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        ARES

      

      

      A sharp set of fangs pierced Ares' shoulder. He roared, grabbed the rogue by his jaws, and pried them apart until they snapped. Then ripped the rogue's throat out.

      Another rogue took the first's place, but Ares shoved his fist through the wolf's chest and yanked his heart out.

      "Ares!"

      He turned as a rogue slammed a chair on Apollo's head. Ares jumped over his brother and flung the rogue across the room.

      "No one kills my brother but me," he roared.

      Apollo bled profusely from several places, and his skin turned ashy. Another rogue raced at Ares, but Ares caught him by the throat and ripped his head clean off. Blood sprayed over Ares and rained down on Apollo.

      He scanned the room for River and caught the hem of her pink gown as Titan disappeared with her into the hallway.

      All around, Alphas and Betas battled rogues. Mates hurried from the room, but several had already been taken down.

      There were too many rogues. They were outnumbered at least five to one.

      Ares' gut clenched. He had no idea Titan had collected so many.

      Apollo dragged himself next to Ares. "What the hell are you doing? Where is she?"

      Ares pointed.

      "What the fuck are you waiting for?"

      Ares looked at his glassy-eyed brother, who could not even sit up.

      Less poison coursed through Ares' veins, slowing and weakening him. It wouldn't be long before he himself lost consciousness. He couldn't imagine how Apollo wasn't already blacked out and convulsing.

      Ares' vision clouded as he inspected Apollo. No. He was not going to lose them both. Apollo may be an asshole. But he was Ares' asshole.

      Suddenly, shots rang out as Theo took down three more rogues. More men rushed into the room. Bloodied and ripped apart, both his and Apollo's men tore into the room like a tidal wave. They cut their way to the front of the room, taking out rogues as they went. Theo and Santiago grabbed Ares.

      "We need to get you out of here."

      Ares shook his head. "We need to save as many Alphas and mates as we can. And to keep as many rogues alive as possible."

      Santiago scanned the melee. "Where's your Princess?"

      "Titan."

      A rogue rushed them, but Santiago pulled the trigger, and the wolf dropped.

      Lachlan limped forward. "You're hurt."

      "Not for long." Ares leaned on Theo and took a deep breath before digging a talon into a bullet wound and yanking the metal free. He did the same with the second bullet in his knee. Damn. That one was going to take time to heal.

      With the bullets free, his wolf roared and clawed to be let out. Ares wasn't sure taking out the bullets would be enough, but he had to try. He'd heal faster in Lycan form.

      "Silas, Thomas, pull Apollo out now! Santiago, Theo, and the rest of you save the Alphas," Ares called. "Don't kill all the traitors. I want answers. I am going after my mate."

      "I should go with you," said Santiago.

      "No." Ares stripped off his shirt. "I need you to take charge here. This is something I need to do myself."

      "But what if-"

      "You have Apollo. So make sure he lives."

      Santiago wanted to say more, but Ares growled. He didn't have time for this.

      "Go! I order you." A ripple pulsed through Ares, and his Alpha command could not be ignored.

      Santiago burst from his suit, fur sprouting all over his body as he leapt onto the floor.

      Ares shifted and raced for the door.

      "Find her!" Apollo's words echoed down the hallway as he headed for the front entrance.

      He had a single goal. Find River and rip Titan apart in the process.
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        A Week Later

      

      

      
        
        TITAN

      

      

      Titan strode down the stairs to the basement holding a tray of food. With each step, he moved closer to the door that held his mate, the more conflicted he became. Before he'd met her, it had been simple. Gather the rogues. Plan an attack. Take the throne. However, things had become infinitely more complicated.

      Mine. Not theirs. Mine.

      Titan fought his wolf with everything he had. His wolf had done this. Had ruined everything. It was because of his wolf that River rejected and hated him. He wouldn't let that happen again.

      Titan approached the door, and the rogue outside bowed.

      "Austin."

      "Highness."

      "Has she asked for anything?"

      Austin shook his head. "She hasn't made a sound."

      Titan sighed and nodded. It had been the same answer from every rogue who had stood guard over the last week. Titan wasn't sure how much longer he could take the silence.

      Austin handed him the key to the door.

      Titan balanced the tray in one hand and unlocked the door with the other. He pushed the door inward and waited.

      She curled up on the floor in the same place she had been every time he'd come to check on her in the last seven days. If he hadn't heard her heart beating, he would have thought she was dead.

      His wolf growled and sniffed the air, even though River's scent had been muted by the blockers he supplied in her water. No change.

      Titan crossed to the table in the corner and set the tray down.

      He waited. Her breathing was even but not deep. She was awake and aware of his presence.

      Her refusal to acknowledge him had his wolf growling louder.

      Shut it.

      Titan swallowed and drew in a breath, forcing himself to relax. The room swam with the scents of unwashed clothing and stale air. At least the scents of the twins were mostly faded from her, leaving her scent of cherries and vanilla behind. That was a relief. It had been obvious she'd been with both of them before he'd taken her, and that alone had him wanting to kill his half-brothers. But he'd promised her he wouldn't, so he hadn't. He still wasn't sure if the rogues had though.

      After five minutes, he crouched down next to her. "I assure you the bed is more than comfortable, but if it isn't to your liking, tell me what you want and I'll buy a different one."

      She kept her eyes shut, but her heartbeat kicked up.

      He reached out to brush her hair from her eyes. "River-"

      She caught his hand and shoved it away without looking at him.

      His wolf snarled.

      "You haven't eaten."

      Silence.

      He fought to keep his voice even. "Surely you would be more comfortable if you showered and put on some clean clothes."

      "I would be more comfortable at home with my mates." They were the first words she'd spoken since being taken, and they slapped him so hard he almost fell over.

      "You are home. I am your mate."

      Her eyes flew open, and she bared her teeth. "I will never, ever, be your mate."

      "You already are."

      "You took from me what was never yours to take. That doesn't make me your mate."

      "And I have apologized for that. It was-" What? Weakness? Desperation? Desire that had made him do what he did? How could he tell her that?

      She eyed him intently.

      He stood. "You should shower and eat. I have a surprise for you."

      He turned and walked toward the door.

