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            A quick word before we get started

          

        

      

    

    
      As you will know from the previous three books, this series is set in a world very similar to our own, but there are some deciding differences. Technology has developed differently, and while there are many devices you may be used to, such as televisions, there are no mobile phones, cars or the internet. No guns, either.
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      This book is written in British English and uses some British expressions and idioms. Please don’t see these as spelling mistakes. We say mum rather than mom, use a lot of ‘s’ instead of ‘z’ (cosy, realise, …) and use ‘got’ as the past participle of ‘get’ (instead of ‘gotten’).
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      And finally, subscribe to Skye’s newsletter for updates about new releases:

      skyemackinnon.com/newsletter.

      You’ll even get a free book for subscribing, so it’s totally worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            What Happened Before

          

        

      

    

    
      Kat is an assassin who runs M.E.O.W. together with her friends Lily (half-succubus), Bethany (poisons expert) and Benjamin (thief). She has taken three mates: Lennox (a werewolf), Gryphon (a siren) and Ryker (a cat shifter).

      Kat is one of ten clones, with her being the oldest. They were created by sirens controlling the Pack, in which she was trained as an assassin.

      She’s only met four of her clones: Ivy, Four, Caitlin and Little Kat. She’s been told that only one other, K7, is still alive. Finding her lost sister is Kat’s new priority after moving to Attenburgh for a new start. With them is Kat’s sister/clone, Caitlin.
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        You thought it was over? You were wrong.

      

        

      
        Kat is broke, so when she’s offered a job as the mayor’s bodyguard, she can’t resist. It seems a simple enough job, until someone tries to kill her rather than the mayor.

      

        

      
        At the same time, an incredibly valuable diamond needs to be stolen, a little deer needs a new home and there’s a ball to attend.

      

        

      
        When you put a cat in a dress, you should prepare for carnage…
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      Kittens are inherently evil. One minute, they look at you with big, heart-melting eyes, the next they try to cut your throat. Or bite a chunk out of your shoulder, in this case.

      I grab the tabby by the scruff of its neck and throw it further down the bed. I was having such a good dream, one of knives and catnip. The kitten woke me and for that, it’s going to pay.

      “I’m going to tell Benjamin not to empty your litter tray,” I announce with a yawn.

      In response, the kitten sends me a mental image of it peeing on my beautiful new desk.

      I almost throw a pillow at it. Did I mention that kittens are evil?

      “Go back to sleep,” Ryker mutters. “It’s far too early.”

      “I would still be sleeping if this little devil hadn’t woken me.”

      Ryker opens one eye, then closes it again. “That’s Teapot. She’s hungry.”

      “So? I’m hungry too, but that doesn’t mean I go around biting people.”

      “You sure? You did a lot of biting last night.”

      I bare my teeth at him. “If I remember correctly, you enjoyed that. A lot.”

      “I’m not sure I remember…care to do it again?”

      This time, I really do throw my pillow, but not at the kitten.

      “Ouch!”

      I roll my eyes. “It’s a pillow, not a knife. Pillows are soft and don’t hurt. Not unless you use them to suffocate someone. I’ve heard that can be a little painful.”

      “Thanks for the assassin lesson.”

      “Anytime.” I sigh. “Now that we’re both awake, how about breakfast?”

      The kitten meows. I bare my teeth at it. “Not for you. You’re going on the naughty step.”

      “We don’t have a naughty step,” Ryker reminds me.

      “Then we’ll introduce one. Although, I guess that would mean that our entire cat population would end up sitting on the stairs. That’s a trip hazard.”

      Ryker laughs. “Your parenting skills still need to develop. I’ve heard you’ve taught Pumpkin how to detect different poisons?”

      I shrug. “He needs to be prepared. If he ever shifts into a human, he’ll need life skills. He’s already good at hunting and overpowering prey, but he’s still got a lot to learn.”

      Now that we all live in the same house, Pumpkin has been shadowing me constantly. He seems obsessed with my work and keeps asking for explanations of why and how I do things. Once, I caught him trying to walk on his hind legs. It almost broke my cold assassin heart.

