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      Given to the Billionaires (Penny, Jake, Duncan)
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      Book 7 of the Mating Season series.

      Taken as payment for a gambling debt, Beth vows to keep her heart closed to the ruthless casino magnates who own her.

      Troy and Sebastian run their casino empire with ruthless efficiency. Even if it means they have to do bad things outside the law. When the leader of a competing wolf pack loses big at their tables, Troy and Sebastian claim his daughter as payment.

      Beth thinks that she can settle her father’s debt in exchange for her freedom. But once they have her in their grasps, they are never letting her go.

      They are now playing for the highest stakes of all: the heart of their fated mate.

      The house NEVER loses.
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      TROY

      The moment Frank Slater walked into the high roller's room, I knew we had him hooked.

      Like a ghost, old Frank haunted the floors of The Mirage casino every night for the last two months. He never left until the early twilight hours, perhaps to go home to a family that had no idea how much money he was losing every night.

      Word spread fast from city to city about players who needed to be cut off. All the other casinos in Huntington Harbor had already banned Frank from playing at their tables. To a gambling addict like Frank, we were his last hope.

      Only this time, he was going to reach a dead end. Betting with money that he didn't have to lose was going to lead to his ruin. There would be no more running away from his debts.

      There were twelve tables in the room, and Frank headed straight to the same one every night. Every gambler had his vice, and his was blackjack.

      There were already three other players at the table. A sinewy man in a tall cowboy hat, with skin as dry and tanned as cowhide, sat in the first seat. Immediately to his left, was a voluptuous blonde in a skintight red dress and over a hundred carats of diamonds around her neck. Next to her, sat a petite Asian woman, dressed in a white t-shirt and jeans and her hair pulled back in a low ponytail.

      If I was a betting man, I would put all my money on the player who looked like she was out on a trip to the grocery store. All the others were trying too hard to show off.

      Frank took a spot next to the dark horse player and signaled to the dealer for a hit.

      "Zoom in," I commanded Zach. My head of security tapped at the keyboard, controlling the camera, until the image of Frank at the blackjack table filled the entire wall-to-wall screen.

      The security cameras at the casino were state of the art, the best in the world. Even from a camera across the room, we could count the number of stitches on our customer's jackets if we wanted to. I could see every twitch on Frank's face and even the flare of his nostrils as he received his cards.

      Frank's brows furrowed as he counted his cards. He frowned, his face twisting into a disgusted expression. He tossed his cards onto the table and rubbed a hand across his face.

      For being a high ranking member of the Paradise Peaks wolf pack, Frank was surprisingly impulsive, and an open book. He broadcasted his emotions plainly to everybody in the room with every play he made. I smiled as he lost a hundred thousand dollars less than ten minutes after entering the casino. He was also an awful gambler. Luck at the tables came and went as quickly as the dice rolled. Frank's fortune, it seemed, had run out.

      It didn't take a lip-reading genius to guess the cuss words that came out of his mouth. Despite this, he placed his bets and the cards landed on the table to start another round.

      Another flurry of cards across the table.

      Another hundred grand lost.

      Zach zoomed in on Frank, whose face was already shiny with sweat. "Do you want the team to retrieve him?"

      I shook my head. "Not yet. The fish is nibbling on the bait, but it's not the time to reel him in yet. We need to tire him out."

      By the end of the night, Frank was going to be in so deep that he would have to give up his most prized possession if he wanted to stay alive.

      As the night dragged on, the dealers switched tables like rotating cogs, and cigarette smoke filled the room. Eventually, the cowboy and the blonde stepped away from the table. Despite popular beliefs about gamblers, most of our high rollers bet big, but knew when to quit, and folded when they sensed that lady luck was not on their side. The ones like Frank, who couldn't step away from the tables, paid with everything they had.

      For every winning hand that landed in front of him, he paid four back to the dealer. It was a losing proposition, but there was just enough to entice him to come back for one more chance.

      My catch was getting tired, and soon it would be time to reel him in.

      I salivated at what was coming next. It wouldn't be long now before I laid my hands on the jackpot. And that time was going to be tonight.