      "I don't want a surprise."

      His anger rose, and he swiped a vase of flowers from a dresser to the floor. "Why? Why can't you give me a chance?"

      She leapt to her feet and rushed him. "Why didn't you give me one? A chance to find out for myself if you were to be my mate."

      Her fierceness enflamed him. He wanted to touch her. To feel that passion for himself. He almost couldn't bear the fact that Ares and Apollo had felt what should have been his.

      She stared at him. He opened and closed his mouth. His gut clenched.

      His wolf growled and paced.

      "I… wish more than anything I had," he whispered before he could stop himself.

      His wolf growled. Weak.

      Her gaze flickered with something he couldn't read, and his chest tightened. It was the same look she'd given him right before she'd rejected him, and again right after she'd kissed him to save Ares and Apollo.

      He reached for her, but her palm slammed into him.

      "Don't touch me." Her eyes went Omega golden but only for a second, probably because of the suppressant he was feeding her.

      When she did that, it was the only time his wolf backed down. Truly backed down. He couldn't explain what happened to him when she looked at him like that, except to say that he wanted to comply. Wanted to give in to her. Wanted to please her.

      "I have a surprise. I'll be back in a few hours. Shower. Eat."

      "Is the surprise a police escort home?"

      Titan's gut squeezed. "No."

      "Is it a cellphone so I can call my mates to bring me home?"

      Titan growled, and his wolf snarled. "This is your home."

      "No," she said. "It's your home. It'll never be my home."

      "Well then, if you are so set on going back, when I take the throne, we'll move back."

      Her upper lip curled, and the fire in her eyes made a shiver run through him.

      "Take the throne, don't take the throne, I don't care. All I care about is getting back to my family."

      Titan clenched his fists as a string of curse words flew through his mind. He wanted to make her submit. Force her to her knees and have her obey him. But he couldn't, not with River. She would never do that. He needed to show her that their connection was real, not force her into it.

      Without a word, Titan strode from the room.

      He leaned on it and gulped down a breath. He'd never known pain like he had since finding and then being rejected by River. And every word she spoke was a further rejection. He wasn't sure how much more he could take.

      Watching from afar for four and a half agonizing years. Seeing but never touching. Never tasting. Never having her with him. It had been what had started his desire to gather the rogues. To unite them under his rule. To have something to offer her. To give her. To make her want to stay.

      Then Ares had found her, and Titan's heart had shattered all over again. She'd shown Ares her work. Had gone with him to his hotel. Had smiled and dressed up to go to the Opera with him.

      Things she should have done with him. Not Ares. Him.

      And then Apollo…

      "How did it go?"

      Titan's head whipped up. Vanessa watched him from the stairwell.

      Titan growled and locked River's door before he strode up the stairs past her.

      "What do you want?"

      She shrugged. "Honestly? I want to know what it is about her that has all you Wolvenguard boys so happy and mushy. She doesn't seem to be anything special. If anything, I think she's rather-"

      Titan pinned Vanessa to the wall by the throat.

      His wolf sneered, and Titan's nails lengthened.

      "If you want to keep breathing, I suggest you not finish that sentence."

      Fear flashed in Vanessa's eyes, and then she smiled. "I simply meant to suggest that you seem to deserve a mate… better suited to your needs and status."

      She went to touch him, but he swatted her hand away.

      "She is everything I want as well as need, and as such, she is very much of my status. I am the first-born son of the Lycan king, and she is an Omega. Together we were meant to rule."

      "She doesn't want you."

      "Not yet. But given time, she will forget about Ares and Apollo and the bond that I began will supersede anything she feels for them."

      "She rejected you-"

      "I will make her accept me. Now tell me, why did you come to find me? I told you to stay out of this area. Surely it can't be because of petty jealousy alone. You can't be that stupid."

      Something crossed her face that told him it was jealousy that had sent her.

      She rolled her eyes. "I came to tell you that the last of the rogues has returned."

      "Last?"

      "Yes. He says the others are… not likely to come back."

      Titan growled. "Where is he?"

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        RIVER

      

      

      River waited until the door shut and then sagged against the footboard of the bed and clutched her stomach. The food Titan brought made it roil for the millionth time. Man, sometimes she hated her shifter's super sense of smell. And being pregnant has made them even more acute.

      He wanted her to eat. She scoffed. Hell, she wanted her to eat, but her body had other ideas. It had been having those other ideas the entire week. Luckily, Titan hadn't spent more than a few minutes with her at a time, so he'd only noticed that she hadn't eaten much. Not that she wasn't eating at all.

      She'd taken small pieces of the food and flushed them down the toilet every day. She drank the ice water he brought, but even water was something her body had decided it no longer liked. Not that she could blame it. She had hated drinking water before getting pregnant. Still, she at least had to stay hydrated at the very least. She had wondered if she'd become dehydrated, if he would take her to a real hospital, but she doubted it. He probably had someone he'd call to give her an IV. She didn't want to take the chance.

      She pressed her hand to her belly. A slight bulge in the front and an inch or so of widening in her waist were the only signs- aside from the constant vomiting, of course.

      When her stomach calmed and the room stopped spinning, she sat on the bed. The bed didn't make a sound as she smooshed onto it. It took only a second, and then she sank into the foam mattress. It cocooned every curve until she felt as though she floated weightlessly. Her body involuntarily relaxed, and she sighed. She allowed herself to breathe and for the mattress to hug every inch of her. For the first time in a week, everything floated away, and she just lay in complete silence, pushing all thoughts from her mind. No fear for her unborn baby. No sadness from missing her mates. No calculating how she would escape. Nothing, just… nothing.

      Minutes drifted by, and she found herself falling asleep until her wolf grumbled, bringing everything back to the forefront of her mind.

      Thanks a lot.

      Her wolf whined.

      Her wolf was right, though. River couldn't afford to let her guard down. Not for a single minute.

      She reluctantly sat up and prodded the mattress. She loved it more than any bed she'd ever slept in. Too bad it had been a gift from Titan. If she'd had scissors, she'd cut it up inch by inch and left it in a pile for him. She'd have cut up or destroyed everything in the room if she'd had the energy.