      Not that it’s that cold any longer. My heart has thawed in the presence of my friends and males. And my family, even though only Caitlin is currently living with us. I got a letter from Ivy and Four yesterday though, and Little Kat regularly calls me. All three of them seem happy staying with Aunt Rose, although I bet that once the six months are up, I’m going to have to have a conversation with the twins. They still want to join me here. Rose has told me how well they’re doing at school, so I really want them to stay with her. They can have a childhood there, but not here. Just because we have a bunch of kittens living with us doesn’t mean that our home is suitable for adolescents. Especially not when they’re about to start puberty. No thanks.

      I stretch and climb out of bed. It’s the biggest bed we could find, yet it’s still a little small when all four of us are in it together. That doesn’t happen very often though. As much as I love the three males, I do need time to myself. Cuddling is fine, but sometimes, I get claustrophobic when they surround me in my bed. I’m a cat and I need my independence.

      Luckily, they all respect that. Every one of us has their own room, plus this one where we can all conglomerate when we feel like it. Last night, Gryphon had joined us, but he’d left in the early hours of the morning. Lennox is probably naked in a ditch somewhere. I grin at the image. It’s a full moon and he’s gone to the countryside to let his wolf enjoy some crazed howling and hunting.

      Back home, a full moon was the time of the month when everyone would lock their doors at night and stay inside, wary of the shifters roaming the streets. Here in Attenburgh, it’s very different. Shifters don’t go out in public. Some days, I’m not even sure if humans know of our existence. For now, both Lennox and I have been careful with shifting outside. It’s easy for Ryker, since he’s not much larger than a normal cat when shifted, but a wolf and panther would definitely stand out. It’s why Lennox is spending the full moon away from Attenburgh. I would have joined him, but I’ve got an important appointment today.

      I check my watch. As much as it hurts to admit it, I’m glad the kitten woke me. I would have overslept otherwise.

      To my annoyance – and envy – Ryker stays in bed. Lucky bastard.

      I slowly make my way down to the first floor, where our living area is located. On the ground floor is my office, a lab and a weapon’s storage. My favourite room in the entire house. The second floor is reserved for bedrooms and two baths. We don’t have an attic though, at least not one as big as the one I used to live in. I miss my hammock, but I’ve conceded that it wouldn’t be practical with having mates.

      Our current attic is only two feet high, so we only use it for storage. If we ever have bodies to hide, it would be the perfect place. A little obvious though, perhaps. 

      Someone's left a plate of sandwiches on the counter. The rest of the M.E.O.W. team live in an outbuilding, but they don't have a kitchen over there, so we all use this one. It's nice to have the house just for family. My mates, my sister and me. Lily is out most of the time anyway, making friends with the locals. Which means fucking them and feeding off them. Even though she's only half-succubus, she's admitted that having sex gives her a sort of high. She doesn't need it, not like full succubi for whom it is essential to feed regularly. For Lily, it's just a nice side-effect of doing what she's good at. She's already provided us with a lot of information on how the upper class lives here. If what we've been told is correct, most members of Attenburgh's high society are sirens or at least in the employ of sirens. 

      Since we want to keep a low profile, Gryphon has been staying home. He doesn't want to be recognised. It's been years since he last visited the city, but his father is fairly important and according to him, there's a clear family resemblance. Until we know more, it's better for him to stay hidden, no matter how much that irks him. He goes for walks at dawn or dusk, when it's still dark and the streets are empty. Luckily, we live in the outskirts of the city. It's the only part where we were able to afford a house like this. Rose's daughter, an estate agent, found it for us and got us an amazing price. For now, it's rented, until we decide whether we're going to make Attenburgh our permanent home or whether we'll move on once we've found my sister.

      K7. The only sister I haven't found yet. She's somewhere in this city, if our sources are to be believed, but no matter how often Caitlin and I comb the streets on the hunt for her scent, we've been unsuccessful so far. Supposedly, K7 is feral at times, so it would make sense for her to be kept inside. I don't want to think of the possibility of her being kept in a facility or worse. No, in my mind, she's in a loving family who love her and keep her safe. It's a delusion, I know, but it's the only way I can keep a clear head when thinking of her. 

