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      ZURI

      “He’s here,” my coworkers whispered among each other, peering behind the doorframe and into Caelfall’s most popular restaurant at the most feared man in town.

      Alpha Stone had supposedly come all the way from Durnbone to find his fated mate.

      A prophecy spoken long, long ago had promised that once he mated her, they’d be the most powerful couple in all of existence. In this space and this time, they would burn the forests to the ground, dine on the richest wine and the finest steaks, and have men and women falling to their knees in fear.

      La-de-da-de-da.

      Something like that.

      All I knew was that I wanted to stay far away from him and his packmates. Elders had told me and my sister one too many horror stories about how his father and grandfather had ruled this land years ago.

      But after the recent war of the wolves, his family had lost it all. Now, he planned to get it back. And I sorta felt sorry for the woman who’d be mated to him. I wouldn’t be able to handle the hatred in his soulless eyes, the torture I’d have to witness.

      Plus, I heard he was sick in the head … during sex.

      “Zuri!” Sophia, my manager, called. “You’re assigned to his table. Get out there.”

      Me?! Why has she chosen me of all people? That is usually Eshe’s table!

      “Can you, um”—I gulped and readjusted the button on my shirt—“get Eshe to do it?”

      “Come on, Zuri,” Sophia said, nudging me. “It’s just a table, and besides … I bet he’ll leave a nice tip for you. I heard he’s rolling in money back in Durnbone, has the largest pack house anyone has ever seen.”

      I opened and shut my mouth, nerves bubbling up inside me. “Please, I don’t want to.”

      “Get out of my way,” Eshe said from behind me, shoving me to the side. “I’ll do it.” She retied her black apron around her petite figure, and then she pushed out her perky tits and plastered the fakest smile on her face. “It’s not like he’d actually want to see you. He’s here to find a mate, not a⁠—”

      “Eshe!” Sophia growled as if she knew what was about to leave my sister’s mouth.

      Eshe walked out the door and hurried toward Alpha Stone’s table.

      “Don’t listen to her,” Sophia said, offering me a smile. “She’s a bitch.” She poked me in the shoulder. “But you need to have some more confidence in yourself. I had you at his table so you could maybe …”

      “Maybe what?” I asked. “Have someone in this town look at me the same way they look at Eshe and not …” My throat closed, and I couldn’t even finish the sentence out loud.

      Everyone here looked at me with disgust. Like I was some vile fiend.

      Even though I could keep up with my pack during runs, even though I was strong on the training field, people—who were supposed to have my back—couldn’t get over the way that I looked. It didn’t matter what they said. I could see it in their eyes.

      In their passive glances.

      “You know …” She smiled. “Maybe.”

      If she knew how rude Eshe was, part of me wondered why she didn’t just fire Eshe, but that was the stupid, selfish side of me. A side that I would never allow to come out because I feared losing my job. Eshe stayed in her position because she made the restaurant a lot of money and even more in tips.

      Not because she was nice to the customers, but because my sister was beautiful.

      In every single way that I’d never be.

      A bell rang behind me, signaling that an order was ready. Deciding that I couldn’t hide from the pack of rebels for much longer, I grabbed a tray of drinks for another table and hurried out into the rowdy main hall.

      The thick scent of lavender drifted through my nose. And while I wanted to keep myself small and hidden as much as I could—that had always proven to be hard for me because I was a bigger, taller girl who was clumsy as shit—I couldn’t stop myself from following the scent with my eyes and locking gazes with Stone from across the room.

      My wolf, who I had buried deep inside to protect, suddenly awoke. “Mate.”

      Black tattoos covered every inch of his arms and neck, curling around his strong jaw and crawling into the fade of his modern mullet. Heat exploded in my core. His eyes were as dark as the midnight sky during a new moon, so vicious that they seized me by the damn throat.

      My wolf raged against my insides, begging me to drop the tray and walk over to him, talk to him, claim him so she could be happy again. But I … I couldn’t. My gaze shifted to Eshe, who placed her hand on his shoulder.

