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        WICKED HEAT

        Book Two

      

        

      
        My past refuses to stay buried, so why am I deadset on digging things up?

      

      

      
        
        I didn’t ask to be different. I’m no-one’s victim, and I damned well am not going to be someone’s sacrificial lamb. My boys need me now more than ever. And I’m going to fight for them, before they lose themselves trying to help me. But shit happens, and the kick in the teeth is that the guys who are slowly claiming my heart have gained themselves a spot on Hell’s waiting list because of me.

      

        

      
        An ancient darkness is coming, threatening the world, stealing my power. I’ll do anything to protect innocents... Even if it means sacrificing myself.
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      “Wish I could say this incantation won’t sting.” I smiled brightly, though the gesture was anything but genuine. My plan was to put the men in front of me at ease, yet by their grim expressions—all hooded eyes and tight lips—I couldn’t say it worked. Who could blame them when I’d gotten Ryder, Dean, and Asher possessed by spirits along with myself? Add to that, the demon inside of me had taken control of them. The kick in the teeth was that when the demons had taken over our bodies, we had watched in our minds as they’d attacked patrons at the Howling Wolf bar. Yet we hadn’t been able to hear a thing or tap into the demons’ thoughts. So we knew very little at this point. Oh, and did I mention that a big-ass Loa demon was coming to claim me and use the three guys as sacrifices? Yep, to say we were fucked was the understatement of the year.

      “We got this.” Ryder winked my way, then glanced around the table in the Howling Wolf bar. In the past week, I’d made amends with my ex, Ryder, gotten close with Dean, a detective, who had my stomach fluttering in his presence. Asher remained a stranger, but I wanted to get to know him. To understand the man who worried about his lost sister, know how he ticked if we were to become a solid union and defeat evil.

      Hell, that sounded ridiculous, like a cliché TV show.

      “We’re buckled up and ready to ride this rollercoaster into Hell.” Ryder’s mouth curled upward, brimming with sincerity, making me feel like scum. As a lion shifter, Ryder rarely did anything half-heartedly. That came down to his loyalty. Me… I harbored a dark secret that wore on my mind. None of the men knew the Loa hunting me was planning on sacrificing them. I had no intention of telling them because I was determined to get them out of harm’s way. No matter the consequences.

      Ryder’s hand reached across the table and took mine, squeezing ever-so-lightly. “We’re in this together.”

      That right there was the problem. If only I were in danger, sure, I’d face the apocalypse, but to have casualties because of me… hell no. My knees bounced under the table. Rage rattled through me, gripping my heart, jabbing it with a dagger.

      “Are you joining the incantation, Knox?” Dean’s Aussie accent always had me smiling. Damn, he sounded like sex. He knocked back a shot of straight whiskey, slamming the glass on to the table, shaking himself and reaching for the bottle. “Sure would have preferred beer.”

      Nothing like numbing the nerves before dealing with a spirit.

      “Yeah, I’m in. Better to be safe than sorry,” Knox responded.

      I didn’t believe he was possessed. He’d assisted us in defeating the spirits, so he stayed to help us out.

      I met his intense gaze. He’d been my closest friend since our first introduction in a foster home when we’d both been teens. We’d bonded at once, ran away, and lived on the streets together for a while. So we understood hardship better than anyone. We’d stolen food for each other, Knox had gotten beaten up trying to protect me, and I’d gained myself a criminal record to cover for him stealing jewelry.

      The candle on our table flickered, tossing shadows across his face. Thick brows crowned his pale-green eyes, swimming in softness and worry. His nose sat at a slight angle from having it broken too often in fights. Not quite what you’d expect from a priest-in-training in the seminarian stage of his theology studies at the local church. But ever since he’d almost died from a drug overdose, he’d found God. Now, the man I’d fantasized about was so far out of my reach, he might as well have lived on Mars.

      While the three drank, Knox sat quietly, his hands in his pockets, his overgrown dark Mohawk pushed over one side of his head, reaching his jawline. It revealed his undercut. The tribal ink on his neck from his gang days slid beneath the collar of his black buttoned-up shirt. Lingering eyes were on me, studying me. What was he thinking? How horrific the night had gone? What a freak I was? Did he regret kissing me back at his place? I’d waited for so long to have him finally make a move, but I had panicked and bolted because I didn’t want to be the reason he broke his vows to the church. Then this demon shit had happened.