      I lean against the counter while munching on my sandwich. The bread has got a little moist from the gherkins inside, but I don't mind. It's food, that's what counts. I'm not much of a connoisseur. I can appreciate a good meal, but most of the time, I only eat something quick while my mind is on other things. Like right now. 

      I'm trying to remember what I've got planned for today. I'm too lazy to go downstairs into the office to check my to-do list. We have barely any clients here, not while trying to lay low, but for now, we have enough money. I don't need to find work right away. Still, I feel useless without at least a few marks on my list. I could randomly choose some people to kill, but that would make me a murderer and I prefer to be an assassin. I don't kill for fun. At least, not just. It's a business and I run it like one. With accounts and files and employees. 

      The sound of the cat flap opening makes me turn around. Ben installed it to make it easier for his horde of kittens to come and go as they please. A lot of Ryker's feline flock stayed behind, but at my last count, we still had twenty-one cats under his protection. Benjamin has taken on the role to look after the kittens, while Ryker makes sure the adults don't get themselves in trouble with the local cat population. There were a lot of battles for dominance at the beginning, but things seem to have calmed down. Soon, the cats will know Attenburgh as well as they did their old home, and they'll be able to spy and explore for me again. It's worth the massive amount of cat food that we have to buy every two weeks. And my catnip supply is under lock and key. I've given Pumpkin a tiny bit, but only once, since his father wasn't exactly pleased to find his son doing somersaults in the bathtub. If I have to choose between keeping Pumpkin or Ryker happy, then I'll always choose my Ryker. 

      Meow.

      Speak of the kitten. Pumpkin enters the kitchen, his tail waving arrogantly from side to side. He's the ruler of the kittens and he's quickly taken to the role. 

      "Morning," I mutter while chewing on my last bite of sandwich. 

      Pumpkin meows before rubbing against my legs. I bend down to scratch his little head. He's still tiny, despite being close to feline adolescence. I wonder if he'll be small if he ever shifts. For now, all we can do is wait to see what happens with him. 

      "Your dad is upstairs, if you're looking for him," I tell Pumpkin when he turns his head to look around the kitchen, as if he's searching for something. 

      He sends me an image of the bag of catnip I keep stashed away.

      "No. Not after last time. Ryker would kill me if I gave you any."

      He looks up at me, his eyes seemingly growing bigger and cuter. I can almost hear my heart melt, turning into sticky drops. 

      No. I have to stay strong. I won't let a kitten tell me what to do. No matter how adorable he is.

      "I won't give you catnip. But how about some milk? Or I'm sure there's a nice piece of steak in the fridge. Benjamin keeps it well stocked." He buys more food for the cats than for humans. Bethany has got angry more than once when he forgot to get snacks for her. She lives on snacks and junk food. 

      Pumpkin meows in protest. Spoilt little brat. 

      "I'm not going to budge. You can either have proper food now, or you can go away."

      He glares at me, all cuteness gone. With a flick of his raised tail, he marches from the kitchen, leaving me feeling like an evil stepmother.
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      Someone's put a letter on my desk. It's more of a table than a proper desk, not like the beautiful old furniture I had back in Mystery Man's house. That's what I've decided to call him. Not his real name. That one is associated with too many bad memories. 

      I sit on my wooden chair - again lamenting the loss of my comfy leather office chair - and slice open the envelope. It's thick, high-quality paper, not the thin stuff you get in normal shops.  

      It's addressed to 'Dear Sir or Madam' and while I read through the text, I get the feeling that this is a generic letter, not one specifically written to me. 

      You are cordially invited to get involved in the business opportunity of the century. Riches beyond what you can imagine. The thrill of a once-in-a-lifetime adventure that could improve or take your life. Yes, this venture could be deadly, but the rewards are worth it.*

      To find out more about this exclusive opportunity, please follow the hints provided. You will understand that we can only supply the most capable candidates of further details. Only attempt these trials if you have experience in subterfuge, stealth, theft, assassination or similar skills.

      Please refrain from handing this letter to the police. Every letter has been marked and we will find out who broke confidentiality.

      Sincerely,

      The Widow

      *in our opinion

      I read the letter several times. It didn't make much sense. Business opportunity of a lifetime. Now that sounded like something I could get behind on. Especially since I didn't have anything better to do. 

