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      *Rose*

      I've watched a talk show before where the mother is adamantly stating to the host who the father of the child is. When the presenter reads the results and declares, "You are NOT the father," the majority of those women invariably get the shock of their life. For me today, the doctor's office resembles that program, somewhat, but without the crowd, cameras, and glamorous lighting.

      Well, scratch the no audience bit as the four Alphas, Kelly, and Shelby all sit with me as we wait for instructions from the doctor on what happens next. We have a full crowd today.

      The palace clinic usually smells like disinfectant, but today the smell seems a bit more pungent and is making my eyes water and my heart race… maybe it is the nerves. 

      “What if the results say none of the Alphas are the father? What if the doctor says I have four panfish or trout swimming in there instead?” I whisper to Shelby and Kelly leans over to hear what we are discussing. 

      They both jerk their heads back simultaneously and stare at me. A crease forms between Shelby’s eyebrows before she shakes her head a little.  

      “Honey, unless you are a mermaid of some kind, I don’t know how you would be carrying fish in there,” Shelby says.  

      “I had sex with Eli in a lake once…. What if some fishies you know… swam in there?” I mutter in hushed tones. 

      “Firstly, ew! I really didn’t have to hear that about my brother. I know he has sex, but now I just got a mental picture of the actual deed. Secondly, it doesn’t work like that. The only animals your babies will shift into are gorgeous pups.” 

      “Or tadpoles,” I whisper. 

      The Alphas are all pacing up and down. They at times bump into each other, and their uncoordinated nervous movements are making my head spin and causing my anxiety to hit an all-time high. 

      One of the Alphas, or more, has to be the father, right? I was a thousand percent sure, but that television program is causing doubts to float to the surface like oil in water.

      And what would happen to the Alphas who weren’t the fathers? Did it mean they would stop caring for me? Would they abandon me and return to their packs? I really didn’t want to lose any of my Alphas… not now when I was getting to spend some time with them again. 

      Dr. Pendergoober makes her way in with a nurse I have never seen before. She sits behind the huge executive desk and peers at me from above the rims of her glasses. 

      “How are you doing today?” she asks plainly. 

      “Like I have fish swimming in my belly,” I answer. 

      “You’re fourteen weeks pregnant, a bit too early to be feeling the babies move or kick. That is probably your uterus expanding to accommodate the growing babies. It could feel like fish swimming, yes.” Was this the doctor’s take on dry humor?

      Kelly puts a hand to her mouth as she tries to muffle a laugh. 

      “Well, I think Rose thinks she has literal fish swimming in her womb,” Shelby interjects. 

      This time everyone in the room turns to look at me. I can feel my face warming up. Did Shelby have to announce that? I didn’t want everyone in the room to know I’d been joking about a fish impregnating me. Of course, I didn’t really think that. I was just voicing my concerns in the most ridiculous way possible.

      “Even if you have been eating too much fish, that won’t turn your babies into a sea creature,” Dr. Pendergong clarifies. 

      I open my mouth to clarify but decide to let it go. I will let her think I am stupid enough to think whatever food I eat is what my babies will turn into. If that were the case, I would be carrying little peanut babies… or tiny cucumbers with peanuts for eyes. 

      I laugh as I imagine what it would be like if a fish really were the father. How would I ever find that singular fish in a lake with so many other fish to give it the good news about its pending fatherhood? The doctor pulls me from my thoughts.

      “We will be performing a non-invasive and risk-free prenatal paternity test. We took a simple blood draw sample from Rose and a buccal mouth swab sample from the four Alphas. Analysis was done on the cell-free fetal DNA found in the mother’s blood and compared to the samples provided by the Alphas,” Dr. Pendergonad is saying.

      I blink as my brain is trying to follow all the medical jargon that is coming out of her mouth. So far, all I know is she said something about DNA and blood. 

      “Excuse me, Doc, would you mind speaking in simplified English? Not that I am not intelligent enough to understand medical terms or anything, but please, just for the benefit of my fellow Alphas here,” Tristan requests. 