      He gave me a slight nod, his attention falling to my bottle of rum.

      “All right,” I started, pulling down on the mini skirt that rode up my to my ass because the demon who took me over earlier decided I should dress like a sex worker. “Let’s get this revelation ceremony done.” I hoped to discover anything about the Loa orchestrating the target on my back. To know why the fuck it was coming after me would help. If he had hired the spirits inside us, magic would have bound them together. Revelation casts were straightforward and all about revealing secrets. Once we had the details, we could come up with a plan to take him down. Though I somehow doubted it would be that easy.

      “I’m ready.” Ryder cracked his interlaced fingers, his smirk contagious. All of the guys, in fact, stared at me without judgment, easing my jumping nerves.

      I took the neck of the bottle and poured rum into an empty glass. Asher had brought me a thick candle from the bar’s storage room along with a small wooden bowl of olive oil. Similar ones filled with mixed nuts decorated the other tables. I dipped my fingers in the lubricant and dressed the white candle as I closed my eyes. White represented protection, purification, and truth, suiting our ritual perfectly. Starting in the middle of the candle, I spread the oil halfway up the top, then the bottom and base, concentration in my mind on discovering the truth of what lay inside Asher, Dean, and Ryder. I ran my fingers across the slick surface. The whole idea of the oil was to allow the ritual to be more powerful and attuned to my intent. I didn’t have essential oils, but olive oil would work just as well, even if it was missing the scent.

      A tingle of energy echoed across my hands, telling me the preparation was complete. I practiced magic, though I wasn’t devoted to any specific religion because I still had no clue what the fuck I was, let alone who. Long story, but after the recent possessions, my ability to manifest fire came at a single thought, no concentration, nothing. So that was new. Before it would take deep intensity.

      Once I opened my eyes, all the men wore a strange expression. They stared at my fingers clasped around the candle, glistening and slippery. Only when I looked down at the way I gripped the rod-like shape did it hit me why they gawked as if I were handling their dicks.

      “Get your heads out of the gutter. Geez.” I set the candle on the ground near my chair so it didn’t get tainted from the next part.

      Asher cleared his throat. “Never seen anyone rub a candle that way before.”

      I laughed at how fast their minds shifted from danger to sex, though it intrigued me to have all four react the same way. If I waved the candle in the air, would all of them follow my hand like those funny cat videos?

      Dean shifted in his seat as if unable to get comfortable, scratching his jawline. On cue, Ryder slid his hand down between his legs to adjust himself. Knox held it together, but the twitch at the corners on this mouth told me he was just as bad as the others, getting off on me stroking an inanimate object.

      I shook my head. “You four need to get laid—badly.”

      “Is that an invitation?” Ryder jumped at the chance, grinning devilishly. No one else seemed to protest but waited for my response, as if this were a legit question. Sure, I found myself attracted to all four. My thoughts had even drifted to having all of them in my life at once, but hey, a girl can dream.

      I huffed. “Let’s focus on this for now.”

      “Gotcha,” Ryder said. “We’ll pick this back up later.”

      I nudged him in the shin with my boot. He waggled his eyebrows in response.

      With my glass brimming with rum in hand, I explained, “Don’t freak, but I need you to concentrate on the white light surrounding you, keeping you protected.” I shivered. This could go wrong, drawing out their evil spirits again. But last time they only came out when the monster inside me called to them. This incantation was about tapping into them, not me, so I prayed that it kept their spirits at bay. Sure, it was a gamble, but sitting back and doing nothing wouldn’t work. The answer lay within all of us.

      Dean cocked an eyebrow.

      “You don’t want to get this into your eyes,” I said. “It’ll definitely sting.”

      “That’s supposed to make us feel better.” Dean eyed my rum.

      “It’ll be fine,” Ryder said. “Just be cool.”

      He gained a frown from both Dean and Knox.

      “Okay, let’s do this.” Before they got into an argument over petty crap.

      All four men shut their eyes. My gut churned with unease.

      I filled my lungs and called to air, wind, water, and earth for protection, to seal us in a binding circle.

