do,” Cece said.  “How was work today?”

      “Fine.  Charissa gave me a spell book with a spell that she says will free Lilianna.”

      “Really?”  Cece stared at Lilianna.  “Do you believe it’ll work?”

      “It’s an ancient and powerful spell,” Elora said.  “So, maybe.”

      “I hope so.  I really want to meet her.  The real her.”

      “Me too,” Elora said.  “I hope human witch Lilianna doesn’t turn out to be a jerk.”

      “Crow Lilianna has her moments,” Cece said, “so maybe don’t hold your breath.”

      Elora laughed again.  “Good point.  When I walked into the potions store in Barton and saw Lilianna for the first time, she was trying to snap off any finger that even came close to her in her cage.”

      “I can’t blame her.  I wouldn’t want to be locked up in a cage,” Cece said.

      Elora reached out to smooth her fingers along Lilianna’s back.  The crow cawed softly and turned her head to groom Elora’s fingers.  “She was dying in that cage, Cece.  I spent nearly all my savings that day buying her from the store owner, but it was worth it.  I wish I could break the spell that has her trapped as a crow.”

      “You will,” Cece said confidently.  “You have the spell now.  Charissa says so, and she’s never wrong.”

      “True that,” Elora grinned.  She turned somber, studying Cece and the dark circles under her eyes.  “How was your day?”

      “Okay,” Cece said.  “Spoke with the lawyer about some of the estate stuff for Aunt Sybil.  Then I called Leonard at the greenhouse and said I’d return to work on Monday.”

      “Are you sure?  That’s pretty soon,” Elora said.

      “My vacation time is used up, and I can’t afford to take unpaid leave.  Besides, I have to do something,” Cece said.  “I can’t just sit at home and think about her.”

      Tears slid down Cece’s cheeks, and Elora put her arm around her shoulder, holding her tight as Cece swiped at the tears angrily.  “I’m tired of crying.”

      “I know, honey,” Elora said.

      “I miss her,” she said, her voice hitching.  “I miss her face and her voice, and I even miss how she used to cook that disgusting cabbage and meat thing every Sunday night.  It isn’t fair that she’s gone.  It isn’t fair that some stupid, meaningless car accident took away the only person who… who cared about me and loved me.  I’m all alone.  And I hate that our last conversation was a fight about magic.  I don’t know why she loathed me learning magic, and now I never will.”

      She was crying hard now, and Elora hugged her even more tightly.  “Oh, honey, you’re not alone.  Maisey, Kinsley, and I love you, and we’ll always be here for you, okay?”

      Cece nodded, resting her head on Elora’s shoulder.  “I know.  I’m just full of self-pity today.”  She made a hiccuping laugh.  “Kinsley and Maisey told me today that they would cancel their trip.  They’ve been planning and saving for the damn thing practically since we met them, and half the shit they’ve paid for is non-refundable, but they were just going to cancel it.”

      “Because they love you,” Elora said.

      “I told them I’d put a hex on both of them if they tried to cancel,” Cece said.

      Elora laughed.  “You would, too.  Look at you going to the dark side.”

      “They deserve to go on this trip,” Cece said.

      “Yeah, they do.  It’ll be fine.  You have me, and I won’t leave your side, I promise,” Elora said.

      “I appreciate that, but you have your own life to live as well,” Cece said.  “I’ve appreciated you staying with me more than I can ever say, but I think I’m ready to be here alone.”

      “Are you sure?”  Elora said.

      “I am.  Besides, the guest room bed is not comfortable.  Plus, the house is always freezing, and you don’t have the extra junk in your trunk like I do to keep warm.”

      “I’ll just bunk in here with you,” Elora said with a small grin.

      “You recite spells in your sleep,” Cece said.  “It’s weird, and it creeps me out.”

      “It’s not weird!”  Elora said.

      “It’s so damn weird.  Also, sometimes, when you recite them, I have tiny fireballs floating around the room.  They go out fairly quickly, but I’m afraid one might land on a plant and then,” she glanced around the room, “poof, this room goes up like a tinderbox.”

      Elora stared at her.  “I don’t!”

      “You do,” Cece said.

      “Well, that’s horrifying, and I’m sorry,” Elora said.

      Cece smiled faintly.  “It’s okay.  You know I love you, even if you conjure up tiny balls of fire in your sleep.”