      I giggle, although my heart is racing at this point. 

      “I will try. Using state-of-the-art technology, we were able to isolate the fetal DNA from the maternal blood plasma and analyze 300,000 genetic markers to establish paternity. We were then able to accurately confirm or exclude paternity,” the doctor continues. 

      I can’t help but gape at her, wondering if that was her version of simplified English. No wonder studying medicine took endless years. These people had to actually learn a new language before even learning anything about medicine. 

      “Who is the father or fathers, doctor?” Shelby asks, cutting through the medical jargon. I hope the doctor will just give the answer without diving deeper into the whole plasma business again. 

      Were there sharks in the lake? That would be poetic right? I would be a mommy shark, carrying the live version of a baby shark. I would be on televisions then, answering questions from journalists. Maybe even get my own reality show where the theme song would be, ‘Baby Shark.’

      Dr. Pendergogo proceeds to flip through some pages in a folder the nurse hands to her. 

      “You have two sets of heteropaternal superfecundation twins,” she announces.

      “Doc, English please,” Tristan says in an annoyed tone. 

      “Each child has different genetic markers. Each of them matches the different Alphas.” 

      This time I roll my eyes. This wasn’t a television show, and there was no need to build tension or cliffhangers to engage the audience. I needed her to spell it out for me.

      “So who is the father? We all slept with her. Could our DNA have mixed inside her and become some kind of cocktail, and you can’t tell who the father is because of that?” Reece asks. 

      Good question, I thought to myself.

      This time the doctor laughs lightly. So she does have a sense of humor. “That isn’t possible. Each child has a different father. Congratulations to the four of you. You are all going to be fathers.” 

      I can feel my heart slow down and then race again. Had I heard her correctly? All my Alphas had scored? 

      Mark air punches and mutters a triumphant, “Yes!” Reece laughs and runs his hands in his hair. Tristan and Eli high-five and do a little synced dance routine, which ends in a funny twerk. 

      Shelby and Kelly both hold one of my hands. I look at Shelby, and she smiles at me. 

      “I am going to be an aunt!” Kelly cheers and lays her other hand on my belly. 

      “Yep. If any of the babies come out looking like a tiny fire hydrant, that’s Eli’s,” Tristan adds. 

      “What are you talking about?” the doctor asks, but no one answers as the Alphas are celebrating and giving each other brotherly hugs paired with heavy back-patting. She doesn’t know how silly these men can be.

      “Congratulations, my friend,” Shelby says and softly touches her forehead to mine. 

      “Yeah. I think the fish daddy you were talking about must have shot blanks… you know… down there,” Shelby jokes and the three of us laugh. 

      I place a hand on my belly and feel a warm wave rush through me. I am carrying four children from the four men I love. I won’t have to choose, and none of them will have to leave the palace.

      We will all be able to raise our ch–

      My happiness subsides immediately as I’m reminded that these children are still going to be taken by Emily. 

      My four babies from my four Alphas are going to be snatched away from me and handed to that monster; That murderer will be the one to raise my babies, who were created out of love, something she doesn’t have a single ounce of in her whole demon body!

      A deep sadness quickly replaces the warm feeling. As I raise my eyes, they meet Mark’s gaze. 

      He smiles and mouths, “Are you okay?” I feign a smile and nod at him. 

      He raises one eyebrow, and I know he isn’t buying my happy mommy act.
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      *Adam*

      The king paces around looking like an angry Oompa Loompa as he listens to what Dr. Pendergan is telling him. His face has started to resemble an overripe tomato with every word the doctor utters. 

      “What do you mean all of them are the fathers? This wasn’t what we agreed on!”

      The doctor looks as taken aback as I am by that. It’s as though he is accusing her of inseminating Rose with seed from all the Alphas. 

      “This is actually possible in biology and medical history, Your Majesty. There was a high possibility she could end up having multiple babies because of her double uterine horn,” the doctor says. 