      Beth Slater, his eldest daughter, and the woman who haunted my dreams ever since I learned of her existence. How a buffoon like him raised a gorgeous and brilliant daughter like her was a mystery. The good genetics must have come from the mother's side.

      One passing glance at a charity gala and Sebastian and I knew we had to have her. She was the one destined to be our mate, to warm our bed, to bear our pups. Beth had become our obsession, and the need to possess her had consumed us.

      One final round, and Frank's total losses to the casino over the past months tipped over nine million dollars. Just a million too much for him to pay off even if he sold everything, including the shirt on his back.

      "Call it in." I said. "Take him up to my office."

      Zach nodded. "Right away boss." He got up and gathered the rest of the security team to retrieve the target.

      Sebastian was already in our office by the time I came back from the security office. He leaned back in my leather chair, stretching his arms over and behind his head. My business partner always liked to take over my desk instead of sitting at his own on the other side of the office, like an annoying pup trying to assert his dominance.

      His hair, as dark as raven's feathers, shimmered under the overhead lights. His gray eyes flashed as his gaze met mine.

      "Do you think he'll agree to the terms?"

      I tugged at my tie and rolled up my sleeves. "He has no other choice. He'll give us everything, unless he wants to swim with the fishes at the bottom of the harbor."

      The doors to the office opened. Two security goons dragged Frank in by the arms. Zach flanked behind holding a muzzled gun against Frank's back like a cattle prod.

      The guards pushed him down on his knees directly in front of me.

      Sebastian walked over to the front of the desk and leaned his hip against the edge as he stared down at the pathetic heap of flesh in front of our feet. It was humbling to witness the formerly proud leader of the Paradise Peaks wolf pack reduced to his current state.

      Frank's face was flushed, red as a sun-ripened tomato, and just as ready to burst. His shirt was drenched with sweat stains at his armpits and chest. Frank's eyes darted around the room, landing briefly at the doors that were blocked by my security team.

      There would be no escape for Frank Slater tonight.

      Crossing my arms, I looked down at him. "Do you know why you're here?" I didn't wait for his reply, there was no need, really.

      I pulled up his player's account onto the giant touch screen that lined one of the walls of the office. One by one, every play and bet he placed at the casino over the last couple of months popped up on the screen. There had to be thousands of lines of data.

      "We've been more than generous in extending and increasing the credit limit on your account, but our patience is running out, Frank."

      I pulled up the balance on his casino marker account. The total amount he had borrowed from us to fuel his little addiction filled the screen.

      I let out a low whistle. "Over nine million dollars and change, Frank. You've racked up quite an impressive amount of losses in a short time."

      "I--I can get you the money, I'm good for it, I promise."

      Sebastian "You don't have enough."

      Swiping at the screen, I pulled up his bank account balances and assets. "Let's see, you only have one million in liquid assets at the moment. Your house is paid off, but it's worth no more than three. Your construction business should be valued around four, but rumor has it, you've been stiffing your suppliers. That's another debt that you will need to repay. However, you do have a lot of valuable government contracts."

      I rubbed my chin. "Even if you signed over everything you owned to us, you would still be short by one to two million."

      "I can sell my cars, the Maserati, the Aston Martin--"

      Sebastian chuckled and interrupted Frank's frantic offer. "That shit won't fetch more than a two hundred grand at auction."

      Zach walked over and handed his gun to Sebastian. My business partner aimed it at the center of Frank's forehead.

      "I'll find a way, please, just give me time," Frank blubbered, but his pleas fell on deaf ears.

      I shook my head. "Your time is up, Frank. If you want to walk out of this casino, you find a way to settle your account, tonight."

      "I have nothing left," he cried.

      "Are you sure?" I swiped at the screen and pulled up a recent news article. A picture of Beth in her graduation cap and gown filled the screen. It was an announcement of her acceptance to Harvard. A beautiful and smart socialite, she was the pride of local society in the Paradise Peaks and Huntington Harbor area.

      The color drained from Frank's face as realization dawned on him.