      “Maybe that’s why the last guy I slept with looked so freaked out in the morning,” Elora said.  “Maybe I singed him with a fireball.”

      “Maybe,” Cece said.

      Elora studied Lilianna, who had flown to one of the plant shelves to use as a perch to nap on.  Her eyes were closed, and her body completely hid her legs and feet.

      “I guess it’s a good thing that Lilianna is such a cock blocker.  I’d feel terrible if I set one of my booty calls on fire,” Elora said.

      That got a soft giggle from Cece, who said, “I still can’t believe you haven’t had sex since you got Lilianna.  That’s two years, Elora.”

      “You know as well as I do that Lilianna freaks out if any guy other than Bren touches me.”

      “You could lock her in another room while you’re getting… intimate,” Cece said.

      “I tried that once,” Elora said glumly.  “Lilianna screamed so loudly that the neighbours thought I was murdering someone and called the cops.  They showed up just as I was about to get to the good stuff with Rajesh.”

      Cece laughed.  “Oh shit, I forgot about that.  Okay, well, you could leave her at home and have a booty call at the guy’s place.  Lilianna wouldn’t even know.”

      Lilianna’s eyes blinked open, and she immediately flew off her perch and landed in front of Cece.  She made four soft but menacing caws before pecking Cece’s leg through her sweatpants.

      “Ouch!  Lilianna, that hurt!” Cece said.

      “She would know,” Elora said.

      “I think you’re using Lilianna as an excuse for not being in a relationship because of what Doug did to you.”

      “I’m over Doug and his ‘I could never be with a witch more powerful than me.  It’s an insult to my manhood.  My balls will shrink and fall off, and I’ll never get my tiny dick to stand at attention again if I date someone whose magic is stronger than mine now’ pathetic whining.”

      “Oh my God, you never told me he said that,” Cece asked.

      “I’m paraphrasing.  Besides, you’re one to talk,” Elora said.  “When was the last time you got laid, Cecelia?”

      “We’re not talking about me.  We’re talking about you,” Cece said.

      “All I’m saying is that, unlike you, I have a good reason for not getting banged - Lilianna plucking out their eyeballs would be a real mood killer.”

      “Ugh,” Cece said.  “But I have a good reason, too.”

      “Thinking you need to lose forty pounds first is not a good reason,” Elora said.  “You’re hot with great tits and an ass that won’t quit.  Men love curves like yours.”

      “Darren stopped loving them,” Cece said.

      “Fuck Darren.  You were always too good for that guy.”

      “I’m not interested in being in a relationship right now,” Cece said.

      “I know that.  It’s why you’re on Tinder and not some love match dating app.  Which, by the way, you get plenty of interested men on Tinder who would happily bang you for an evening.  You need to start swiping right, girl.”

      “You know what happened the last time I swiped right, Elora,” Cece said with a shudder.  “Anyway, the point is, I think I’ll be okay staying here alone.”

      “I don’t feel good about this plan,” Elora said.

      “I need to try,” Cece said.  “You can’t put your life on hold for me forever.”

      Elora frowned, but before she could say anything else, Cece said, “Have you eaten dinner yet?”

      “No.”

      “Okay, let’s order some dinner and get caught up on The Amazing Race.  I swear if those two arrogant gorilla shifters don’t start communicating with each other instead of just freaking out and shifting every time they can’t complete a challenge, they’re gonna get kicked out.”

      “I still can’t believe they tore down that gazebo on the last episode.  I thought Phil was going to lose it on them.”

      “Me too.  Anyway, what do you think?  Pizza and bad behaving gorilla brothers?”  Cece asked.

      “I think that sounds like a brilliant idea, Miss Cecelia.”
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      “I can come over while you do the spell.”  Cece’s voice coming through Elora’s phone speaker sounded exhausted.

      “It’s all good.”  Elora continued to grind the flowers into the paste in the mortar.

      “I’m not sure it is a good idea for you to do the spell alone.  Not if it’s as powerful as you think,” Cece said.  “Someone needs to be there to put out the fire.”

      “Ha, ha,” Elora said.  “Look, honey, it was your first day back to work, and you’re exhausted.  The last thing you need is to be over here watching me fail yet again at breaking the curse on Lilianna.  Water your plants, have a hot bath, and watch The Office for the twentieth time, okay?”

      “Elora…”

      “It’ll be fine, honey.  I promise.  I’ll call you if it works.  I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” Cece said.