      He stomps his feet in anger. “You didn’t warn me about this, doctor. You said a double-horned uterus was the best at getting pregnant quicker, not that it was some suction device sucking in every man's semen like a vacuum to create offspring. Could the DNA test be wrong?” 

      “The test is ninety-nine percent accurate,” the doctor responds plainly. 

      “Well, maybe that one percent is worth looking into. They can’t all be the fathers. There has to be one winner.”

      The doctor shrugs. No medical theory she can spin will change this. 

      “It appears the Moon Goddess had other plans then,” the doctor iterates. 

      I smile secretly at her response. When medical reasoning fails, turn to mystical alternatives for answers. 

      “Could we terminate the other three babies before they are born?”

      I feel the small hairs on my neck standing on end at this question. Was the king just pure evil? Kill the babies before they are even born? Emily had thought the only way to get rid of her problems was by killing, and now the king is thinking the same way…. Well, he is already thinking of killing Rose once the babies are born anyway. Is murder a family DNA trait that runs in their blood?

      “With all due respect, Your Majesty, that will just endanger all of the babies. Doing that would result in her losing all the children… and even her life. I also doubt the Alphas would agree to have their children killed,” Dr. Pendergan reasons. 

      I frown, wondering how he would even pick which of the four babies to kill. Would it be a game of Russian roulette? Three bullets, and the lucky one is the baby who will get the blank bullet? This man is crazy. 

      “Leave!” he barks, and the doctor curtsies and walks out. 

      “What are we going to do? The doctor thinks I am worried about the life of that Breeder. If getting rid of those babies kills her, who cares? Her days are numbered anyway. It would make your job of killing her that much easier. We could always find another Breeder. She’s replaceable.” He is talking to me. 

      “The Alphas would never agree to such an act. They will fight you, Your Majesty, if you mess with the lives of their children. This is bigger than just getting rid of the Breeder. Bigger than the throne as well. What she is carrying within her is their blood, and fathers will go to extremes to protect their young ones,” I say as forcefully as I can. 

      He snorts and stops to look at me. “There can’t be four kings. Emily can’t marry all four of them. There has to be one winner, and you will come up with a better plan for that to happen.” 

      I swallow nervously. I know he has always believed me to be weak and stupid, and he never admits that I am always the one to come up with most of ‘his’ brilliant plans. 

      “I think we shouldn’t act hastily—” I begin, but he cuts me off. 

      “Maybe I should have just let Alpha Kane be king. This whole nonsense would have been avoided.” Then he mutters, “Maybe I shouldn’t abdicate the throne at all.”

      I am not sure what to make of that last remark, so I ignore it. “Well, I think it’s a little late for ‘should haves,’ Your Majesty. I also doubt you would have been willing to let your beautiful cousin Emily marry Alpha Kane.” I want to high-five myself for managing to keep a straight face while saying the words ‘beautiful’ and ‘Emily’ in the same sentence. 

      “You are right. But we need to have a solution, or I will call off this whole challenge.”

      “What if we continue with the challenge? When the Breeder is ready to have the babies, the first male child to come out of her will determine the winner,” I suggest. 

      “What do you mean the first male child to come out will determine the winner? Babies don’t talk, and I won’t wait for it to grow up and then announce who the winner will be.” 

      For a man most people label as wise and knowledgeable, the king is really unbelievably stupid. 

      I clear my throat and try again. “The father of the first male child to be born amongst the four children will be the king,” I clarify. 

      “Ohhh! That’s an awesome idea. That’s how it will be then. I will tell the Alphas that the father of the first male child to be born amongst the four babies will be the king. Do you see why I am king, Beta Adam?” 

      Had the guy just taken credit for my idea again? And now he was asking me to stroke his ego by declaring him an awesome king?

      “Yes, Your Majesty. Everyone knows there is no situation you can’t handle.” 

      Prick!
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      *Shelby*

      When Adam walks into our bed chambers, I am sitting by the window in a rocking chair. I can’t help but smile as I watch some robins playing in the garden fountain outside.