      How have they even found me though? I haven’t exactly broadcast my presence in Attenburgh. Maybe it’s some kind of spam mail that every household gets? No, the paper alone would cost too much for that to be viable. Someone knows I’m here, that we are here. It both pleases and worries me. Laying low isn’t for me. I need something to do. This sounds better than staying here, twiddling my paws.

      Follow the hints provided. I check the envelope, but there’s nothing else inside, just the letter. Weird. Of course, there’s no sender address on it either. That would have been far too easy.

      I’m missing something. Unless they’ve forgotten to include the hints in my letter.

      I grab it and its envelope and go on the search for whoever put the letter on my desk. I find Bethany in the living room, lazily flipping through a magazine. She barely glances up from it when I enter. I think she’s a little bored too. I’ve not been able to give her a corpse to play with, nor has she needed to steal something or make new poisons. With Lily’s help, she’s turned a spare bathroom into a makeshift lab, but it’s nothing compared to the spacious and well-equipped lab she had in our old house.

      “Did you put this letter in my office?” I ask her.

      “Yeah. I think you have an admirer.”

      I frown. “Why would you say that?”

      “Because it came with chocolates.” She points at an open box of truffles on the table. “I didn’t think you’d appreciate them, so I decided to give them a try. To test for poison, obviously.”

      I roll my eyes. “Obviously.”

      That must be the hint. Is there a chocolate factory in Attenburgh?

      I pick up the box. It’s black cardboard. One of the edges is dented, but that may have been Bethany’s doing. There’s no brand name or even a ribbon; just the box. Inside are ten compartments, although three of them are now empty. Glutton. The remaining seven chocolates are perfectly symmetrical balls, two dark, three white, the others light brown. I’m one for white chocolate, personally, but I resist from eating them. They might be clues that I need to solve this strange riddle.

      “The chocolates you ate, what did they taste like?”

      Bethany looks at me in confusion. “Like chocolate? Sweet. Delicious.”

      “Anything inside?”

      “No. Actually, I was a little disappointed by that. I’d hoped for liquid chocolate, or maybe some alcohol, or even just a hazelnut, but it’s just air.”

      That gives me hope. I lift one chocolate after another, gently shaking them. The brown ones all sound hollow, but one of the white balls is heavier than the others. I break it open – using my fingers rather than my teeth – and smile when a tiny plastic key becomes visible inside. It’s no bigger than my thumbnail, but there’s no doubt that it’s a key. A folded piece of paper is underneath it.

      I discard the chocolate and it’s immediately snatched up by Bethany, who pops it in her mouth.

      “You didn’t need that anymore, did you?” she snickers. “Yummy.”

      I ignore her and unfold the paper. Five symbols are drawn on it in rough strokes. They seem familiar, but I can’t remember where I’ve seen such signs before. I show it to Bethany.

      “Any idea what this could mean?”

      She shakes her head, still munching on chocolate. “No, but ask Benjamin. I know he learned all sorts of secret languages when he was working as a thief. They have lots of symbols to let each other know where the good hauls are, or when to stay away if too many guards are around.”

      “Thanks. Is he over in your building?”

      “In our shack, you mean. And yes.”

      “Hey, it’s a perfectly nice outbuilding. A secondary house. Not a shack.”

      She scoffs. “Easy for you to say, you live in the pretty big house. You don’t have to listen to Benjamin’s snoring.”

      She doesn’t seem to be genuinely unhappy though. This is just Bethany’s usual complaining. I hope. I don’t want any discontent among my team. When I saw this property, I thought it was perfect. Enough space for all eight of us, plus work areas. I try to keep work and pleasure separate. It’s easier here since I don’t work every day, all day. Instead of fighting evil people, I’m fighting boredom.

      I leave her to it – not expecting to ever see those chocolates again – and walk over to the other building. A paved garden connects the two, surrounded by high brick walls giving us privacy from neighbours. The house to our right is uninhabited and the cats have made it their own. To our left lives an old woman who’s half-blind and all-deaf. She smiles at me whenever I see her and I smile back, pretending to be the perfect neighbour. If only she knew what’s going on next door. We don’t have any bodies here right now, but I bet it won’t be too long until we’ve got yet another head in the fridge or some random limbs in the lab.