      Elora ended the call and finished grinding the flower into the paste.  She studied it critically before taking a deep breath.  “Here goes nothing.”

      She set the mortar on the altar and lit the three black candles, studying the spell book in the dim light.  “Okay, Lilianna, come here.”

      The crow flew from her perch atop the bookshelf and settled beside the burning candles on the altar.  Elora slipped into her robe and buttoned it before pulling her hair into a loose bun at the top of her head.

      “I think this is the one,” she said to Lilianna before reaching out and smoothing the crow’s midnight black feathers with her fingertips.  Lilianna rubbed her beak along her fingers, and Elora smiled before dipping her fingers into the stone mortar and scooping up some of the flower paste.  Lilianna cawed indignantly and backed away with wings flapping when Elora tried to smear the paste on her head.

      “Look, I get that you hate being dirty, but if you don’t let me do this, the spell won’t work,” Elora said.

      With a very human look of resignation, Lilianna took several steps forward, her talons clicking on the wooden altar.  Elora smeared the flower paste along Lilianna’s head and down her back as Lilianna made another soft caw of disgust.

      “Hang in there, Miss Prissy,” Elora said with a laugh, but the laugh sounded nervous and shrill even to her.  Lilianna cocked her head, staring quietly at her with her dark eyes.

      Elora sighed.  “Yeah, okay, I’m nervous.  This is a super old spell, and I’m not entirely certain it’s the right one.  I don’t want to turn you into something else by accident.”

      Lilianna made the rattling/clicking sound she did only when she and Elora were alone.  While she didn’t specifically know if this was true or not, Elora had always thought that the clicking was Lilianna’s way of trying to soothe Elora when she was upset.

      She wiped the paste from her fingers and stroked Lilianna’s sleek chest.  “This will work, sweetie.  I know it will.  Are you ready?”

      Lilianna cawed and nibbled at Elora’s fingers.  Taking another deep breath, Elora turned to the spell book and spoke the incantation.  As she recited the words, she could feel the intoxicating power building inside her.  Her pale cheeks flushed with colour, and she stared with wonderment at the blue light glowing from her hands.  The power grew stronger, an addictive rush that Elora could chase forever and never tire of.  Nothing felt as good to her as performing magic.

      She chanted the spell a second time and then a third time until the candle flames burned so brightly, she had to squint.  The blue light surrounding her hands pulsed and deepened, and an answering glow of blue emanated from the paste on Lilianna’s head and back.

      Lilianna stared into the candlelight, her dark eyes reflecting the flames.  Sweat dripping down her back and her whole body trembling, Elora shouted, “By my power, flame and flower, return her to her genuine form.”

      Blue light shot out from Elora’s hands and bathed Lilianna in its soft glow.  Lilianna cawed, the sound filled with pain.

      Elora winced but shouted again, “By my power, flame and flower, return her to her genuine form!”

      The magic surged within her.  Her heart rate shot up, and her hands shook wildly as her entire body flooded with the electrifying and oh-so-addictive magic that ran through her blood.

      “By my power, flame and flower, return her to her genuine form!”  Elora shrieked as Lilianna screamed, and the blue light surrounding her turned blinding.

      Lights exploded in Elora’s head, and pain instantly annihilated the power.  She screamed and grabbed at her skull, falling to her knees as the agony made her back bow and her teeth snap together with a hard click that she felt more than heard.

      The pain swelled in her head until she was sure she would die.  That her brain would simply turn to jelly and ooze out her ears.  She cried out when the brain-melting pain disappeared as quickly as it appeared, and she collapsed on the floor before the altar.

      She kept her eyes closed.  The only sound was her harsh panting and the faint rock music drifting through the ceiling from her neighbours upstairs.

      “Shit, that hurt,” she groaned, rubbing tentatively at her temple.  “I think I might have given myself brain damage.  At the very least, I …”

      She sat up straight, staring frantically at the altar.  “Lilikins!  Lilipad, are you… well, shit.”

      Still very much in her crow form, Lilianna sat on the altar, staring unblinkingly at her.

      “It didn’t work,” Elora said.  “I can’t believe it didn’t work.”

      Lilianna cawed softly as Elora crawled over to her.  She was at eye level with Lilianna, and she gave the crow a glum look.  “I’m so sorry, honey.  I really hoped this would do it.”