      Jealousy and pain cut through my heart. I couldn’t talk to him because I … because I would never be as beautiful as Eshe, would never have hair as silky, a straight smile, an uncrooked nose.

      Caught in a panic, I tripped over a chair leg, and the tray slipped from my hand. Drinks flew in the air and splattered all over Alpha Connor, a visiting alpha, and the other high-ranking warrior wolves of the Stonehelm Pack.

      “Oh my Goddess!” I shrieked, grabbing a napkin from the table and wiping it against his stained white shirt.

      Goddess, why was I so freaking clumsy?! Last time I had bumped into Connor, he had nearly killed me for nicking his leather shoe. Now this?!

      “I’m so sorry!”

      I bowed my head and continued to attempt to clean his clothes with a pathetic napkin, hoping that he showed mercy on me. But … how could he? He was in the middle of dinner while one of the strongest alphas was in town.

      Connor would want to show off, to assert his dominance.

      Like I expected, Alpha Connor seized me by the throat, yanked me away from him, and pushed me back. “Get off me, you filthy omega.” He grabbed his full glass of New Moon Shine, dumped it all over my head, and shoved me to the ground. “Lick it up like the ugly⁠—”

      Before Alpha Connor could finish his sentence, Alpha Stone was suddenly at my side, his dark eyes suddenly golden pools. He snatched Connor by the neck, slammed him up against the wall, and ripped out his throat in one fluid motion, as if he had done it a thousand times before. I stared in horror at the ripped spinal cord hanging from Stone’s blood-covered fist.

      “If anyone else wants to make a comment, you can suffer the same fate too,” he growled through his vicious canines at the corpse. Then, he lifted his gaze to the other men around the table. “Nobody talks to my mate that way.”
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      STONE

      “M-m-mate?” she squeaked. With coily brown hair that she had pinned back with some gold hair clips, dark brown eyes, and the sexiest body that I had ever laid my eyes upon, she cowered back in fear and stared up at me through trembling eyes. “I’m your mate?”

      “You speak as if you don’t want the title,” I growled.

      She shook her head. “I-I can’t be your m-mate.”

      Her words cut like an alpha’s claws in my side. I had been searching my entire life for her, for the woman who would be by my side for the rest of my life. I had destroyed entire packs, burned their lands to the ground in a damn attempt to find her.

      “Why not?” I snarled between my canines.

      I didn’t care what answer she had for me. She’d be⁠—

      “Because … I’m not good enough for you.”

      For a moment, my words completely escaped me. I had expected some sob story about how she would never mate someone like me, a monster, as many people had called me over the years. That she was somehow better than some brute.

      But she … didn’t think she was good enough? For me?

      “Don’t say that,” I roared.

      “It’s true,” she said.

      And some fucking women to my right had the audacity to nod with her. Fucking nod.

      I contained myself before I ripped their heads off too.

      My mate might’ve had the worst self-esteem in this town, but once I was finished with her, those words would never come out of her mouth again. She wouldn’t walk around, stumbling over her words and her own two feet.

      She’d be the confident mate promised to me.

      The woman I’d burn down the entire world for.

      Mine.

      When I snatched her chin in my rough hand, she flinched. I ignored it and forced her to stare up into my eyes. I wanted her to know that she would be mine, no matter what it took, no matter who I had to fight, no matter who I had to kill.

      “You’re mine,” I growled.

      “She’s your mate?!” a woman shrieked from behind me.

      I had never laid my hands on a woman, but my fingers twitched at the mere sound of her voice, the disgusted tone of it. I tugged my mate behind me, my canines lengthening as I turned around to face my waitress from earlier.

      “Mine,” I growled through my canines at her face, riddled with horror and disgust.

      She bared her canines at the woman behind me, eyes blazing black, the way wolves’ eyes were right before a battle during war.

      “Do you have a problem with that?”

      “I-I didn’t know, Eshe,” my mate cried behind me. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

      “Sorry for what?” I growled back at her.

      “For being y-your mate,” she whispered. She didn’t say it out of disgust, but out of pure fear.

      Her gaze was locked on to Eshe’s, her eyes trembling. My mate wrapped her arms around her curvy body, which I couldn’t wait to feast on tonight, lips quivering.