      “This shield is my ability to keep us protected, to keep out harm, keep dark entities away.” Digging deep, I focused on drawing the energies from the universe toward me, melding their power with mine. A magic I didn’t understand lay in my bones—the only way I could explain why I called forward spirits. The same ability let me tap into the universe’s source. Add to that the healing potency of saliva, sealing the power, and my prayer. This had to work.

      When a tingle jolted up my spine, I raised the glass to my mouth and whispered, “Protect these men. Keep the evil at bay. Reveal who controls them.”

      A spark hummed over my skin. Something stirred in my mind, a darkness I couldn’t quite reach. I tilted back my head, pouring the shot into my mouth, its heat burning my tongue, my cheeks. Without hesitation, I spat out the rum through my clenched teeth, spraying the four men’s faces and necks.

      They flinched from the sudden splashing, but none opened their eyes or complained, so hooray for them. Rum lined my mouth, tasting sweet and sharp. In haste, I wiped my hands down my skirt, cleaning them of oil, I picked up the candle from the floor. At a click of my fingers, flames flickered to life on my fingertips. I lit the wick, well aware my fire hurt demons but not normal humans. Shaking the fire on my hand away, I demanded, “I command you to show me who your master is.”

      At first nothing. My skin rippled with the jitters. No one moved, including Knox, also caught in the ritual. A blueish wisp of smoke curled upward from my candle. On my next exhale, my breath fluttered out with a similar hue, spreading outward like fog, curling around each of their heads. A chill slithered up my spine.

      Silence. The men didn’t move. No twitching or sighing. The last remnants of rum trailed down their faces.

      An eeriness engulfed us. It was too quiet.

      There was movement around Knox. His aura appeared in the form of a glorious sunlight pulsing from him as if it might strike out should anything touch him. As suspected, he remained pure and clean of demonic infestation. That left me at ease because having infected three of them was bad enough without drawing Knox into the chaos.

      Dean’s eyes shot open to round discs, and I jumped in my seat. Black and swollen. Ink-like tears fell from the edges, running down along either side of his nose and around the corners of his mouth. No reaction from Dean. But why was he weeping? Was the master who controlled the entities heartbroken? Had he lost someone and was that why he now came for me? Maybe I had unknowingly hurt someone close to him.

      Ryder raised both hands cupped together and shook them as if they were maracas. With eyes remaining shut, he opened his hands and two dice materialized out of thin air. They hit the table, landing at once with two snake eyes facing upward. I swallowed the thickness in my throat… bad luck! He picked up the dice and repeated the gesture while Dean kept crying black goo.

      A rustling echoed around us as if I were in the woods. I stilled and waited. A single brown leaf fell in front of Asher. Then more cascaded over his head. I glanced up at the dark ceiling, almost expecting to find a tree. The leaves kept falling around him, piling up on his shoulders, in his lap. What did the leaves mean? A changing season? The symbolism for something dying, maybe being reborn?

      But something moved behind Asher’s head. A shadow… Wait, what is that? I squinted and leaned forward for a better look, but the leaves fell faster, harder, obscuring my view.

      Excitement pumped through my veins. This might be the answer we needed.

      “Show yourself,” I insisted, my breath racing toward Asher like greedy fingers. “I command you.”

      A growl rumbled around us, loud enough to shake the floorboards beneath my feet. I gasped, holding myself steady.

      “Come forward, coward!” I hissed.

      The whole room trembled, groaning, creaking. Framed photos dropped off the walls. Overhead, the light bulb on a string swung wildly. Yep, all for show, but I was ready despite the dread coiling tight in my gut.

      My palms tingled, fire sparking alight. A rush of power snapped through the room, my hair shifting on my nape.

      Suddenly, a skeleton face with long fangs jutted out from behind Asher’s shoulder. Its gaping mouth opened, sharp incisors catapulting toward my face.

      Terror shackled me as paralyzing pain spread through me.

      I screamed, scrambling backward, throwing out my fiery hands in defense. My chair didn’t budge under me. Instead, the momentum sent me tumbling backward, me still in my seat. My legs slammed into the underside of the table. The damn thing came with me, its feet screeching as it dragged along the wooden floor. The candle fell over, and the table’s surface caught on fire as the flame found the rum.