      The first moment she'd awakened in the room had completely confused her. It was a replica of her loft at her studio in New York. She'd thought everything she'd been through was a dream, but then she'd smelled him. And it had all come flooding back.

      New York. Ares. Apollo. The mating ceremony. Titan shooting both of them. The rogues. So many rogues. She'd had no idea there were so many out there.

      She looked at the tray of food longingly and noticed a red can peeking out from behind a glass of ice.

      Soda!

      River got to her feet and hurried to the table. She snatched up the can and ripped the top open. She poured it over the ice and chugged it. For a moment, she wasn't sure her stomach would agree with her decision, but when nothing happened, she poured the rest of the soda in the glass and chugged it as well.

      The taste was sweeter than she remembered; she hadn't gone without at least a soda a day for so long it tasted different somehow.

      She tossed the can in the trash and looked over the plate. Chips, a sandwich, fruit, and chocolate. A variety, as usual, but the array only seemed to punch her in the gut harder. It reminded her of the basket lunch Apollo had brought her, and of the meal she and Ares and Apollo had shared on her bed after her heat.

      Those moments felt a lifetime ago, and her heart ached. Her wolf remained unusually quiet. She had been that way since River had awakened. She assumed that Titan had put her on blockers. If she figured it out how, though, she sure as hell was going to stop that.

      In the almost two months she'd been off the blockers, she'd come to realize how much of a comfort her wolf was to her. Now she felt more alone than she had before she'd met her wolf.

      The smell of the food soured in River's nostrils, and she turned away, but stopped and looked at the plate again… the food.

      She hadn't taken a pill or been given a shot since arriving. So, the only way they could have been feeding her controlled doses of blockers was through her food.

      Did that mean if she didn't eat long enough, the blockers would wear off? If so… how long could she go without eating and not harm her baby?

      River threw her hands into her hair and screamed.

      Stupid Titan! Why? Why was he doing this? She'd rejected him. Why was he so determined to have her? To get back at Ares and Apollo? Because he wanted the throne? Or something else? She couldn't decide.

      She'd expected Titan to demand she agree to mate him the moment she'd woken up on the first night. She'd expected him to demand a lot of things, actually, but he hadn't. In truth, he'd not spent any time with her since her kidnapping.

      She knew he wanted her; she'd seen it in his eyes, but there was something else there as well, something she couldn't put her finger on. An expectation of something, though she had no clue what.

      River got up more easily from the bed since her body had some sugar in it. She looked down at the clothes she'd woken up in a week prior. Her shredded mating dress lay in a crumpled heap in the corner; she could only assume Titan had ripped it up. But more than that, it bothered her to think he had seen her naked and had redressed her.

      She looked over at the destroyed dress, and a pang of sadness flowed through her. It had been their mother's dress. She could only imagine what Ares and Apollo were going through.

      She swallowed hard- if they were even still alive.

      Apollo. Her beloved Apollo. The last time she'd seen him, he was only semi-conscious. So many injuries and bullets. And Ares. He'd been shot at least twice with the poison-laced bullets.

      A tear leaked from her eye, and she breathed deep. No. She wasn't going there again. They were alive. Apollo was alive. She knew it. Mainly because if he weren't, she would know that so much more… wouldn't she? Wouldn't her wolf?

      Apollo's gentle smile and warm eyes flooded her mind, and she whined. She couldn't lose him. She couldn't. Not her gentle protector.

      The ribbons connecting her wolf to theirs were still intact. Would they be if her mates were dead? Or would they snap like the one that she'd broken with Titan? Or thought she'd broken with him…

      The red ribbon from Titan wove tighter than ever.

      She swiped the tears from her eyes. Why couldn't she have an extraordinary power like in books? Telepathy or something to tell them where she was?

      She shook her head. She had to be strong. She couldn't let herself fall apart. Not for them. Not for her. Not for their child.

      She brushed her fingers through her hair and caught a whiff of herself. Blech!

      She hated to admit it, but Titan was right; she needed to shower and burn her clothes.

      And then… she needed a plan.
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        APOLLO

      

      

      "Where's my daughter?"

      Shouting woke Apollo, and he blinked several times, trying to orient himself. A beeping sound sounded next to him, and he recognized the hospital equipment.

      He sighed. Still in the safe house. How many days had it been?

      His wolf whined as he sniffed the air.

      Still no River.

      He sat up and groaned as pain shot through him. The wolfsbane mixed with silver bullets had done more damage than he'd thought they would.

      He remembered very little after being shot and Titan taking River. He vaguely remembered Silas and Thomas picking him up. Ares had been shot as well as Cherry. And someone else… someone- Bennett.

      His wolf whined. Titan had killed Bennett.

      His best friend had sacrificed his life to protect Apollo and River. He hadn't expected that to ever happen. Yes, Bennett had put his life on the line every day for Apollo, but Apollo had never felt like he was in danger until that night. That moment. And now, Bennett was gone.

      It was like losing his parents all over again. His gut squeezed tight, causing more pain than it should.

      "I don't care! I'm leaving. If you assholes can't find her, then I'm gonna have to do it myself!"

      He rubbed his face. Sounded like Cherry was finally awake. Good. He did not want to have to tell River her mother had died. Somehow, he thought that would be worse than telling Cherry River died.

      He threw his legs over the side of the bed and stood. His legs wobbled and his head spun, but he forced himself to stay on his feet.

      The monitors went crazy, and Apollo pulled the wires off his torso and fingers.

      "Sweetheart, they're looking." Strider's calm voice floated through the door.

      "These buffoons couldn't find their asses to scratch them," Cherry retorted.

      "Cherry-" Tension laced Ares' voice.

      Apollo shuffled to the door and opened it. Cherry stood so close to Ares, he was surprised that Santiago hadn't stepped between them.

      Cherry shoved Ares, but he didn't move. "Get out of the way."

      "You need to go back to bed," Ares replied.

      "Screw bed. I need my daughter back!" She pushed him again, but stumbled. Strider steadied her, but she pushed him off.

      "Cherry-" Ares tried again.

      "Love, you need to get back in bed. You just woke up. You need-"

      She shook her head at Strider. "I should have kept them safe. I should have done more. I need to do more. I can't lie around while… who knows what is happening to my daughter."