      I hear Benjamin’s snoring before I even enter the house. Lucky boy. I wish I was still asleep. Well, if I have to be awake, then he should be, too. Life isn’t fair.

      Two kittens lie in the short hallway leading to one large bedroom and to a narrow staircase. One of them completely ignores me and continues licking his paws, while the other, a stark white cat with grey ears, inclines his head in greeting. He’s one of the older kittens, judging from his size.

      “Want to wake Benjamin?” I ask him with a devilish grin.

      I swear the kitten smiles back. He gets up and arches his back, then joins me as I climb the stairs to the first floor. Benjamin chose the smallest room for some reason. Not that I care. Bethany, Lily and he can do with their little house whatever they want. It’s their realm.

      The kitten meows when I open Benjamin’s door. He runs in and I wait, a smile on my lips. Two seconds later, a scream lets me know that Benjamin is now awake. I stroll in, all innocence.

      “Morning. Did the little kitten wake you?”

      The cat in question is standing on Benjamin’s face, his paws narrowly missing the young man’s eyes.

      “Don’t pretend it was Muffin’s idea,” Benjamin growls. “He’s usually very well-behaved.”

      The kitten looks at me as if he’s just been insulted.

      “I know, he’s wrong,” I tell Muffin. “You’re most certainly not well-behaved.”

      He sends me his assent, before jumping off Benjamin and curling up at the end of the bed.

      Benjamin glares at me. “What do you want? I was having such a lovely dream.”

      “It’s late. The early cat catches the mouse.”

      “You don’t like mornings either. Don’t pretend you’re up because you want to be. Have you had your appointment yet?”

      I freeze. Oops. That.

      “Not yet,” I hedge. I check my watch. Damn, I’m late. That’s not a good first impression.

      I shove the piece of paper at Benjamin. “Do you recognise these symbols?”

      He blinks, tiredness softening his features. “Yes, of course. You don’t?”

      I roll my eyes. “Would I be here otherwise? Can you write down the meaning for me? I need to go now, so just put it on my desk.”

      I turn, angry at myself for forgetting my meeting. I should have gone there straight after breakfast rather than going to my office. I guess I’m still getting used to my new life here. I used to have a routine. Now, I’m making it up as I go along.

      “Run, kitty, run,” Benjamin calls after me as I leave the house. I flip him off, even though he can’t see it. It’s satisfying nonetheless.
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      Attenburgh’s town hall is an imposing building that towers over all the neighbouring houses. A market has been built around it, although only half the stalls are occupied today. I walk straight through them and up the marble stairs leading to the town hall’s double doors. They’re wide open, but I’m the only one going in. No guards to be seen anywhere. That surprises me. Attenburgh is a rich town, as can be seen from how this town hall has been built: fancy marble, expensive woods, jewels embedded in the doors. If I were in charge, I’d make sure nobody gets tempted by all that wealth. I can almost smell the riches in the town hall’s vaults. It’s a pity I’m not a common thief. Breaking in here could be fun, especially if the security is as lax as it seems.

      A half-moon reception desk takes in most of the entrance hall. Two women stand behind it, both wearing elegant black costumes. A few people mill around the edges of the room, probably waiting for appointments.

      “How can I help you?” one of the women asks me. Her hair is an unnatural white-blonde; a colour that would only look natural if she were thirty years older.

      “I’ve got a meeting with Lady Lara.”

      I don’t mention that I’m half an hour late by now.

      “Name?”

      “Feln. Katriona Feln.”

      I’d pondered using a fake name, but in the end, it doesn’t matter. I’m sure some members of the Pack know the name I chose for myself, and if they do, then they may have passed it on to the Fangs. Not that there’s much left of the Pack. We burned their labs and most of their headquarters. When we left, their leaders were in hiding, abandoning the young shifters they’d enslaved. Luckily, we hadn’t needed to deal with that ourselves. Mr Moon, Lennox’s mentor, volunteered to look after them. I hope he’s giving them the choice to stay or leave and try to survive on their own, but to be honest, I didn’t want to push my luck, so I never asked him outright.

      “You’re late,” the woman says with a disapproving frown.

      As if I don’t know. I don’t apologise. It’s not this receptionist who I’ve got a meeting with. She doesn’t matter.