      I turn around, get up, and walk toward him as he enters. 

      “Well…? What is the king going to do now that all four Alphas are the fathers?” 

      “He wanted to kill three of the babies,” he says. 

      “What is with him and his cousin always wanting to kill everyone?” I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

      “Don’t worry, I talked him out of that madness. I also talked him out of calling the challenge off,” he responds. 

      “So they will all be kings?” I feel my eyes grow wider as I imagine if that could be a possibility.

      “No. I came up with a plan he accepted. The father of the first male child born will be king.” 

      “Oh…that’s sexist, isn’t it? What if all four children are girls?” I shrug. Trust me to always have questions for my man’s brilliant ideas. 

      “Well, then we will think of another plan. Maybe the father of the most masculine-looking baby girl will be king then,” he defends himself, sounding a little annoyed. 

      “Aww, don’t be angry, my love. I’m proud of you for managing to keep this challenge going and for saving those children. Don’t mind my forever racing mind. If all the children are girls, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. For now, my man saved the day. And I want to show you just how much I appreciate and am proud of you.” I give him a mischievous smile and step back. 

      I know the king will be looking for him soon, and I know we might not have enough time for a full tumble in the sheets session, so to speak. 

      “Baby, I don’t think we have time for that. Not now anyway, maybe later,” he replies. Really, he’s turning this joyous opportunity down? 

      “This won’t take that long.” I wink at him and pull some pins from my hair, letting it free. 

      I want to see him lose all control with me again. I want to see him as wild as he was on our honeymoon night. I kneel in front of him.

      It has been a while since I have given my man head. This married life can make one overlook the pleasures of giving joy in other ways than the traditional sense. 

      He looks down at me, and there is no mistaking the pure hunger in his gaze. 

      "Shel—" 

      “Shh!”

      I run the palm of my hand over his trousers and feel his manhood leap to life. It feels hard and thick even from under the heavy cotton material of his pants.

      Slowly, I pull down the zipper, and like an angry cobra ready to attack, his rod pounces out of the restrictive piece of clothing. 

      I can’t help but marvel at the beauty of it. The veins coursing through its length look like dazzling finishing touches to perfection. His rod twitches and seems to grow harder from just my gaze, and I realize I've been gaping at it for some time now. 

      The milky liquid that is dripping from the mushroom head tells me that he is ripe for the harvest. I salivate as I think about how he will taste after all this time. I can hear him breathing heavily while struggling to maintain some sort of composure.

      He's big; irreverent. Obscenely protruding out; intimidating. It's begging for a lick… demanding for one. I run my tongue along its length, the wet surface of my mouth teasing and activating the nerve ends of his veins. His pecker twitches again in response.

      I wet my index finger with my tongue and softly drag it along the slit at the head, bringing wetness along his cock. After getting the entire head wet, I look up and catch his burning stare.  Then, slowly, I lean in to blow air on the slicked skin… as if fanning the flames I have already ignited. 

      I can feel a pool forming in between my thighs and reach down in my pants with one hand. I let my finger rub away the pulsating need building inside my sensitive tissues.

      I take his rigid shaft in my mouth with the other hand. I move my head forward and let the tip hit the far end of the back of my throat. My eyes roll back as I savor the taste…. I have missed this. 

      I hold back my gagging reflex with practiced ease and repeat the movement, but this time, I bring my inner cheeks in to create a vacuum motion. I taste the salty juice on my tongue and moan at the aphrodisiac effect it channels through my body. I incline my head to the side as I repeat the motion. Lapping, sucking, and tasting. 

      His orgasm is prompt, and with his release comes my own earth-shattering one. The volume of the intoxicating spasms coursing through my body is urged on by the flick of my wrist on my clit.  Warm, rich liquid from his ejaculation gives me a deserved facial born of pure passion.  

      The jets go on and on. He doesn't take his hand to grab at his hungry flesh to try and ride it out. I bend down and nestle his balls on my tongue. A little suck on them causes him to stagger and shiver.  