      "Cherry," Apollo finally said, making every eye turn his direction. "Please. You and I both know that if we let anything happen to you, River will murder us all when she returns."

      Cherry stared at him for a moment, and then dropped to her knees, heaving with sobs. Strider knelt beside her.

      Steps cracked up the staircase, and Zeke and Bianca came into view holding bags of food. Bianca took one look at Cherry and dropped her bags.

      "Mom!" Bianca ran to her and wrapped her arms around Cherry. "You're awake," Bianca cried. "You're awake."

      Bianca clung to her, and Cherry patted Bianca on the back. "Okay, Baby girl. Okay."

      Bianca let go. "We haven't found her yet. We have been looking in shifts day and night. Everyone. Me. Zeke. Ares. Apollo's guys. Even the Alphas who stayed have been searching for her."

      "We have to find them. We have to."

      "We will, Love." Strider lifted her into his arms, and she wrapped her arms around his neck.

      In that moment, Apollo's arms ached to hold River. To smell her. Taste her. Feel her and know that she was okay, that she was safe.

      "He won't harm her," Apollo assured them. "He wants her for himself. He won't get that if he hurts her. He saw what she did last time. He won't make that same mistake."

      Cherry looked so small in Strider's arms. "You don't know that. You don't know what he'll do when…" She trailed off.

      "When what?" Ares asked.

      Cherry shook her head and pressed her lips together. "Find her. You need to find her. Fast."

      Strider turned and carried Cherry back into the room she'd been in. As Apollo watched them go, he got the feeling there was something Cherry wasn't telling them. However, there was no way she would tell him until she was ready. He just hoped it didn't cost them anything in finding River.

      "Hey." Ares walked to him. "Get your ass back in bed, too."

      "How long has it been?"

      Ares chewed his lips. "A week."

      A week? They hadn't found her in a week? Apollo opened his mouth to say something, but seeing the look on Ares' face, he changed his mind. Ares' cheeks were sunken in, as were his eyes. First time that Apollo had seen in over five years, he wasn't wearing a suit. Instead, he wore a T-shirt and slacks.

      "I'll get back in bed if you tell me what's been happening."

      Ares nodded and followed Apollo into his room. Apollo sat on his bed, waiting. Ares shut the door and dropped into a chair across from him. He sat forward and hung his head in his hands.

      "Are there any tracks?"

      Ares shook his head but didn't look up. "Nothing. It's like they disappeared. They could be anywhere."

      Apollo's wolf paced, and the longer he was conscious, the worse his wolf reacted. He wanted to be let out. To find her himself. To save her from the man who had murdered his parents and bring her home to safety. Damn rogues from the woods. He should have kept them alive longer. Forced them to give up Titan. He should have tracked Titan down and killed him that night. Then none of this would have happened. River would be at home with him and Ares.

      "Stop."

      Apollo looked up.

      "It won't help," said Ares. "I've been doing the same thing for the last week. What if I'd tracked the rogues and Titan when we were in New York? What if I'd done this? What if I'd done that? Trust me, it doesn't help. We have to think of now. What can we do now?"

      "Kill him." Apollo surprised himself at his total lack of hesitation.

      "That's the plan, Brother. But first, we need to find him."

      "What about rogues? Find them. Question them. Whatever it takes."

      "Done that. Every Alpha has provided a list of all their rogues and their last known locations. They've been using all their resources to track them down, but most have gone underground."

      "Or sided with Titan."

      “Maybe.”

      Apollo’s stomach growled.

      Ares stood. "I'll get you some food."

      Apollo shook his head. "Don't bother. I can't eat when my wolf is this wound up."

      Ares snorted. "Tell me about it. It's taking everything inside me to keep him from running through Montreal and tearing everyone to shreds."

      "There has to be something. Some way…" Apollo looked at Ares. "Wait. You said there was no trail beyond the gates."

      "Yeah. Nothing. I should have at least been able to smell her going one direction or the other."

      "Come to think of it, I don't remember smelling any of them. I smelled blood, and the Alphas and their mates, but not the rogues.

      "And not Titan either."

      Apollo thought for a second. "Right before Titan took her, after he…"

      "Forced her to kiss him."

      Apollo's wolf snarled. "Yeah. That. And after that, someone approached her from the side. A woman, I think."

      Ares thought. "Wearing a cloak."

      Apollo nodded. "And a moment or so later, River passed out."

      "She must have been given something."

      "An injection?"

      "What if that injection didn't just have a sedative in it? What if it was a blocker? Like the ones the rogues were using in the woods. What if they are all on blockers?"

      "It would make sense why there was no scent. Nothing."

      "Nothing. That's the exact word River used. She said they didn't smell like anything, they smelled like nothing."

      Ares nodded. "That's why there was no trace of her. But why do that if they were getting in cars to take off anyway? Eventually her scent would have faded."

      "Maybe," Apollo mused. "Or maybe it's because she isn't as far away as we think."

      "You mean they didn't leave town."

      Apollo shrugged. "It would explain why he gave her a blocker. And how he kept tabs on us in the woods."

      "But why stay close? Why not take her halfway around the world where we would never find them?"

      "That is the question, isn't it? It could be that this is about more than just River. If he can prove to the Alphas that he's stronger than us. That he can attack us in our own home. And that he has an army of rogues at his disposal…"

      Ares' eyes went black. "He wants the crown."

      Apollo hated to admit it, but it was very well possible.

      Ares growled and, without warning, turned and punched a hole in the wall. Several sets of rushed footsteps made their way up the stairs and down the hallway. The door flew open, and the men looked at each other.

      Apollo waited as a shift rippled through Ares, and he turned to Apollo, fangs lengthened, talons thick and dark.

      "I don't give a shit about the crown. If he wants it, he can have it. Or you can have it. All I want is her. Nothing else matters."

      Apollo's chest squeezed, and he nodded. "Then we agree. We will do whatever it takes to get her back."

      "Including burning the whole damn nation to the ground."

      "How many did we lose to the rogues?"

      Ares shook his head. "Too many. Ten Alphas and six Lunas."