      I hit the floor with my back, palms outward, expecting an attack. But it never came. The earlier energy on my skin flatlined, and now only the fiery heat nipped at my flesh.

      Groans and footfalls escaped as the men jumped away from the table devoured in flames.

      I scrambled up, my head whirring.

      “I’ve got the extinguisher,” Asher called out. Knox and Ryder pulled the chairs away to ensure nothing else got burned.

      Dean was at my side, hauling me away from the inferno while Asher extinguished the mess as the fire alarm went off. Something clicked overhead and sprinklers sprayed water on everything in sight, including us.

      “Hell!” I mumbled, still unable to clear my head. It had happened so fast that only now reality struck me as I trembled.

      The fire went out. Now we all stood bewildered, getting wetter, confusion bleeding across their expressions.

      “What the fuck happened?” Asher roared.
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      “Are you all right?” Dean draped his arm around my shoulders, his words tender, his towering size a shield offering me protection. He’d wiped his black tears away, but streaks lined his eyes as if he wore makeup. More of the goo was caught in the crevices around his nose.

      In his presence, I drowned under his bright blue eyes, set against the blond hair framing his rugged face. His fingers dug into my flesh with just enough force to tell me he had no intention of letting me go. Shoot me, but damn, I loved that. Along with the way his wet T-shirt clung to his sculptured chest, the curve of his pecs, his ribbed stomach. Despite the incantation that had ended out of control, now a different kind of fire flared within me.

      “I’m not hurt. Just spooked.” I pulled the towel around me tighter, and tugged down my skin-tight skirt, glancing over at Asher waving off the firefighters who had checked the bar and confirmed it was deemed safe. Even if everything was wet. I had almost burned down his bar, and my chest pinged at how he must be feeling now. Knowing he could have lost his business.

      Ryder emerged from behind the bar, drying his hair with a towel, the thin layer of water on the ground splashing under his footfalls.

      The entrance opened and Knox entered, carrying five paper coffee cups in a cardboard tray he’d bought from a nearby convenience store.

      All three of us sat in a curved booth we’d wiped dry. Knox set down the drinks and snuggled up against me, his hot hand on my bare thigh, warmth leaping through me, sending tingles higher up my legs.

      “Three straight blacks.” He took one for himself. Dean collected one. “One latte.” He handed that to me. “And a mocha coffee with almond milk.” His voice dipped into sarcasm as he slid the drink across to Ryder.

      “Don’t judge,” said Ryder. “Dairy upsets my stomach.”

      “’Nuff said,” Dean added.

      Asher joined us and grabbed the last cup. “Well, that didn’t go as planned.”

      “That fire was an accident. I’m so sorry. Have you got insurance to cover the damages?” I didn’t want him to have to pay out of pocket, and I’d help him how I could.

      “Yeah, no problem. I’ll call them in the morning and get them to cover the costs. Been meaning to get my floorboards redone, so perfect timing.” He smirked, the corners of his eyes crinkling. With deeply sun-kissed skin, he had that ‘tall and handsome’ look going for him. Raven-black hair remained wet and stuck to his head, but it brought out his prominent cheekbones, the sexy shadow of growth around his jawline and upper lip. Broad chest and strong arms told me he worked out, and I pictured him chatting up women at the bar as he made their cocktails. Yep, I’d love to watch him shake me a martini.

      I sipped the caffeine, drowning in its warmth, my eyes holding Asher’s. Knox’s scorching palm caressed my thigh while Dean had his hand on my lower back, his fingers massaging me. Under the table, Ryder’s legs clasped mine as he sat across from me. This was how one ought to spend their time after a scare. Surrounded by four hunks. Funny thing was that last week I’d had no man in my life. Fast forward to being possessed, and necessity had not only brought us closer, but had ignited a strange attraction within me. But I wasn’t a fool to suddenly believe they worshiped the ground I walked on. Fear kept us bound, so how long would it be before they settled back into their normal lives?

      Asher kept his eyes on me, and I couldn’t decipher his expression. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t intend to almost burn down your joint. Things just happened so quick.”