      “Take the lift to the fourth floor and take a seat in the waiting area. I will see if Lady Lara can still meet you, or if she is now otherwise engaged.”

      I nod and turn to the elevator at the other end of the room. I hate lifts. They’re metal boxes doomed to fail, taking their insides with them into the abyss. No, I’ll take the stairs. Luckily, the door to the stairwell is clearly marked next to the elevators. I take two steps at a time, glad I’m not out of breath by the time I reach the fourth floor. I’ve not trained or even run as much since we moved here as I usually do.

      A woman waits for me when I step out of the stairwell. Her white jumpsuit is a sharp contrast to her shimmering ebony skin. It’s as if she accidentally sprayed glitter all over herself. Is that the latest fashion? Or is that natural? Her black hair is twisted into a sleek bun, which makes her look older than she probably is. Mid to late thirties, I’d guess. She's pretty, but not pretty enough to be a siren. Thank goodness. I’d hoped that she’d be human, and therefore less dangerous.

      “Miss Feln?”

      Her voice is surprisingly deep, but melodious.

      I incline my head, remembering I need to be polite. “Lady Lara?”

      “Indeed. You’re late.”

      “Apologies, something came up.”

      “No matter. It gave me the chance to read a little. I barely have time for that nowadays.” She smiles at me. “When I took this job, I didn’t realise how much it would eat up my personal life. But let’s take this to a more private space.”

      She leads me to a spacious office. The walls are clad in dark wood, but the furniture is all white and beige, making it less gloomy than it could have been. A tray with tea and biscuits awaits us on a small side table next to two leather armchairs. She beckons for me to sit down and I gladly do, sinking into the soft chair. I need one of those for my home. We’ve got two sofas, but they came with the house and are both threadbare and uncomfortable.

      She takes a seat opposite me and pours us some tea. She hands me my cup with a smile, before leaning back in her chair, studying me intently.

      “So, Miss Feln, you’ve applied for the position and I quite enjoyed your application. A lot less…blah than most of the others. I like people who’re direct and who don’t embellish their achievements. Of course, you’ve got a lot fewer qualifications than some of the other applicants, but I wanted to meet you nonetheless.”

      A lot fewer qualifications. I smirk. None, actually. It’s not like the Pack gave me an education that went beyond learning how to kill, steal and torture. With a bit of poisoning and manipulation thrown in.

      “How did you come across the job advert?” she continues.

      “An acquaintance passed it on to me. I’ve only recently moved to this town and have been looking for a valuable use of my time. This seemed like the ideal thing to do.”

      Lady Lara quirks an eyebrow. “I’m glad you think this would be a valuable use of your time. Making sure I don’t get killed would be valuable for me as well.”

      “Why are you concerned for your safety?” I ask. “The ad didn’t say.”

      She laughs. “Of course it didn’t. It’s not like I want to tell my enemies that they’ve got to me. But after two assassination attempts in the past three weeks, I’ve decided it’s time to stop tempting fate. I’m tired of having to constantly look over my shoulder. I need someone to do it for me.”

      “How did they try to kill you?”

      “Poisoned gin – an anonymous present – and a knife at my throat. Luckily, the second assassin was badly trained and my self-defence skills were sufficient. But as I said, I don’t expect to get away with my life a third time. That’s where you come in.”

      I nod. “As I said in my application, I can assist you with both protection, and prevention of further attacks. If you know who’s sending the assassins, it would be my pleasure to make sure they don’t do it again.”

      “That won’t be necessary. Not yet, anyway. As I said, I don’t want them to know that I’m worried. I’ll continue my life and work as before, but I’ll sleep safer knowing that there’s someone watching out for new threats. You said you have experience in dealing with assassins?”

      “Yes, I do.”

      Dealing as in working with them. Or making sure to reach the mark faster than them. But she doesn’t have to know that. To be fair, I should be excellent at preventing assassins from hurting Lady Lara. I know how they think, how they operate. All I’d have to do is imagine how I would kill her, and then act accordingly.

      “That’s good. Very good. I much prefer real-world experience over certificates and degrees.”

      “There are degrees in fighting assassins?” I interrupt.
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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.
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