      Sixteen people. Sixteen people under their protection had died at the hands of Titan and his rogues.

      Ares and Apollo stared at each other for a long moment, and for the first time in his life, Apollo knew what it meant to be a twin. For the first time, they had a common goal. They were united. The idea burned inside Apollo. Titan was truly in trouble.

      "We will make sure they are avenged," said Apollo. "But first, we need to talk to Cherry."

      Ares' brow wrinkled. "Why?"

      "We need to find out where she got those blockers for River. If we can find out where Titan gets the blockers, we can follow the trail."

      Ares nodded. "Thank you."

      Apollo blinked twice. "What?"

      "Thank you."

      Apollo had never heard the words from his brother before, and he was tempted to ask Ares to say them a third time just to make sure he heard right.

      "For the first time in a week, I feel like I'm not completely helpless." Ares' eyes held genuine gratitude.

      Damn. If Ares didn't stop being so nice to him, he might begin to like his twin.

      What the hell would that be like?
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        TITAN

      

      

      Titan took the stairs out of the basement two at a time and headed to the first floor behind Vanessa. Inside the kitchen, he locked the door behind himself before heading down the hall. Half a dozen rogues sat at the expansive kitchen table, eating. Another dozen ate in the dining room. He nodded to them as he passed, and they bowed their heads. In the living room, other rogues assembled guns and categorized their most recent shipment of weapons, preparing them for distribution. He didn't like the people he had to deal with to procure the weapons. Scum, all of them, but he couldn't deny that the money he received for the merchandise was more than enough to keep his plans rolling forward. In a couple more years, he'd have as much money as the twins, maybe more.

      Titan strode past the rogues, scrutinizing their work as he went. His wolf relished the aroma of fear and respected that wafted off them, but Titan couldn't care less. He didn't want their fear or their respect. He only wanted two things. The crown, and River. Nothing else mattered. Not anymore. Before River, he'd wanted to make a new world for them. Gather them all together and bring them out of the shadows- now he couldn't care less about them. They were a means to an end and nothing more. And when he took the crown, he would be the king, and they would be the army he used to keep all the others in line. Nothing more.

      As he reached for the door handle to his study, Vanessa stopped and flirted with one of the newer guys. Vanessa had come to him desperate and begging for help a month ago. But within a week, she'd started acting like the lady of the manor- something he would not tolerate. And now that River was with him, he needed to figure out a way to get her out, especially after her most recent stunt. He'd had a fling with her about six or seven years prior, but had thought nothing of it because so had most Lycans. But somehow, with age had come desperation. A desperation he recognized. The same desperation his mother had shown when his father had found his fated mate, and she knew she would be sent away.

      Titan's gut twisted, and he shook his head at the memory of his mother. Now was not the time for memories. He had to talk to the most recent returning rogue and find out what was going on with Ares and Apollo.

      Titan opened the door. Vince lay on his leather couch, appearing to be already dead. His Beta turned from the window.

      "Kane."

      Kane nodded. "Brother."

      Kane had been the first rogue Titan met after his father had sent him and his mother away. He'd found Kane when his mom had taken him to the park. Kane was a good ten years older than Titan, and his Alpha had kicked him out because Kane had been the fated mate of one of the Alpha's daughters. With no remaining family in the pack and no rank, the Alpha had forced his daughter to reject Kane and kicked him out.

      With nowhere to go and no family or pack, Titan's mom had taken Kane in and adopted him. From that day forward, Kane never left Titan's side. Several of Titan's men had similarly come to him. Titan's mom had spread the word that her home was open to any werewolf or Lycan who had no pack. By the time she'd died, ten of them had formed their own pack, and over a dozen more called them family at one point or another before moving on to find their way in the world.

      But all of that had changed when Titan had found River. Every one of his adopted brothers had come back, and many of them brought friends or mates. Now, Titan took care of fifty-plus rogues across Montreal. That didn't even include the hundred more he had searching the world for more like them.

      His father may have disowned him, but at least the substantial payout he'd paid his mom off with had allowed Titan to help rogues and start several businesses under the table. One of which was gun running.

      "Vince?" Titan walked to the couch and touched his friend's arm.

      Vince sucked in a shuddered breath and groaned as he opened his one remaining eye.

      "What can I get you?" Titan asked.

      Vince shook his head. "Nothing, Highness. I'll be fine."

      The bruises that marred Vince's face looked like he'd gone ten rounds with Conor McGregor. His arm was out of its socket, and he had a compound fracture of the leg. That didn't even count the cuts, scrapes, and burns that covered his body.

      Titan's wolf snapped his jaws.

      "Who did this?" Titan growled.

      He shook his head. "Ares' and Apollo's men."

      "What about Ares and Apollo?"

      Again, he shook his head. "Maybe… I don't remember all of it."

      Titan nodded. "How did you get back?"

      Vince sucked in a breath.

      Titan patted his arm. "It doesn't matter. You rest. We'll talk tomorrow." He turned to Kane. "Get Doc. Then take Vince to his old bedroom."

      "That's Vanessa's room now," said Kane.

      Titan snorted. "No. It's not. It's Vince's. Move her into the guest house. Or she can pick one of the other houses. I don't care, move her out of his room."

      Kane stared at Titan. "She won't like that."

      "Do you think I give a shit what she likes?"

      Kane shook his head. "I simply meant that her loyalties switch as quickly as her bed partners."

      "One more reason to move her out of here."

      "What if she goes back to Ares and tells him where we are?"

      "She won't. She can't. She helped us. She's the one who got us on the grounds. And she's the one who knocked River out. Ares would decapitate her before she got out a word. We are her last choice, and she knows it."

      "I still suggest we tread carefully."

      "I tread carefully with no one but my mate. Put her in the guest house. Tell her it's so she can have the whole place to herself. It's a gift."

      Kane nodded, but didn't move.

      "What?"

      Kane clenched his jaw several times before speaking. "I don't understand why we don't attack them now when they're weak. Take the estate. Take the throne."

      "I need her to accept me first."

      "What if she won't?"

      "She will."

      Kane shook his head. "We've worked too hard to throw it all away over a girl who doesn't even want you."