      Lilianna stretched forward and groomed Elora’s hair with her beak before spreading her wings and shaking her body.  Wet and sticky flower paste splatted Elora’s face, and she wrinkled her nose.  “I deserved that.”

      Dejected beyond belief, she blew out the candles and climbed to her feet.  Dizziness washed over her, and she grabbed the altar, steadying herself as she took a few deep breaths.  Lilianna landed on her shoulder, clicking softly at her, and Elora nodded.  “Yeah, I’m okay.  Just exhausted.  I’ve never felt the magic so strongly before.  I can’t believe the spell didn’t work.”

      She stared at the altar and then the ceiling.  “At least I didn’t singe the ceiling or set anything on fire this time, right?”

      Lilianna groomed her hair again, and Elora patted her sleek feathers.  “C’mon, Lilipad.  It’s late.  Let’s have a shower and go to bed.”
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      Elora was much too hot.  She shoved the quilt to her waist, but even the cool bedroom air didn’t help.  Lilianna was crowded against her back, and the bird was even warmer than usual.

      “Lilikins, move back,” she muttered, burrowing her head deeper into the pillow.

      Lilianna snored softly before flinging one arm over Elora’s waist and cupping her breast.  She elbowed the bird in the stomach.  “Lilianna, you’re too hot.  Are you trying to set me on…”

      Elora’s eyes popped open, and she stared at the big hand cupping her breast through her sleep shirt.  The fingers were long with short, blunt nails, and thick blue veins ran across the back of the hand.

      Her sleepiness evaporated, and she turned her head, the tendons in her neck creaking like an old barn door.  She stared at the man pressed up behind her in the bed.

      “What the fuck?” she whispered.

      She studied his face in confusion, her gaze traveling over his sharp cheekbones, broad nose, and square jaw.  Dark stubble covered his pale skin, and his narrow lips were relaxed in sleep.  His ink-coloured hair was thick and on the longish side, curling at the nape of his neck and around his ears.

      “I’m having a dream,” Elora said, her voice faint and full of shock.  “Time to wake up, Elora.”

      The man’s eyes blinked open.  He stared at her, his irises so dark, it was almost impossible to tell where they ended and his pupils began.  He smiled sleepily at her, revealing straight white teeth, before leaning forward and rubbing his nose along her hair.

      He froze, his eyes widening and his hand tightening on her breast.  He stared at Elora before releasing her and lifting his hand into the air.  He stared at it like he’d never seen a human hand before as Elora slid out of bed on legs that felt like rubber bands.

      She stumbled away as the man jumped out of bed and whooped loudly.  “Holy fuck, you did it!”

      She shrieked when he ran across the room and picked her up, hugging her tight and whirling her around until she pounded on his back.  He set her down and cupped her face, his eyes wide with delight.  “You did it!  You fucking did it, you beautiful, wonderful, amazing little witch!”

      He gave her a hard, smacking kiss before letting her go and dancing around her bedroom.  She backed away and reached for her ninth-grade spelling bee trophy on the bookshelf near the bathroom door.  She raised it over her head.  “Get out of my apartment, you naked dancing weirdo.”

      The man stopped dancing.  “Elora, it’s me.”

      Elora didn’t want to stare at his naked body.  She especially didn’t want to stare at his dick.  But it was kind of hard not to when he had the abs of a bodybuilder and the dick of a porn star.

      The man either didn’t notice or didn’t care that she was staring at his dick.  He put his hands up in an ‘I’m perfectly sane and not at all dangerous’ gesture and said, “Elora, it’s me.  Lilianna.”

      Shock washed over her in a tidal wave, and she sagged against the wall, her trembling legs no longer able to support her weight.  “Lilianna?”

      He nodded.  “Yes.  The spell worked, little Elora.  You’ve turned me back.”

      “I, but you… you’re a boy,” she said.

      He grinned.  “You noticed.”

      Her gaze dipped to his cock again, and when it visibly hardened, her cheeks went hot and scarlet.  “You’re supposed to be a witch.  A female witch.”

      “Surprise,” he said.

      She stared into those midnight dark eyes, feeling like she teetered at the edge of a deep chasm.  She opened her mouth and then closed it.  She opened it again, and he gave her an encouraging look.  “Are you okay, little witch?”

      She swallowed hard and said, “I showered with you.”
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      “Well, what do you think?”  The man who used to be a crow came out of her bedroom and did a little twirl with his arms held wide.