      “You’d better be,” Eshe snarled, hurling her foot forward.

      I caught it before she touched my mate and tossed her back with ease. She smacked hard against a table, the wood breaking into two pieces and all the glasses shattering all over her, as she deserved.

      “Don’t fucking touch her,” I growled.

      Eshe stood and glared at me. “Do you see her?”

      “Yes. And?”

      “Do you think someone like her could ever be luna to your pack?!”

      Teeth gritting together, I stepped forward. “Would you like to clarify?”

      “Look at her!” Eshe said.

      Suddenly, the room erupted into whispers of disgust that she was mine. A woman who they all claimed was ugly—with a crooked nose, oily skin, who was too tall, too clumsy, too curvy—was somehow not enough for me.

      Though … these fuckers knew nothing about me.

      Moments before I lunged forward to end them all, a hollow sob escaped my mate’s mouth. She slapped a hand over her mouth to muffle her cries, but tears wavered in her eyes. Whatever they were saying through their mind link was hurting her.

      Intentionally.

      A roar of fury escaped through my canines. Blind rage.

      I wanted to murder every last one of them, but I needed to get her out of here before I did. I wanted her to watch me do it, to show her that I was devoted to her, but whatever they said to her through the mind link was hurting her more.

      “Find me everything you can about this pack, about my mate, and about this restaurant,” I growled through my mind link to my beta, James.

      Then, I grabbed my mate’s hand. “You’re coming with me.”

      “With you?” she repeated, sniffling. “B-but I have to⁠—”

      “You’re not going to give me any excuses,” I said, snatching her jaw and brushing my thumb across her lower lip. “You’re mine whether you like it or not, darling. And I’m going to fucking devour every inch of your body tonight.”

      She held her hands over her stomach. “N-no.”

      After stepping toward her, I narrowed my dark gaze. “No?”

      “I-I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. What I mean⁠—”

      Before she could get another word out, I picked her up and tossed her over my shoulder with ease, my hand coming down on her ass. “I’ll be back to take care of this … fucking train wreck of a town, but you’re mine tonight.”
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      ZURI

      A curvy woman like me was never supposed to be mated to such a cut and chiseled alpha. All the girls from high school had made sure I knew I’d end up alone or with a lone wolf, never accepting the fact that I was different from them and the other skinny girls in our pack.

      And part of me stupidly believed those rumors, even after we had graduated and gotten on with our lives. Their words haunted me every single time I looked in the mirror, no matter how much I tried to love all my imperfections, all those stretch marks, and all that extra weight on my stomach.

      But as fate would have it, I was mated to the sexiest, most ruthless alpha in this part of the forest. Nobody dared to mention the name of the cruel, tattooed, pierced man or else there would be consequences. Terrible consequences.

      Yet here I was, alone in his bedroom, after he had brought me to his pack in Durnbone with one of his tattooed hands around my throat and the other between my legs, shoving his fingers into my wet pussy.

      “Tell me what they said to you,” he said, biting down on my lower lip and thrusting his pierced tongue into my mouth for me to suck. “Tell me fucking everything that you’ve been told about your body. Tell me how you don’t fucking love it, so I know how long I need to keep you here, touching, loving, worshipping every fucking inch of you until you do.”

      I couldn’t remember how I had ended up in his bedroom with him touching me like this, but as soon as we had made it to the pack house, he was all over me, and I couldn’t stop it. I didn’t want to stop it either.

      My heart raced, and I … I parted my lips, not knowing how to respond. All I had wanted earlier was to do my work as a waitress. I hadn’t thought they’d bully me in front of Stone. I hadn’t thought he’d come barreling to my rescue, looking for trouble and finding me—his mate—instead. And I sure as hell hadn’t thought that I’d make it back to his pack house, half-naked and sopping wet at the thought of him being inside of me.

      “Please,” I whispered, grasping his wrist for him to stop because I was about to come undone already but secretly loving every moment of this pleasure. “It’s okay. I don’t mind,” I said, knowing that if I told him all my truths, he’d lose it.