      "No. Absolutely not. Not her." Horror at my suggestion filled his voice. "I'll go to another casino and win enough after a couple rounds to pay you back."

      "Come on, do we look like we were born yesterday? Your name is dirt in both Huntington Harbor and Paradise Peaks. No casino in the state will let you past the valet area."

      I tsked. "It's her or your life. Which is it, Frank?"

      He squeezed his eyes shut. "Please! I can't die. My daughters still need me," he pleaded.

      "You know what we want," I stated.

      "Don't do this. Beth has her entire future in front of her. Anything but her."

      Despite his addiction, I knew he was sincere. I respected that about him. It was the only thing I respected about Frank Slater.

      Sebastian pulled back the hammer of the gun. "What do you think is going to happen to Beth and Flora if you die? There are far more evil men in this world who will come after Beth for her talents and pedigree. Men who will use her for their sick thrills. Some of these men are in your own pack. Do you really want your daughter to be bred by one of them?"

      He was going to cave. I knew it. All he required was a bit of reassurance.

      I walked to my desk and pressed the button on the underside of my desk. Our lawyer came in with the contracts that I had him prepare. If he was shocked by what he saw in the office, he showed no sign of it. Those who chose to work for us knew we did whatever was necessary to get our way.

      The lawyer laid out the contracts on top of the desk, the quit claim deed to Frank's properties and the ownership agreement for his business. The marriage contract would have to wait until Beth and the officiant arrived.

      "We will care for Beth, and Flora too. After all, we would be family. We would never keep our mate from pursuing her education if that's what she wants. You can continue to live in the house as long as Flora is a minor and continue to run the business on a day-to-day basis."

      I pushed the papers across the desk in his direction and placed a pen on top.

      "Sign over your assets, and after Beth is our wife, all your debts with us will be forgiven. You can walk out of here tonight a free man, and start your life over again."

      Sebastian nodded at the security team. They picked Frank up from the floor and dragged him over to the chair in front of our desk.

      Sebastian picked up the pen and placed it in his hand. "You know it's your best option."

      Frank's shoulders fell. Defeat oozed off of him like bad body odor. His finger's tightened around the pen.

      He looked up and met my gaze. "You promise to take care of her?"

      I nodded. "We will make sure that Beth will never want for anything."

      Frank's jaw clenched. Then, before he could reconsider and change his mind, he scribbled his name across the bottom of the documents.

      Sebastian and I added our own signatures and the lawyer signed as witness.

      It was done.

      The lawyer gathered the documents. "I will get this filed and the ownership transferred over by the morning." He left the room without another glance at Frank.

      I grinned. Beth was going to be ours by the end of the night. "Do you want to call her, or should we do it?"
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      BETH

      I resisted the urge to roll my eyes as my little sister, Flora, pulled out another dress from her shopping bag. Silently, I scanned the pile of clothes scattered across the floor of her room. I counted four pairs of shoes, at least six dresses, and four pairs of jeans. What did all of that cost? Much more than we had to spare, I knew. It was out of my hands, in any case. My father indulged Flora's shopping sprees, either out of guilt, or his inability to tell her the truth.

      Looking out the window, I frowned. The garden outside our formerly immaculate house was already showing signs of neglect. The grass was blemished by spots of yellow burned grass and clumps of weeds. My mother's pride and joy, the rose garden, was overgrown and starting to resemble a jungle. It had only been a month since I had to break the news to our gardener that we could no longer afford to pay him.

      "Look, Beth!" Flora spun around in her dress. "Should I wear the lilac sneakers or the blue boots?"

      I shrugged. "The blue ones, I guess." None of this mattered. Not when our father was on the verge of losing our house and the business he spent his entire life building.

      "Ugh, you're not even paying attention to me!" Flora stomped her feet and frowned. "Seriously, I have to get this right. I can't look like I got dressed in the dark on the first day of school."

      I bit back the frustration bubbling up inside of me. How could she be so concerned with her stupid outfit when we were a month away from the streets? "The blue matches the pattern on the dress, and it brings out the color of your eyes. Pick the blue ones."