      He wore a pair of Cece’s pajamas that she’d left at Elora’s.  Cece was tall and curvy, but the pink cotton tank top still stopped halfway down his midriff, revealing those ridiculous abs and a highly distracting trail of dark hair below his belly button.  The matching cotton shorts clung to his thick thighs and his crotch as a rampant reminder that the guy was packing the biggest dick Elora had ever seen.

      “I don’t usually wear pink, but I think I can pull it off, yeah?”  he said.

      “I think you look ridiculous, but it’s better than you being naked,” she said.

      “Well, that’s hurtful, but I know you’re still in shock, so I’ll let it go,” he grinned.

      She backed away when he walked toward her, putting the wooden altar between her and him as he grabbed the top of the kitchen doorway and - holy fuck - did a few pull-ups.  She didn’t know what to stare at - the bulging biceps that lifted him effortlessly or his cotton-clad, absolutely perfect, tight ass.

      He dropped to the ground, and she blinked when he did ten push-ups before bouncing back to his feet.  He stared at his hands and then his feet with undisguised delight.  “Fuck, I’ve missed my fingers and toes.”

      Elora clung to the altar, still not entirely certain she wasn’t dreaming or hallucinating.  Maybe the spell she’d tried last night had fried her brain, and now she was in some weird coma.  That could be a possibility, right?

      Not that she wanted to be in a coma, but it was preferable to the alternative of realizing that not only had she been naked many, many times in front of the very hot man currently doing sit-ups in her living room, but she’d also shared with him her deepest fears and disappointments, and her silliest hopes and dreams.  Lilianna had been a good listener, and Elora had never once considered that she was sharing such intimate thoughts not with a fellow witch but a… a… muscled hottie of a man trapped in a crow’s body.

      “I’m in a coma,” she said in a low voice.  “Please, goddess, let me be in a coma.”

      “You’re not in a coma,” the man who used to be a crow said cheerfully as he jumped to his feet and walked over to her.  “This is real, little Elora.  You broke the spell.”

      “I broke the spell,” she said.

      “Fuck, yeah, you did,” he held his fist up, and she stared blankly at it before tapping it with her fist.

      She cleared her throat.  “Why didn’t you tell me you were a guy?”

      “How could I?” he asked.

      “I don’t know,” she said as hysteria made a home in her chest.  “You could have… have… tapped it out with your beak in Morse code.”

      He laughed loudly, his dark eyes flashing with amusement.  “Do you know Morse code, little witch?”

      “No, but that’s not the point,” she snapped.  “I thought you were a female!  The shop owner said you were a female!  She said you were a witch named Lilianna.”

      “She decided I was a trapped witch,” he said.  “She named me Lilianna.”

      Elora shoved her hands through her hair, the hysteria still thumping in time with the frantic beat of her heart.  “I can’t… this isn’t happening.  You can’t be a guy.”

      “I am,” he said with relentless cheerfulness.  “Do you need to see my dick again?”

      “Jesus, no,” she said as he reached for the waistband of the too-small shorts.  “Keep that thing put away.  I don’t want my damn eye poked out.”

      He laughed.  “I will admit it’s pretty big.”  He pulled the waistband out and stared at his junk.  “I’ve missed you most of all, big guy.”

      “Oh my God,” Elora said.  “Stop talking to your giant penis!”

      He let the waistband snap back against his stomach.  “I know this is a shock, but I’m still me, Elora.  I’m Lilianna.”

      “No, you’re not.  You’re… you’re some guy wearing my best friend’s pajamas talking to his penis while I have a very quiet panic attack,” she said.  “I don’t even know your real name.”

      “Jonah,” he said.  “I’m Jonah.”

      “Jonah,” she repeated.

      His nostrils flared, and for a moment, the cheery amusement disappeared to be replaced by a look of hot lust that did weird things to Elora’s insides.  She blinked, and the look was gone.  Jonah smiled at her.  “I’ve wanted to hear you call me by my real name for so long, little Elora.”

      “Right,” she said.

      They stared silently at each other before Jonah said.  “I’m starving.  Are you hungry?”

      “No,” she said.

      “I need to eat something - I’m going to make a sandwich.  Do you want one?”

      “No,” she repeated.