      That release… those cries are for me. Only for me.

      And he is still the most beautiful thing I've ever seen in all my years. 

      I lounge in the unadulterated animal femininity that flows through me in response to the picture of him. My own orgasms come in waves, making my body convulse in response to the gruff groans from my man that are beautiful like erotic musical notes to my ears.

      This is what I am, what I have always been and had forgotten: a glutton for his pleasure. I live for it. My heart beats for it. I love it! I love him. I love us.

      He looks around after it's over, seeming not to know what to do with himself.

      “Thank you, my love. I am proud of you,” I moan and lick my lips while our eyes stay locked.

      Words are of no importance now as the raw desire is exchanged through our linked gazes that seem to promise each other a lot more passion to come.
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      *Mark*

      This room should stop being called Eli’s room as it's become our meeting place. We may as well call it the common area now. 

      “Are you okay, baby?” I ask Rose, who is sitting with us in the room. 

      “Yeah,” she responds and averts her eyes. Kelly whispers something to her, and they giggle. 

      “Care to share the joke?” Tristan prods.

      “You wouldn’t get the joke. It’s a woman thing,” Kelly says snidely. 

      I can see something is bothering Rose, but I am not sure this is the right time to be pushing her to divulge her fears. I hope to get a chance to talk to her alone soon. As I continue to look at her, I try to mentally visualize what a mix of our DNA will look like. I have no doubt our child will be adorable…. I have no uncertainty that any child she bears will be breathtaking. If any of the children resemble her, that will mean those children will be stunners. 

      “So what do you think will happen now that the four of us actually impregnated her?” Eli’s voice cuts into my musings. 

      “That’s a great question. Do you think the king will have no choice but to declare all four of us winners?” Tristan asks. 

      “Perhaps we could all share the throne. We have shown how we are able to share the most valuable prize with grace,” Reece adds. 

      I shake my head and say, “Knowing the king, he will not allow that to happen.”

      “Then what will happen? Will he call off the challenge then?” Eli asks. 

      “I have no idea. All I know is that he has invested so much time into this whole thing already. Calling the challenge off would be stupid,” Reece argues.

      “Maybe Emily will just have to choose who she wants to marry amongst the four of us. I think she would pick Reece if that would be the case,” Tristan teases. 

      Reece picks up a napkin and crumbles it before throwing it at Tristan. “Why would she choose me?” 

      “Because you are sooo cute–cute enough to eat. Be careful though, she might just literally eat you. That woman is evil, and I wouldn’t put cannibalism past her,” Tristan states. 

      We all laugh at this, but Reece doesn’t seem to like being the butt of the joke. “I would rather jump off the nearest roof if she chooses me,” I throw in.

      “You are going to be a father, Reece. How can you be planning to go AWOL on your baby already? Some baby daddy you’ll be,” Tristan utters. 

      “Maybe she will choose you, Tristan. She looks like the kind of girl who enjoys a bit of ‘S and M.’ Agh, look at that. The two of you have something in common,” Reece pushes back. 

      “Hell, no! I would never marry that witch even if she was the last woman on earth. I would rather be eaten alive by piranhas. Besides, I am already taken,” Tristan says and winks at Rose. She in turn gives him a sweet smile that melts my heart. I realize then that I really miss her. 

      “We are all taken. The king will have to find another way to break the tie,” I declare.

      “You do realize whatever method he comes up with to solve this whole thing will still mean one of us will have to marry Emily?” Eli points out. 

      “I don’t want to be the unlucky bastard. What would happen to the three of us who will end up not having the displeasure of being Emily’s forever after?” Reece asks. 

      I shrug. “As long as we get to keep our children and Rose, I am fine with that.” 

      “Y’all are idiots. The four of you might contend about keeping each of your children, but how do you think Rose feels?” Kelly asks. 

      We all turn and look at her. We exchange confused glances as she seems very irate, yet we all seem perplexed as to why. 