      She tilted her head, considering my words. "I guess." Her phone beeped, and she tapped on the screen as she replied to one of her friends. I was quickly forgotten, my sister not sparing me another glance before she spun around and flounced out of the room.

      Flora was such an insipid fool, not that it was her fault. Guilt flooded me for thinking so poorly of my sister. Even when Mom was alive, the entire family coddled her. It was a privilege to be ignorant of the world around us burning down. I could only dream of being that carefree, but that was a privilege few eldest daughters got. Reality was going to hit Flora hard once the collectors started banging on our doors.

      My phone screen lit up on the table next to me as a call came in. I had turned off the ringtone months ago.

      I picked it up and frowned. It was another unknown number. At first, the calls came from all the contractors and suppliers who hadn't been paid for their work, then the calls grew in number until I was getting calls at all hours of the day. Soon, the calls from the casinos and loan sharks came. All the late night trips that started after Mom's death were not to the office, as Dad claimed. He was really falling drunk into every casino in Paradise Peaks, and then once he ran through those places, he moved on to the casinos in nearby Huntington Harbor.

      One of these days, he was going to get himself and Flora and me in trouble with the wrong kind of people.

      The phone turned off as I left the call unanswered, but it wasn't long before the screen lit up again.

      Something in my gut told me to answer the call.

      "Bethy?" My father's voice on the other end of the line sounded far away and hesitant. The one thing my bulldog of a father wasn't. Immediately, I sensed something was not right.

      "Where are you, Dad, and why aren't you calling from your phone?"

      "I--I'm at The Mirage." There was a pause. "Can you come get me?"

      I pinched the bridge of my nose and rubbed my forehead. I knew it. He was at the casino again, and probably drunk after too many drinks and losing a bunch of money.

      "The one in Huntington Harbor?"

      "Yeah. And, Bethy?"

      "What is it?"

      "Don't tell your sister."

      "I'll be there in a bit," I bit out. Before he had a chance to say anything else, I stabbed the end call button.

      As soon as I pulled up to the front of the casino, a burly man dressed in black wearing dark shades came over and opened my door.

      "Miss Slater?" he glanced down at me, and even with the sunglasses hiding his eyes, he could not hide the surprise in his voice as he scanned me up and down.

      "Yes. I'm here to pick up my father."

      He nodded and spoke into his earpiece, then opened my door all the way. "I'm Tony. Your father is waiting for you inside."

      As I stepped out of my car, and brushed past him, I noticed the gun holstered to his hip under his jacket.

      My breath caught in my throat. What kind of mess did Dad get himself into this time? It seemed like he was taking a speed run at wrecking our lives after Mom's death. Oh god, was he going to kill me if I ran?

      "Uh, thank you, Tony. I think I can find the way by myself. You can just tell me where he is." I took a step back away from him, wanting to keep my distance.

      He shut the car door firmly and stepped toward me, closing the gap between us. "I will escort you to him. There's no need to be afraid."

      If that statement was meant to reassure me, it did exactly the opposite.

      "Should we go now?" There was only one possible answer to that question, and it wasn't mine to decide.

      "Do I have a choice?"

      "No, you don't." Tony placed his hand around my elbow and led me into the casino.

      Flashes of light and the ringing sounds of slot machines hit my ears as we entered the casino floor. A heavy, choking cloud of cigarette smoke hung in the air, smothering and suffocating. Each step on the marble floors felt like I was being led down the plank to jump to my death.

      Tony led me through the maze of the main casino floor to a quieter private area. He pushed the button for the elevator and while we waited, I studied his reflection in the gold colored doors. My eyes landed on the gun at his hip again.

      "Relax, kid. This is for your own protection more than mine. I'm not going to knock you off in the middle of a casino full of customers."

      "Right."

      The elevator ride was silent, and seemed to last an eternity. I pondered what kind of mess my father had gotten into and what it had to do with me.

      We arrived, and the elevator doors opened to reveal two more armed guards standing at another door. They exchanged a look with Tony before stepping aside to let me through.

      "Dad!" I rushed over to the slumped figure of my father at the desk in the center of the giant room.