      He was the cruelest alpha here; he had done murderous things to so many different people. Bullies were bullies, but I didn’t want them to die. Maybe I did just a little, but not in the ways that he would kill them. He’d torture them for hours upon hours, and I didn’t want anyone to feel that way. Maybe I was too nice.

      “You know who I am, don’t you?” he asked, fingers still furiously pumping into me. He sucked my bottom lip into his mouth and let it go with a pop.

      “Yes,” I breathed, my legs starting to shake in pleasure.

      “Say my name.”

      “I can’t,” I whispered.

      I had never spoken it a day in my life. Saying his name was forbidden in my pack. People were punished for it … because everyone thought that speaking the devil alpha’s name would summon him.

      And it had come true.

      Yesterday, my alpha had spoken his name, and today, he had shown up at the restaurant!

      “Say it,” he said.

      “Alpha …”

      “Alpha?”

      “Stone,” I said, my voice just above a whisper.

      “And you know I don’t fucking allow that kind of shit to happen to anyone I care about, don’t you?”

      His fingers curled around my G-spot, and I grasped his muscular shoulder through his tight gray sweater, my legs shaking uncontrollably. “I know … oh Goddess, please don’t stop.”

      He massaged my G-spot with his two fingers as his thumb worked its magic over my clit.

      “I’m going to take care of them,” he said, flicking his finger right over my clit and making me come for him.

      Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through my body, and I leaned back on the bed, trying to ride out my orgasm.

      He stood up, stuck his fingers in his mouth, and groaned. “Get on the bed,” he said, voice husky.

      I raised my brows and scrambled further up onto the mattress, my heart nearly pounding out of my chest. Moon Goddess … what had I gotten myself into? I should’ve refused to come with him to his pack.

      He walked to the headboard and picked up a piece of black rope tied to the bottom of it.

      My eyes widened, and I went to pull myself away. “I’m not going to leave while you’re gone. I promise.”

      He chuckled. “Oh, this isn’t to keep you here,” he said, tying it around my wrist. “If you left, I’d follow that pretty little scent of yours and drag you back to me. I’ve been waiting ages for you. You’re not getting away.”

      “Then … why are you tying me up?” I whispered.

      After tying my wrists and ankles each to a bedpost and blindfolding me, he crawled on top of me, his breath on my neck, right where I ached for his mark. “I’ll be back,” he said, not answering me, but instead slipping something small and smooth into my tight panties.

      “Where are you going?” I asked, tugging on the restraints and staring into the dark blindfold.

      I felt so exposed. Being here, almost naked, felt like this was all some sick joke. How could my mate be the most feared alpha around, and how the hell could he want me?

      He walked away. “To take care of those assholes who were fucking with you.”

      And before the door closed, that small and smooth thing between my legs began vibrating right against my clit, making me jump in surprise. I listened to the door close and tried hard not to make a sound, but the vibrations were more intense than any toy I’d used on myself before.

      The pressure rose in my core, and I squeezed my eyes shut, begging myself to breathe evenly. Yet the pleasure was already surging through every single piece of my body, making me feel things that I shouldn’t feel the first day I’d met my mate.

      Pleasure rushed through me, hitting me hard and making me come. I pulled on the restraints, unable to deal with the heat between my legs, and tried to shift around to displace it. But the vibrations kept coming.

      I must’ve been lying in that bed for at least an hour, trying to hold off the orgasms with thoughts about how the hell I had gotten here. But those racing thoughts didn’t get rid of the coming orgasms.
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      STONE

      “Eshe is Zuri’s sister,” James said to me, jogging to keep up with my pace.

      By nightfall, we, along with a couple of other warriors from my pack, had run in our wolf forms all the way back to this shitty town from Durnbone. I slowed my pace when I spotted the restaurant, still bustling, even late into the night.

      I had promised to return.

      With revenge.

      Soft yellow light glowed through the glass windows. I lengthened my nails into sharp claws once more, still feeling the dirt from our run underneath them. I would slaughter every last one of them for what they had done to Zuri.

      For what her own sister had done.

      Calling her names. Shouting at her in disgust. Attempting to kick her.