      “We don’t mean any disrespect to Rose. I mean, what did we say that is wrong? We all love Rose and don’t wish to be with any other person but her. What has gotten your thong in a fancy bow, my lady?” Tristan blurts out. 

      Kelly groans, reaches down, takes off her sandal, and throws it at him. I marvel at the way she aims as it would have hit him square on the mouth had he not moved slightly at the last second. 

      “You are such a jerk! I mean you would be okay keeping each of your children because all you have to lose is one child. Rose is the mother of all four; losing even one of those children will destroy her.” 

      My heart races as I now understand why Rose is looking the way she does today. This is, granted, a celebratory moment, but for Rose, the pending notion of having to give up even one of her children to Emily is unimaginable. 

      I move forward and crouch in front of her. “You do know we will do all we can so that you don’t lose any of your children?” I reassure her. 

      She looks at me, her eyes sparkling with unshed tears; they are laced with unmasked pain and fear of the uncertain future. I search the vocabulary in my head to try and find the right words to assure her of our loyalty to her and the children, but my word bank seems empty. I look up at the other three for help.

      “Little flower, I will die before I let anyone take those children from you,” Tristan confirms.

      A tear rolls down her rosy cheek. I reach out to wipe it, and the sight of her tears undoes me. 

      “We will all fight to ensure you aren’t separated from the children,” Tristan continues. 

      “Will I be separated from any of you?” she asks in an almost whisper as her eyes dart to each of us in succession. 

      “As for me, it will take more than Kelly’s impeccable aim with her shoe to separate me from you,” Tristan announces and crouches beside me. 

      “I don’t think you will get rid of any of us that easily, baby,” I assure her, and the other men nod and hum their agreement. 

      “Even if she gives birth to four fish, right?” Kelly says. Rose sniffles and laughs. I look at Rose, wondering what this whole fish thing is about. 

      “I love you,” Eli declares and sits on the couch’s armrest next to Rose. 

      “Promise?” Rose asks. 

      “Promise!” Eli says proudly and picks up her hand before kissing the back of it. 

      “Everyone who loves Rose, say ‘Aye’!” Tristan shouts. 

      “Aye!” we all chorus. 

      “Aye,” Kelly shouts and leans over to give Rose a side hug. 

      “You promise your feelings for me won’t change? Even if the babies can’t shift into wolves? What if they shift into squirrels?” she ponders aloud. 

      “The chances of that happening are very slim, but I know we will love you and them either way. Even if they shift into Chihuahuas,” I tease and she beams down at me. 

      I lean over and nuzzle her nose with my own. “We got you, baby.” 

      “Thank you,” she says, and I can hear her exhale ever so softly. 

      “Would any of you care for a snack? To show your support for the mother of your children, how do pickles and peanut butter sound?” Kelly asks. 

      We all give her hard stares. I wasn’t about to eat that foul food combination before and can’t do it now. 

      “Nope, I’m full.” Eli is the first to respond. We all start coming up with one excuse or the other about why we can’t eat the offered snack. 

      “You do know it’s because of y’all’s babies the poor girl is eating that? The least you could do is show your support,” Kelly declares. 

       “I think I am allergic to peanuts,” Eli exclaims. 

      “No, you’re not, brother,” she challenges. 

      “Shh!” Reece says.

      “You aren’t getting out of this that easily,” Kelly scolds. 

      “No, it’s not that. I think there is someone at the door.” 

      We all get quiet so we can hear. The sound of shallow breathing and then faint rustling just outside the door hits our ears. It seems someone has been eavesdropping on our conversation. 

      I jump to my feet and head for the door. I storm into the hallway and see Emily’s hastily retreating form. The witch!

      Without a second thought, I follow her. I think it’s time I had a word with ‘Queen Grimhilde.’

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/potential-rogue-wolf-logo.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/b44-b3-ebook.jpg
\ PREGNANT WIT‘H
I"'C&UR ALPHAS' BABIES

Lot 3