      He looked up at me, his expression tender, yet mixed with regret. I leaned down and wrapped my arms around him.

      "Are you hurt?" I whispered in his ear.

      He rubbed my back as he shook his head. "No. I really made a mess of things this time, Bethy."

      I stiffened and pulled out of his arms.

      "You know that we've been having some money problems ever since your mother passed away." He looked down at his hands in his lap. "Mr. Lucenzo and Mr. Zanetti have made me an offer to help me clear the slates, so to speak."

      For the first time, I noticed the two tall, intimidating figures standing behind the desk. The one with slick ebony hair was dressed in a dark gray suit, his eyes were the same color, and they were as stone-cold as the rest of him. The other one had short dark brown hair, and eyes even darker than his hair. His shirt sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing sinewy muscles that clenched and flexed under my gaze. His neatly trimmed beard could not conceal the jagged scar that ran down the side of his cheek.

      These were dangerous men my Dad had gotten himself mixed in with. My stomach twisted.

      What did they want with me?

      "How?" I croaked. Even though I had an inkling of what his answer was going to be, I wanted to hear it from his lips.

      He licked his dry lips. "They have reassured me that you will be taken care of, Flora, too. We can keep the house your mother loved so much. You can go to Harvard, just as you've planned. They want your hand in marriage, that's all. In return, they will pay for everything and settle my debts."

      "I can't."

      His hand shot out to grab at my wrist. He tightened his grip to the point just short of pain. "You must, Bethy. It's the only way." His eyes softened. "Think of Flora. She's so young. What's going to happen if there's nobody to look after her and we're out on the streets? It would destroy her."

      I blinked past the wetness building up in my eyes. Rage burned in my chest. The father who used to push me on the swings and bandage up my teddy bear was now willing to sell me like a piece of meat at auction.

      I never really knew him at all. For the first time in my life, I saw him in true light. His ruddy face was sickly, and his eyes almost jaundiced. The overbearing stature of his that I used to think was protective of us, was just the physical manifestation of his greed and gluttony. He was a weak shell of the man he used to be.

      But he was right. Flora was young and not at all strong like me. Having to move out of the house our parents built and leaving the only life she had ever known would devastate her. She was so close to high school and that was enough trauma by itself.

      I shook off his grip and squared my shoulders. "I'll do it."

      Despite his grim expression, his excitement and relief was palpable. I put up a hand before he could utter a word.

      "I want you to know that I'm only doing it for her. You will never step foot inside another casino again, and the only money you will spend from now on will be on Flora's care."

      "That can be arranged," said the man with the beard. He stepped forward and for the first time, I noticed that he was a solid wall of muscle, and absolutely overwhelmingly masculine and domineering. He was used to getting his way.

      I shot him a puzzled look. What interest did he have in making sure my father didn't screw up my family? They would have gotten me in the deal regardless of what he did afterward.

      "We have eyes and ears all over the city, and across the country," added the other man. "The moment you even think of slipping, we will make sure you lose everything. Do you understand, Frank?"

      "Yes."

      "Good. Then let's get this settled tonight." The black haired man nodded to one of his guards. "Go get the officiant. Frank can be the witness to his daughter's wedding."

      He reached for my hand. His touch was warm, and his large hand swallowed mine in his as our fingers entwined. Up close, I noticed the speckles in his eye, like diamonds in the sky. My head only came up to his chest and up close, I caught the faintest wisp of leather and dark chocolate from him.

      "It's about time we introduced ourselves, wife. I am Sebastian."

      The other man came forward and took my other hand in his. He smelled of sandalwood and smoke, "And I'm Troy."

      They flashed me a menacing smiles, their teeth gleaming like fangs.

      Something about them made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. My entire body tingled from their proximity. I realized that they were wolf shifters too, just like my Dad. This wasn't just going to be a marriage. I was signing up to be their mate. Whatever wolf shifter instincts I inherited from my father flared to life in recognition of her mates. An ache blossomed in my womb as I realized what that meant.

      No. It couldn't be. Not them.