      “Okay.  I’ll be right back.”  He disappeared into the kitchen and she could hear him rattling around in there.  She clutched the altar and stared at the candles she’d used for the spell last night.  The spell book still sat on the altar, and there were small splatters of the flower paste she’d used on the gleaming wood.  She’d have to clean that off before her grandmother came home from the old country.  She hated if the altar was anything but sparkling clean.

      I think the bigger problem is the man formerly known as the crow Lilianna living in your apartment.  You think Helen won’t have something to say about that?

      Lilianna - Jonah - was still banging around in the kitchen.  He was humming a tune she didn’t know, and she stared at the spell book again as he stuck his head out the doorway, a mustard-covered knife in one big hand.  “You sure I can’t make you a sandwich, Elora?  It’s ham… your favourite.”

      “No, thank you,” she said.

      “All right.”  He winked at her and disappeared back into the kitchen.

      A key rattled in the lock before the front door opened, and Cece called, “Elora?  You okay?”

      Elora heard her hang up her jacket before she walked down the hallway to the living room.  Relief crossed her face when she saw Elora standing by the altar.  “Oh, thank God.  I’ve been texting you for the last forty-five minutes.  Why didn’t you answer?  I was afraid something had gone wrong with the spell you tried last night.”

      Elora stared silently at her as Cece dropped her bag on the couch.  “I can’t stay long - I have to be at work by ten, but I wanted to make sure you hadn’t burned down the apartment or…”

      She cocked her head, studying Elora.  “Honey?  What’s wrong?”

      “Cece,” Elora said.  “Cece, I…”

      “Cece!”

      Cece turned around at Jonah’s delighted shout.  He’d come out of the kitchen with a ham sandwich in one hand, and Cece shrieked in surprise when he charged toward her and threw his arm around her waist, lifting her and hugging her hard before kissing her forehead.

      She squirmed out of his grip and ran across the living room to join Elora behind the altar.  She grabbed Elora’s arm.  “What the hell?  Elora, you’re letting one of your hookups wear my damn pajamas?  And how does he know my name?”

      “He’s not a hookup,” Elora said.

      Cece glanced around the room.  “Where’s Lilianna?  Why isn’t she trying to pluck out this guy’s eyeballs?”

      Elora pointed to Jonah.  “He’s Lilianna.”

      Cece’s mouth dropped open, and she looked Jonah up and down.  “What the fuck?”

      “That’s what I said,” Elora said.

      Jonah waved at Cece and said, “Hey, girl,” before taking a big bite of his ham sandwich.

      He walked over to the large picture window and stared out of it, eating his sandwich in enormous bites and making small sounds of happiness as he chewed.  “This,” his voice was muffled, “is a fucking delicious sandwich.”

      “Elora,” Cece said, “who is that guy?”

      “He’s Lilianna,” Elora said.  “I broke the spell.  I didn’t think I had because it didn’t work right away.  When we went to bed last night, Lilianna was still Lilianna.  When we woke up, she was gone, and he was in my bed.”

      “How do you know it’s… he could be anyone, Elora.  He could have broken into your apartment, murdered Lilianna, and climbed into your bed.”  Cece picked up one of the thick candles from the altar and held it like a weapon.

      Jonah ate the last bite of his sandwich before walking toward them.  Cece raised the candle.  “Stay back.  And take off my pajamas!”

      “Do not take them off,” Elora said when Jonah reached for the shorts.

      “Cece, it’s me,” Jonah said in a quiet, placating voice.  He inched closer, raising his hands in another ‘I’m harmless’ gesture.’  “I would never hurt you or Elora.  You know that.”

      “I don’t know you,” Cece spat at him.  “Elora, call 9-1-1.”

      “A month ago, you had a Tinder date,” Jonah said.  “You met him at his place for a ‘hit it and quit it’ situation, only you quit it before you could hit it and came to Elora’s apartment where you got super drunk and then told us the reason you bailed was because the guy called you mommy while you were making out and asked you to pee on him.”

      Cece made a strangled sound of surprise as Jonah drifted closer.  “You’re an apprentice green witch, you’re addicted to fuzzy peach candy, and two weeks ago, your aunt died in a car accident.”

      The cheerful look dropped from his face, and he gently took the candle from Cece’s hand.  “I’m sorry about your aunt, sweetheart.  I know how much you loved her.”

      “Holy fuck,” Cece whispered.  “You’re Lilianna.”

      “I am,” he said.  “It’s nice to finally meet you officially, Cecelia.”
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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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