      “What exactly went down?” Dean asked, his brown furrowed. “All I recall was getting spat at in the face with rum and resisting the urge to wipe it, then the next thing I knew, I’d flipped open my eyes and the table in front of us was on fire.”

      The others nodded in agreement. I broke into a detailed explanation of the process, what I’d seen, and then the attack that had gone south.

      “So,” Ryder blurted out. “Knox is an angel with a freaking clean aura while I represented bad luck with snake-eye dice. Dean was a crybaby with black eyes, and dried leaves assaulted Asher. What kind of fucking demon are we dealing with? A goddamn pussy?”

      “Well, in the Bible,” Knox began, his voice coming across crisp and sharp. “People still debate as to why Christ wept. Some argue it was compassion for the suffering, the calamity of sin, maybe the cost of redemption, or his sacrifice to save Lazarus. But that kind of representation doesn’t apply here, so I doubt what happened to Dean represented tears. The answer mustn’t be a literal one.”

      “It probably means infection, the seeping wounds.” Dean squared his shoulders, speaking matter-of-factly.

      I nodded. “So unleashing a plague, bringing death and destruction.”

      No one said a word at first, but Dean’s face blanched.

      “What do the leaves mean?” Asher asked.

      “I think it was more about what was hiding behind them,” I said. “Whatever attacked me had manifested into a deformed skeletal face with fangs. My breath turned blue and circled around all four of you to initiate the ritual. The same way the blue smoke rushed out of my mouth after Knox helped me overcome the demon controlling me.”

      “There’s definitely more to you than you realize, Sephy,” Knox said.

      I slouched, cupping my coffee, hating the whole ‘being special’ line. One day, someone would tell me I was as ordinary as apple pie, and I’d jump for joy.

      “What now?” Ryder asked. “We have bad luck, which ties in with the gambling spirit in me, destruction for Dean transforming into a vicious wolf, and death is hiding around Asher. Plus, he turned into ravens when he was possessed, and those birds are said to deliver a message from the underworld, right? So what Loa spirit represents all these aspects?”

      I shook my head and glanced over at Knox, but he shrugged.

      “It’s more than we had before, and now we had a lead to follow.” I gulped down my last mouthful. “I’m going to visit my friend, Roseline since she’ll know more.”

      “The voodoo priestess?” Ryder asked. “Don’t include me on your trip.”

      “Told you, she’s not a priestess, she’s a practitioner.” I reclined in my seat and pulled my legs free from his.

      “Ask her what she’s doing with my lion hair, nail, and whisker samples.” The sarcasm threading Ryder’s words wasn’t lost on me. He’d made a small sacrifice to Roseline in exchange for her ritual that had revealed a big-league Loa was indeed coming for me—along with confirming Dean, Ryder, and Asher were to be used as sacrifices when the spirit finally arrived to claim me. She was a wealth of information and might be of more help now.

      “I want Asher to join me,” I insisted, meeting his quizzical stare. “I couldn’t see your aspect very clear. It was hiding. So Roseline might be able to determine more.”

      “You sure I need to go?” The bridge of Asher’s nose wrinkled with concern. Was it so bad to join me on a trip or did the idea of meeting Roseline scare him?

      Ryder slapped Asher’s back, chuckling. “Well, prepare to sacrifice something of yourself. Maybe chest hair, foreskin.”

      “Eww.” I groaned.

      Asher’s brows arched. “Maybe it’s better if I don’t—”

      “That’s not going to happen,” I reassured Asher, then glared at Ryder. “Shut the hell up.”

      Dean laughed while Knox flicked through the messages on his phone. Yep, he had somewhere better to be, clearly. I’d called it earlier. Once all this shit calmed, each of them would return to their normal lives and walk away from me. Another reason I shouldn’t get my hopes high. Besides, survival was the priority over my lust-induced libido.

      “Want me to come along instead?” Dean asked.

      My mouth opened, but Ryder responded. “It’s not a competition.”

      “What does that even mean?” Dean asked.

      I spoke before Ryder continued. “Okay, it’s settled. Just Asher and I are going. Thanks, Dean. But I’ll touch base with everyone afterward. Can I grab your cell numbers too, Asher and Dean?”

      “Are we going to participate in a voodoo ritual?” Asher asked while Ryder howled with laughter.