      Heat radiated from their big bodies so close to me, surrounding me until all I could see in my vision was them. My legs quivered with rage and fear at what had just happened.

      I was going to be sold to these wealthy, powerful men and bred by them.
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      BETH

      My wedding was quick and without much embellishment. Like I was in a drunken haze, I watched the officiant come to conduct the marriage ceremony and oversee the signing of the contracts. On the official documents filed with the government, I was married to Troy, but the separate private contracts listed both Troy and Sebastian as my husbands equally.

      While I did not inherit the ability to shift like my father, I was old enough to know that the laws of the wolf packs ruled supreme. The human legal system was only a formality.

      Even with his shoulders heavy with the burden of what he had done, and his tail between his legs, my father left after witnessing everything. He abandoned me to defend myself alone in enemy territory.

      Troy and Sebastian, the two men who now owned me, brought me up to their home, which was only a short elevator ride from their office. The two-story penthouse suite took up the entire top two floors of the casino and had an expansive 360 degree view of Huntington Harbor.

      My eyes widened when I first stepped past the front door. Their place was sleek and exquisite. Even though I grew up in a mansion, my childhood home seemed like a cozy cottage in comparison.

      To my surprise, they took me to my room and left with only a kiss goodnight on each cheek. Their brief touches left me trembling, out of fear, or the anticipation of something more, I wasn't sure. At the moment, I was relieved that they were not going to demand that I have sex with them on our wedding night. After all, wasn't that why they bought me from my father for so much money?

      I paced the length of the floor to ceiling windows that spanned my room and studied the twinkling lights of the city below me. During the exchange and signing of the contracts, I finally discovered the amount of money my father owed them. What were Tony and Sebastian going to expect out of me to make their investment worth it?

      The next morning, I was stirred awake by a petite motherly woman with ash blonde curly hair. She placed a glass of water on my nightstand and gave me a soft smile.

      "Good morning, ma'am." Her voice was soothing and sweet, covering me like a warm blanket. She held out her hand. "My name is Gretchen, and I am your cook and housekeeper."

      I took her hand as I processed her words. My housekeeper. Right. This was my house now. "I'm Beth."

      Helen smiled and patted the back of my hand. "I know this is new and terrifying for you, but I am here to make your transition into your new life as easy as possible. We can start with learning about your preferences. What would you like for breakfast?"

      There was a console on the wall next to the bed that I hadn't noticed the night before. She pushed a button and the shades covering the windows slowly retracted.

      I squinted my eyes. The bright morning light blinded me and I stretched my arms as I waited for my vision to adjust. No, it was afternoon already, judging by the sun high in the sky.

      "Oh, maybe some oatmeal with blueberries."

      Gretchen tsked. "And? That can't be all you want to eat, you need to eat something more substantial." She crossed her arms over her chest and waited for my reply.

      I had a feeling she wasn't going to budge on this. "Maybe a poached egg and some strawberry yogurt?"

      She nodded, satisfied with my order. "I'll let you get ready, ma'am. Your clothes are already in the closet and breakfast will be served in the kitchen. It's downstairs, through the main living area and the first doorway to your right."

      After Gretchen left, I sprang out of bed and flung open the closet doors. I gaped in amazement at the giant walk in closet that was as big as my old room. What was more shocking were the familiar pieces of clothing hanging inside. They barely filled out a quarter of the giant closet. Rabidly, I rifled through the hangers and pulled open the drawers. It was every piece of clothing I owned, magically transported from my closet in my childhood home. I shook my head. They must have packed up all my things and moved them here before the ink on our marriage contract was even dry.

      The rest of the closet was full of brand new designer pieces, all of them in exactly my size, and exactly my style. How did they do it?

      I finished getting ready and dressed for the day and went downstairs for breakfast. I greeted Tony who was standing guard at the front door and made my way to the kitchen following Gretchen's directions. To my relief, or maybe to my disappointment, I ended up eating alone.

      Gretchen came by with a pitcher of orange juice and refilled my half-empty glass. "Your husbands are already at the office. They didn't want to wake you this morning after the eventful night you had. They will be back for dinner tonight."
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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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