      And these fuckers were just going to let it happen. The alpha and this pack had no respect for her because if they had, nobody would have been treating her that way. Packs were supposed to be fucking family.

      Not bullies.

      “I don’t give a fuck who Eshe is to Zuri,” I growled. “Zuri is your new luna and my mate.”

      James nodded and looked back to the others. “You know what to do.”

      Deciding that I wouldn’t wait any longer, I kicked the door open and stepped into the room, commanding silence. The visitors paused, small murmurs erupting from the back. And then the pack members began running toward the doors before I could say a single word.

      They pushed and pulled on the doors and attempted to escape through the windows, but my warriors had barricaded them into the wooden building. We allowed for no escape. A pack like this must be purged.

      A flame of fire licked the outskirts of the building, crawling underneath the door and igniting the wooden floorboards. Men and women screamed for mercy, the same ones who had been murmuring about Zuri earlier.

      Eshe ran my way. “Alpha Stone, you have to⁠—”

      I snapped my hand around her jaw and smirked at the pathetic woman. “Have to?”

      “Get us out of here!”

      “We’re going to burn here together.”

      “You’re going to burn in here with us?” she cried. “You’ve gone mad!”

      “Only those who’ve sinned burn,” I snarled, the heat crawling up my limbs.

      “You murdered an alpha this morning, and you’re talking about sin?!”

      “A deal with the devil goes a long way.” I smirked. “Burn in Tartarus, bitch.”

      I tossed her into the fire. Flames engulfed the room, burning bodies, the roar of the fire louder than the screams of dying wolves. I hoped that nobody in this pack fucking survived. They all deserved to be shit on for the rest of eternity.

      Once the building burned to a crisp, I stood in the ashes with the blood of Eshe all over my naked body. A woman sprinted up the walkway to the old, dried-up wooden building that would never be a place where packs could bully my mate again.

      “My … my restaurant!” the woman cried, falling to her knees when she reached the pile of ashes that she had once called work. Tears streamed from her cheeks. “What have you done?! I just went out for some asparagus.”

      My lips curled into a smirk. “What Zuri should’ve done years ago.”

      “Y-you’re …” She opened and closed her mouth, as if choosing her next words carefully.

      As if what she said would sway my mind.

      “I’m what?” I asked, stepping closer to her. “Insane? Mad? Try again.”

      “That’s not what I was going to … to say,” she said. “Please.”

      “Please what?”

      “Please don’t hurt me.”

      Another step toward her. “And why would I do that?”

      “I-I’m one of her friends,” she said, backing up with her hands in the air. “I promise. I⁠—”

      I snatched her by the throat, completely engulfed by blind rage, and lifted her into the air. “Sophia Lamb, the owner of this restaurant and the manager of the employees. If you were her friend, you would’ve terminated Zuri’s sister immediately.”

      How fake could someone be?

      All these people, feeding my mate bullshit and forcing her to believe things about herself that weren’t even close to being true. Once I was done cleaning up this mess, her ex-pack was next because a toxic work environment should never be tolerated by an alpha.

      I didn’t give a fuck what pack she belonged to. I would kill her alpha myself.

      “I know,” she said, bowing. “She will be fired.”

      “She was here, serving tables, when I returned!” I growled through my canines. “She’s already been fired because she’s dead. Because of me. And any attempt to rebuild your little restaurant will cease to exist because of me too.”

      “No!” she screamed at the top of her lungs. “Don’t do it! Please! I have a⁠—”

      Locking one hand to the top of her head and the other to her jaw, I ripped her head from her body and snarled as the headless corpse fell to the ground with a thud. I would do anything for my mate.

      Anything.
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      ZURI

      When the door opened again, there was complete silence. Then, I heard that low, sinister chuckle that both sent shivers down my spine and made me clench and ache in all the right places.

      “Look at you,” he said, walking into the room. He hooked a finger into my underwear, pulled gently, and let it slap against my hip. “How many times have you come without my permission?” he asked, pulling the vibrator out of my panties and tossing it.

      All I could smell was the stench of blood all over him. What had he done?