      “No. Don’t worry. It’ll be fine.” I frowned at Ryder.

      Once everyone had exchanged numbers, I nudged Knox to move so I could get up from the curved booth. I pulled down on my skirt as I stood to avoid flashing everyone.

      “Can I give you a lift back home?” he asked.

      “Yes, please.” I wasn’t in the mood to find a cab right now; plus, I might get a chance to talk to him. Find out what he was really thinking about tonight.

      Ryder piped in. “Me too. I’m bunking out at her place. Got some house issues right now.” He glanced down at his feet, stuffing his hands in his pockets.

      Knox gave me the look, raised eyebrows, judgment in his eyes, and thin lips. He knew about my past with Ryder. How I’d found him at his place, eyes glazed out, with a naked chick. But the part Knox didn’t know was that I’d recently discovered Ryder had been framed by a coven of local witches. They’d spiked his drink in order to get samples of his semen. The magic folk always craved lion parts for their spells, including my friend Roseline. “I’ll tell you later.” I patted Knox’s arm and turned to the other two.

      “Asher, I’ll pick you up from your place at just after seven?” I said. “Gonna try to get some sleep.”

      He nodded, his jaw clenched, and ran a hand through his hair. Was he worried about the damage to his bar but refused to tell anyone? “Pick me up out front instead of my place at the pier. There’s a small room upstairs. I’ll stay here tonight,” he said, his voice clipped.

      “I propose we meet up tomorrow evening then?” Dean suggested. “I want to know what you find out, and how the hell are we going to cleanse ourselves.” His nose creased with disgust, and I couldn’t blame him. Though part of me hurt because what if what Knox had said was true? What if there was more inside me than I suspected? Could it be evil? I mean, I’d gotten dumped on the side of the road by my family at the age of three for god-knows-what-reason. I had cigarette burns along my arms, but what lay inside me had remained unknown. For all I knew, I could have been this Loa’s daughter or the daughter of someone who’d betrayed him. Maybe I’d decided to live amongst the humans to hide, but now he’d found me. Except why didn’t I remember anything about who or what I was? The earliest memory I had was of crying because a girl in the foster home had taken my stuffed penguins. I’d been five, and that had stayed with me because she’d ripped it out of my grasp as I’d slept, startling me awake. Funny what we remembered from our childhood.

      “Deal,” Knox said and moved to the door, opening it for Ryder and me, waving us out.

      “Thanks, and sorry again for the mess,” I said to Asher, who smiled. “See you both tomorrow.” I turned and headed out the door, onto a sidewalk where night cloaked the city. A few cars drove past, and now sleep tugged on my eyelids.

      By the time we got into Knox’s black Mustang, exhaustion swept through me. This week had been horrendous with possessions, and tonight had topped it off. I couldn’t wait for the night to end.

      Ryder was in the backseat, huddled in a corner and staring outside while I jumped into the front with Knox. He edged the car away from the curb and onto the empty road before we cruised through Evangel city.

      “How you holding up?” Knox cut me a side glance, his face serious and tense.

      “I’ve had better days, but I’ll survive.” In truth, I craved to crawl into his arms and for him to tell me it would be all right. Now that I had two seconds to let all the shit sink in, dread whirred in my chest, tightening my lungs. Four of us were sinking fast. When would the big honcho come for me? I had no clue how to defeat it. I felt as if I’d fallen into a shark tank, circled by the predators. And I had no clue which direction they would strike.

      Knox reached over and took my hand in his. He pressed it to his mouth and kissed my fingers. “I won’t let anything happen to you. I gave you my word back in the foster home.”

      His emotions left me breathless because I wasn’t sure how to respond. As stupid as that sounded, for years Knox and I had been skirting around our attraction, even after he’d joined the church. I’d put it down to me imagining things, but then he’d kissed me. And not just a friendly peck on the cheek. Nope. He’d pinned me against the wall, his hands above my head, and kissed me as if I were his world. It had been raw, sexual, and would forever remain etched on my mind. Now him grasping my hand brought back those memories, and my lips tingled. How could he have such an effect on me? He had no right to kiss me when I couldn’t get him out of my mind and he’d made a vow to the priesthood.
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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.