      "I worked this hard for her. She is the reason I did all this, you know that."

      Kane growled. "She isn't the reason we started this. Why your mother started this."

      "She is now."

      "She's not worth it. You should cut her loose. Attack the twins. Take the crown."

      Titan bit his tongue. They'd had this conversation so many times over the last four years it irritated Titan like a thousand bug bites. Titan understood that the need for revenge powered Kane. It was why Kane had stuck by Titan. Supported Titan. Did… everything he did. But Titan didn't only want revenge anymore. He wanted what he was owed as the firstborn of the Lycan King. His crown and his Omega. But not necessarily in that order.

      "I don't want the crown if I can't have her."

      Kane shook his head. "This obsession with that female is going to get you killed. Going to get all of us killed."

      "You can't tell me that if you had a choice to go back and get Alyssa from her father and mate her today, that you wouldn't do it."

      The look on Kane's face told Titan he'd hit a nerve. Kane hadn't talked about Alyssa in over five years. But Kane still wanted her. And he wanted her father dead for kicking him out and making her reject him.

      Without a word, Kane stormed out of the room.

      Titan's gut twisted. Kane was the truest brother he'd ever had. Kane had been pivotal in Titan's planning of taking the throne. He'd been essential in getting the rogues organized. Without Kane, he was nothing. At the same time, Kane had to understand that River was no whim. Wasn't an obsession, or a weakness. She was everything.
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      River's stomach roiled as footsteps stomped down the stairs toward her door again. She'd had it with Titan coming and going from her room at will.

      She squeezed her eyes shut and blew out a breath, trying to calm her wolf. The longer she was awake and away from Ares and Apollo, the more feral her wolf became- even if she couldn't do anything about it because of the drugs. It was only a matter of time before her wolf tried to get out and attack Titan, even if she couldn't fully transform. But that wasn't her primary concern. Her biggest concern was keeping Titan from finding out about her baby. And the constant nausea didn't help.

      Her wolf whimpered.

      A lock clicked on the door, and metal scraped against metal before another lock undid itself.

      She clenched her jaw and gripped the blanket covering her. She hated that she'd given in to lying in the bed Titan had provided her, but her hips could not take the cement any longer.

      The door creaked open and then closed again. She breathed as evenly as possible, but when bile rose in her throat and she had to swallow it down, there was no hiding the fact that she wasn't sleeping.

      "You haven't eaten," Titan said.

      She tried, oh, she had tried.

      "You need to eat, my Luna, otherwise you'll end up sick."

      She didn't reply, but her wolf snarled at being called 'his Luna'.

      Not his. Never his.

      Titan sighed, and the chair at the table scraped against the floor.

      "At least you bathed. That must make you feel somewhat better."

      Again, she stayed silent.

      "River, you can't stay in here and sleep your life away."

      "Says who?"

      "Me."

      She opened her eyes and glared at him as her wolf growled. "You have no say over what I do."

      "I do. I am your mate. Your Alpha and I say you need to eat and get used to your new home."

      Her gaze flickered Omega golden, but she couldn't hold it. "First, I don't have to do shit. Second, you are not my mate or my Alpha, so I refer back to my first statement. Third, even if you were either of those things to me, I still don't have to do shit, I'm an Omega."

      His eyes went Alpha gold, but she refused to look away. She didn't know how long they both fought for control before his eyes went black and then golden again.

      Finally, he looked away.

      Her wolf chuffed. Weak male.

      "I'm thirsty," she said.

      He got to his feet like an obedient pup. "What would you like?"

      The eager expression on his face told her she'd made a mistake. To wolves, providing for someone was a sign of affection and respect. She didn't want him to take it that way, but if she didn't at least put something in her body, she was pretty sure she'd pass out.

      "Cola. A twenty-four pack."

      He chuckled but stopped. "You're serious."

      "You should know about my love of soda, you've watched me long enough."

      His smile fell.

      "Also, if you are going to keep me in here, I want a refrigerator. Warm soda is gross."

      "I had hoped that you'd join me in my rooms."

      She blinked. "Are you serious?"

      "Of course."

      She barked out a laugh. "Let me understand this. You attack me, bite me without consent, and I reject you. Then, four years later, you attack me again, as well as one of my fated mates. Two weeks later, your men attack me, shoot, and almost kill me. And then at my mating ceremony with Apollo and Ares, you try to murder not only my fated mates but also my mother and father, my Alpha, and all the other people there. You kidnap me, and you seriously think I am going to wake up from being kidnapped and fall into your arms? Are you insane or stupid?"

      He growled. "Those Alphas got what they deserved."

      "They deserved to die? And what about their mates? They deserved to die as well?"

      "Yes," he snapped. "My pack, my brothers and sisters upstairs, are rogues because of those Alphas. Unjustly kicked out under the pretext of being too old and still unmated. Do you think that's insane or stupid? A lot of them weren't even kicked out because of age; they were kicked out because they threatened the secure little lives those Alphas had made for themselves. Because they were deemed not worthy to be in their packs, or because they ended up being the fated mate of someone that the Alpha disapproved of. So you tell me, did they deserve it? Did those Alphas deserve to see what they had done to good Lycans and shifters who were tossed out of their packs and families? Of everything they'd ever known? Thrown away like trash, never to be acknowledged again?"

      Titan's eyes had gone completely black, and his nails and fangs had lengthened. Rage shook his frame.

      River didn't know how to answer. She'd always thought that how Alphas exiled wolves for age or no good reason was wrong. But did they and their Lunas deserve to die for it? Lunas didn't even have a say about who was exiled.

      The more she peered at him, the more she wondered if he was using the rogues as an excuse to enact his revenge on the ones he deemed responsible for his own exile. Apollo and Ares. But they hadn't been the ones to send him away; their father had. In a blink, Titan's nails and fangs retracted. He took a breath and said, "A refrigerator stocked with soda. Is there anything else?"

      She cocked an eyebrow. "Do you really want me to answer that?"

      "I suppose not." Without another word, he opened the door.

      A memory sprang to the forefront. "Actually, I do have other things I need."

      His grip tightened on the doorknob.

      "Candy."