      Suddenly, he slapped a hand down on my clit, and I gasped, pressure building up inside me.

      “How many times?” he asked. When I didn’t answer him, he slapped my pussy again, pulled apart my folds, and tasted me himself, his tongue ring flicking against my sensitive and swollen clit. “How many fucking times?”

      “Three,” I whispered, pulling on the restraints. My mind was telling me that I really shouldn’t be here because he was batshit crazy … but my wolf and I wanted to be devoured by our mate. “What’d you do to them?” I asked before I could stop myself.

      His pierced tongue flicked out against my clit again, hitting me exactly where I needed it, and I moaned out loud, pleasure rushing to my core. He pushed a finger into me and pumped it in and out of me slowly.

      “All you need to know is that I took care of them for you, baby.” He pulled the blindfold off me and finally let me see him.

      Lying between my legs, he stared up at me with those dark brown–almost black–eyes that almost looked black from this angle. One hand was sprawled over my stomach, gripping and tugging on it gently.

      “No more questions,” he said, resting my thighs on his muscular, tattooed shoulders. Every muscle in his abdomen was flexed hard as he pumped his fingers into me again. “Lie back and be a good girl for me.”

      He flicked his tongue over and over against my clit, his tongue ring rubbing against it and making me clench even harder. I squirmed under him, my hips moving from side to side as he continued to eat my pussy until I was about to come again.

      But just as I was about to, he stopped, slapped my clit, and stared down at me with those cold yet devouring eyes. After crawling off the bed, he undid the rope around my ankles and started to unbuckle his belt, pulling it off and tossing it onto the bed next to me. I watched him tug the button off and push down his pants, leaving him just in his tight gray briefs.

      He was hard, his huge cock pressing against the thin material. I swallowed, feeling the heat warm my core, and bit my lip. Goddess, he was going to be inside of me tonight. Alpha Stone would be filling me with his thick cock, pounding into me, loving me.

      Once he pushed down his briefs, he wrapped his hand around his cock and walked over to me, climbing onto the bed and rubbing the head of his pierced cock on my lips. “Get the head wet for me, baby.”

      He thrust a couple of inches of himself into my mouth, and I wrapped my lips around his head, my tongue flicking out against his cock ring. He groaned against me, his hand laced into my hair.

      “Fuuuck,” he said, reaching between my legs and fingering my pussy again as I sucked him off.

      All I could hear were the wet sounds coming from me that were meant for him.

      “I’m going to fuck you so fucking good, baby,” he said, pushing his cock a bit deeper down my throat. “Make sure that you know I love every single inch of you.”

      When my pussy tightened around his fingers, he smirked.

      “Please,” I tried to say, but he only pushed himself deeper until he was almost hitting the back of my throat and making me gag. I stared up into his dark eyes, taking in those tattoos that covered his body and that tongue ring that I could see just past his parted lips.

      He pulled himself out of my throat, stuck his wet fingers into my mouth, and said, “Suck my fingers like a good fucking girl.”

      Willingly, I sucked off my juices. He grasped his cock, stroking it roughly, and crawled between my legs, letting the head of him brush against my entrance. He left sloppy, wet kisses from my breasts to my neck, and when he reached my throat, he paused and let his canines brush against my soft spot.

      “Mine. You’re fucking mine. Nobody else touches you. Nobody else looks at you. Nobody fucking bullies you again.” He grasped my chin roughly in his hand and forced me to look into those dark eyes. “Tell me you understand, baby.”

      My heart pounded as I stared at those long, vicious canines, my wolf just waiting for them to be inside of me. He pressed the head of his dick against my entrance.

      When I didn’t answer, he growled, “Tell me.”

      “I understand,” I whispered.

      And then he thrust his long, hard cock right inside me. Inch by inch, he pushed himself into me until he was balls deep.

      “Stuffed full,” he groaned into my ear. “Your pussy feels so fucking good.”

      I clenched around him and moaned out loud, arching my back, the pressure rising in my core so damn quickly. I had never been with a man like him, never been with someone who wanted me to know just how much more I deserved and who would defend me without even knowing me.
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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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