      He looked over his shoulder at her. "Candy."

      She cocked an eyebrow at him, and he nodded.

      "Any special requests?"

      "Peppermint patties. Lots of them. And those mint pillow things. Butter mints."

      "Anything not mint?"

      If she didn't say something else, he might become suspicious. "Gourmet chocolates. Expensive ones. Toffee and caramels. And bags of red licorice."

      "Maybe I should kidnap Willy Wonka."

      "I wouldn't put it past you."

      He growled and told someone on the other side to make a list before the door slammed behind him.

      She'd almost blown it by asking for all the mint candies. But she needed them in hopes that the mint might help settle her nausea. Back in her pack, the Luna had used a lot of herbs she grew or found to help people out. And she remembered the Luna bringing her some mint tea when she had the flu once. Besides, if the food was where he was putting the blockers, she had to eat, even a mouthful was better than just soda.

      River looked at the door and wondered who was out there and if it was Vanessa.

      Her wolf roared.

      If River got her talons on Vanessa, that bitch was dead. It had taken her several days to remember everything that had happened when she'd been taken, and when she had remembered, it had been Vanessa who had stuck her with the syringe. She'd decided that if she ever saw the bitch again, Vanessa was as good as dead.

      

      An hour later, River's door opened again, and a man walked in backward carrying a significant black something. He turned sideways, and Titan entered carrying the other end. A refrigerator.

      They walked toward the kitchenette, and the man she didn't recognize dropped his end.

      "I'll put this in place and hook it in," he said.

      Titan nodded and headed out of the room. The man shimmied the fridge toward the wall and plugged it in. Then he stripped off the plastic and label from it. He opened it and stuck his hand inside before closing it again and tossing the wrap in the trash can.

      He turned and looked at her. Large and fair-skinned with light brown eyes and a nose that looked like it had been broken at least once. His right cheek sported a long scar that ran from his forehead down through his eye and cheek to his chin and throat.

      Damn! Who had he pissed off?

      "Who are you?" she asked.

      "No one."

      Her wolf growled.

      "Okay, No One. You can leave now."

      His lip curled, and his eyes narrowed. "I'm not one of your servants, Princess."

      "No, I just don't like you in my space."

      He snorted. "So this is your space now?"

      "Until I leave."

      He shook his head.

      "What?"

      "I never thought my little brother would fall for a girl like you."

      Little brother? A girl like her?

      "What the hell does that mean?" she growled.

      "Haughty. High maintenance. A pampered princess. Basically, you."

      Was he joking? She dug her nails into the blanket as they lengthened, and her wolf tried to rise to her feet unsuccessfully.

      He snorted. "Just like you're looking at me right now. You see me as scum."

      Anger swirled inside her, and she narrowed her eyes. "All I see is an asshole."

      "See, scum."

      "Scum is someone you think you're better than. Being an asshole is a personality defect. I don't think I'm better than you, but I do think you are an asshole. That's on you, not me."

      He snarled. "You don't belong here."

      She gave him a mocking smile. "Agreed. How about you walk me out?"

      He opened his mouth to say something, but the door opened again, and Titan sauntered in holding twenty-four packs of soda and several plastic bags. He looked at the man and then at River, and growled.

      "Leave."

      The man inclined his head and shot River a sideways glare before stalking out.

      Titan took the soda to the fridge and stuck it inside. He paused for a moment and then turned to her.

      "What did he say to you?"

      "Who is he?"

      Titan blew out a breath. "Kane."

      "He said he is your brother."

      "He's as much my brother as Bianca is your sister."

      River snapped at the mention of her sister. "You stay the hell away from her."

      "I will as long as she doesn't get in my way."

      River leapt off the bed in an instant. She glowered at him, her Omega gaze going golden. She fought with everything she had to keep her stare golden and on her feet at the same time, but it wouldn't last long.

      "You touch one hair on my sister, and you won't have to worry about Apollo and Ares, I'll rip your guts out myself."

      She leveled her gaze on him until he turned from her and dropped the bags on the counter.

      "I won't touch your sister."

      "Swear that no one will touch my sister."

      He let out a small laugh. "Don't trust me?"

      "Not a single ounce. Swear it."

      He turned, and his lips drew into a thin line, and then he licked them and crossed his arms. "Fine. I swear no harm will come to your little sister."

      "From you or anyone else."

      "I can't promise that."

      She bared her teeth even though she couldn't produce her fangs. Hell, she'd rip him apart with her human teeth if she had to. Every muscle tensed, ready to attack.

      "I promise I, nor any of my pack, will harm her."

      Her wolf tried to stand, but couldn't because of whatever cocktail of drugs Titan was giving her.

      "Now I want you to do something for me," he said.

      "No."

      He ground his teeth together. "I want to show you why I'm doing what I'm doing."

      "You already told me why."

      "Yes, but I want you to see why."

      River had no interest in anything Titan wanted, but showing her meant that she would at least leave the room. Maybe see the house and the grounds. Perhaps she'd discover something that would tell her where she was. Or a flaw in their security, she could exploit. She couldn't keep sitting around doing nothing to help herself and her baby.

      "On one condition."

      He chuckled. "That's not how this works, sweetheart. I already gave you something."

      She cocked an eyebrow at him.

      He sighed. "What do you want now?"

      "I want to know who is alive and who's dead."

      His eyebrows drew together. "What?"

      "From the attack. I want to know who is alive and who is dead."

      "How would I know that?"

      She shrugged and walked to the bed. "You get me that information, the real information, and not made-up crap, and I'll go with you. That is, if my mom, stepdad, and sister are okay." She wanted to include Ares and Apollo, but didn't want to push him too far. Besides, she'd said she wanted to know everyone who had died, so she assumed he would tell her about them anyway.

      His jaw worked hard, and then he nodded. "All right."

      He headed toward the door.

      "And," she said.

      "Yes?" Irritation laced his voice, though he kept his face impassive.

      "I want a television."

      "Fair enough."

      He headed toward the door.

      "One more thing."

      He didn't turn.

      "I need clothes. Sweats, lounge suits, underwear, socks, pajamas, comfortable stuff."

      "What size?"

      "Medium, large. I'm not picky. But nothing cheap or scratchy."

      She hoped he got more mediums than larges. She didn't know if a large would even stay on her body, but the bigger the clothes, the better. The more she could hide her changing figure, the safer.

      "Wow. I had no idea the twins could spoil you so badly in such a short amount of time."

      "You can always send me back."

      He looked as if he might say something, but instead turned and left. The door locked, and she waited before going to the fridge, ripping open the cardboard packaging, and grabbing a cola. She sank to the floor and chugged it. The soda burned as it slid down to her stomach. She burped and then curled in a ball, allowing the semi-cool air from the fridge to wash over her as she battled to keep the liquid down. It tried to make a reappearance several times, but she managed to prevent it from resurfacing.

      Finally, her stomach settled, and her wolf sighed and laid down to rest. River stayed there for several more minutes before getting to her knees, grabbing another can of soda, kicking the door shut, and crawling to the bed.

      She hauled herself up on it and melted into the foam. The interaction with Titan swam in her mind.

      One thing was certain. If he came back with that list and her mom's name, or Strider's or Bianca's, Apollo's, or Ares' names were on it, she would disembowel Titan. She didn't know how, but she would- even if it killed her in the process.
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      Cherry gave Ares the information for the man who made River's suppression pills. Apollo had tried to insist on going with Ares to interrogate the man, but Ares refused. His brother still wasn't at full strength after having so much silver and wolfsbane pumped into him, and Ares was going to need Apollo at full strength for the battle to come. It surprised Ares how worried he'd been about his twin over the last week. So much had changed in so little time. But he couldn't focus on everything at the moment because thoughts of finding River consumed him.

      Besides, Apollo had work in Montreal. Calls to Alphas. Condolences given, and support secured. All the kinds of diplomatic stuff that Apollo was brilliant at, like their mother had been. Ares was the hammer, Apollo was the glove, always had been. Only now did Ares realize what an asset that could be, and would need to be in the future. Titan hadn't gotten all those rogues to help him by sheer force. Somehow, he'd gotten them with finesse. Finesse that Ares mostly lacked, amongst other things.

      As Ares' wolf's mournful whine pierced through him, it wasn't merely a sound, but a visceral ache. An echo of loss reverberating through his very soul. The wolf's raw, primal sorrow clawed at Ares' heart with an unrelenting ferocity. His breath caught as if the weight of the grief had physically struck him. His hand pressed against his breastbone, as though it could somehow ease the hollow ache spreading there. But no amount of pressure could muffle the truth that raged within him.

      The weight of their failure to protect her bore down on him. The memory of her cries haunted him. Her voice, desperate and tinged with pain, had been a dagger to his soul. Ares clenched his fists, his nails biting into the armrests of his seat. He still saw her face in those final moments before she was ripped away from them: wide eyes filled with terror, reaching for him, trusting him to save her.

      But he hadn't.

      His wolf growled low and guttural inside him, a sound drenched in self-loathing and fury. We should have done more. Ares' fists clenched. He hadn't just failed her; he had failed them all.

      Guarding her had been their sole purpose, yet they had faltered in that crucial moment. Every fiber of his being had been attuned to her presence since the day they bonded, her laughter like sunlight breaking through storm clouds, her touch grounding him when the world spiraled out of control. She was everything, not just to him but to the wolf that shared his soul. And now, emptiness took root where she should have been.

      How could he safeguard his entire species when he couldn't even ensure the safety of his beloved mate? The thought sank like he'd swallowed a granite slab, cold and unrelenting. He let out a shuddering exhale, running a hand through his hair as if trying to pull himself together.

      His mind flashed back to the elders' words during their last gathering. "You are our strongest warrior, Ares, the one who will lead us into a new era." The memory felt like mockery, a cruel joke. What kind of leader couldn't even protect his mate?

      A mournful whine escaped his lips, not from his wolf but from somewhere deeper.

      Ares opened his eyes, their usual stormy gray now tinged with an eerie golden glow as the wolf's presence surged to the surface. His breathing steadied as determination replaced despair.

      "I'll find you," he vowed, trying to access the bond they shared, the white ribbon that connected them even across impossible distances. "I'll bring you back, or die trying."

      The stewardess walked up next to him and took his empty whiskey glass. "We will be landing in thirty minutes, Mr. Wolvenguard."

      Ares nodded without looking up.

      "I've been told your car is already waiting to take you where you need to go."

      Ares glanced out the window above the midwestern US. He'd only ever been to Chicago a few times, but he'd never once been to Indianapolis. The man he was looking for didn't know Ares was coming, and that was just fine. He didn't want the guy refusing to meet with him, or worse, running.

      How he had not known about a suppressor chemist before now, he had no idea. Probably because Lycans never used suppressors. There was no point. But in that moment, Ares realized there were a lot of things he probably didn't know about the world he'd grown up in, especially when it came to shifters. And that could not continue, particularly if Titan was gathering an army of them.

      As soon as he had River back, he was going to need to meet with all the shifter Alphas. Every single one. And if they didn't come, they'd be removed. There were going to be changes made. And more than that, there was going to be a lot more involvement with the ruling of shifters as well as keeping an eye on what was going on in their entire kingdom, not just with the Lycans.
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      River scanned the list for the fifth time to make sure she didn't recognize any more than one of the names. Bennett. They'd killed Bennett. And as much as her heart ached from the knowledge, a part of her was relieved her family's names weren't on there. As well as Ares and Apollo.

      "Satisfied?" Titan asked from where he lounged casually against the door. His blond hair hung down, covering one bright blue eye, and his T-shirt pulled tight over muscles she would usually admire on any other man. Hell, before Ares and Apollo, she might have even had a one-night stand with him, but good looks were deceiving. Especially his.

      "Why would I be satisfied knowing so many people were murdered for no reason?"

      His jaw tightened. "There was a damn good reason."

      She snorted. "Right, so you could take me."

      "To send a message."

      "What message, you're all murderers?"

      Her wolf bristled. Don't Like.

      Titan growled. "To tell the Alphas and my little half-brothers that we mean business. We won't be ignored anymore, and we won't be mistreated."

      "And you had to murder to do that?"
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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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