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      I broke the most important rule... I summoned a demon who now thinks I'm his.

      Amber Krieg can't tell an eye of newt from a wart of frog. It's what makes all her potions go boom or bust. Each one is more dangerous than the last.

      Why she even attempted a love spell is beyond her. Desperation maybe. Okay, definitely.

      But this time it actually worked. Standing in her dorm is Matthis, the sexiest demon she's ever seen. And apparently the most dangerous. Turns out Amber just liberated hell's most eligible rogue demon, and now he's using her room to hide out from his would-be jailors.

      In return, he's willing to cast all her spells and be her literal red-hot lover, teaching her how to sin in the best possible way. Until he's safely off hell's most-wanted list.

      But when it's time to say goodbye to his Beelzebub booty call, can Matthis walk away or will he choose to claim her soul forever?
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      My breath freezes in my chest as I weave the last thread of magic over the cauldron. I wait. The students around me shift uneasily, waiting for me to finish my semester final. I can’t blame them; I’d rather be anywhere, too.

      Chairs scrape across the linoleum as their impatience reaches its apex, and the sound grates on my nerves. They’ve shown unease every time I’ve had to do spellwork because my magic never does what I want.

      Talk about a confidence killer.

      Professor Blossom stands near, wearing a new magical lab coat that’s nearly impervious to spell disasters, which makes me think she ordered it specifically for me after Wednesday’s disaster of a fruit smoothie I tried to make that smelled like sewer and less like bananas. The material shimmers every time she moves like it’s made of glitter. Her white hair is stuffed in a beret, and today she’s wearing both the face shield and goggles.

      I don’t know if I should tell everyone to evacuate the classroom or if this will be the time I’ll have success with my magic. If I don’t pass, I’ll never get a job in magic weaving to protect everyone from demons and monsters. Tears prick my eyes. I’ve wanted to be one since I was seven.

      Darren looks away and my heart folds in on itself. Of course, my crush would be here to witness my disappointing exam. Why couldn’t Darren have been anywhere else, but right here making my hands sweat and nerves tangle in my gut. I swallow against the tightening of my throat and focus on the murky liquid in the cauldron.

      A spark bubbles up and Professor Blossom’s eyes brighten with expectation. My heart jackknifes in my chest like it suddenly remembers to beat. I stare at the brown liquid, willing it to spark again, for a bubble to pop up and change the color to gold. I want to shake the cauldron, but instead, I smooth down my skirt.

      “Ajji Majji la Tarajji,” I say, making the five-pointed star sign over the liquid. Make this work, please.

      The last four nights I’ve done nothing except study for this exam. I didn’t need another ‘F’ on my report card.

      I feel like I’m standing on the edge of an abyss. A bubble expands in the cauldron, and I cross my fingers that this will be the change I need.

      Slowly, the bubble grows bigger and bigger, and a cold sweat breaks out on my forehead. A loud pop sounds, and brown liquid erupts, spewing all over me and Professor Blossom. It sticks like tar and smells worse than burning manure. My heart falls as the stink drives home my moment of failure. I’ve botched my magic, again. I feel like I dove off the cliff into the void, with no way to stop myself.

      The class bursts into laughter, then gags. The professor leans back, taking off her goggles, and gives me a pitying look that punches me in the gut.

      “I think I forgot to stir counter-clockwise eight times… I think I only did seven. Can’t I try one more time?” I ask, wringing my hands.

      Maybe if I just tipped the cauldron a bit, stirred up the potion more, I can get it to transform. But doing so will violate the test, and I’ll be marked for not only flunking, but for cheating, too.

      “I’m afraid not, Amber,” Professor Blossom says in a sympathetic tone. “We’ve already allowed yours to set for extra time as it is, and this is the result.”

      As though mocking me, my potion churns, becoming a sickly green color.

      “Delere.” The Professor waves her wand over the cauldron and both it and the potion disappear before it can turn into something worse.

      “Thanks,” I mumble. “May I be excused?”

      “In a moment.” Professor Blossom weaves another spell, taking out the stench of my catastrophe, but not the goo covering her or me. “You may wash up after class. Some potions, like this one, can’t be removed from skin or clothing with magic but with only good old-fashioned soap and water. The cauldron is spelled to allow complete removal of any potions.”

      I rush back to my seat among the giggles and whispers. I should’ve burned more incense in the temple this morning in prayer to the great Apollyon to pass this test. Though I don’t think even a whole bushel of sage would have worked.

      “Can anyone tell me what Amber performed incorrectly with the transmutation potion?” Professor Blossom taps the nearest window to her desk with her wand and they all open up, letting in the frigid December wind. On the bright side, it cuts through the lingering putrid smell.

      I slide down into my seat, wishing I had an invisibility spell. Or better yet, a memory one, where I could erase that I was even here, that I had screwed up so badly.

      “She did a demon star instead of a pentagram,” Vivienne, the promising future valedictorian, says smugly.

      “No, I didn’t.” I force out a breath through my clenched teeth.

      All of me wants to argue the fact that I did the right gesticulation over the cauldron. I’m not wrong, and tension presses in my gut. And even if I did mess up that part, it shouldn’t destroy the whole potion. Right? I bite my thumbnail, wracking my brain to try to remember the hand motions I’d done. I couldn’t have confused them. I can practically do them in my sleep now.

      The class starts debating who is right, and the noise level in the room grows.

      I try to calm down. There’s no way I did a demon star. Doing so could potentially bring their kind into the school. Besides, Professor Blossom would have stopped me, wouldn’t she? Demons are always looking for witches to possess. It is only our Holy Apollyon who keeps them at bay and protects us from their evil. If we go outside of campus, we gamble not only with our magic, but also with our lives. Demons and monsters hunt magic kin and devour our souls to gain access to our power. We are the only thing stopping them from taking over the world. As much as I hate that my magic never works, losing it feels like I would be cutting off my arms. Plus, I really like living.

      “Enough,” Professor Blossom shouts to be heard. “If Miss Krieg had done a demonic spell, we would all know instantly.”

      I sink further into my seat. Not a good way to prove her point and will only make my classmates that much more freaked out by me. Wonderful.

      “Well, she did the sign a little crooked,” Vivienne adds. “That’s why it didn’t work to summon a demon.”

      I laugh bitterly because at least now I know this day can’t get any worse.

      “Miss Krieg, please report to Dean Wineberg’s office immediately,” a female voice says over the intercom.

      Guess I’m wrong.

      Grabbing my backpack because I don’t ever want to show my face in class again or trust that they won’t put a farting frog inside it, I hurry out the door. I pause in the girls’ bathroom to wash some of the goo off, but it clings to me like tar. I scrub my face and hands, removing the worst of it from those areas. I try pulling out globs from my red hair, but this is taking too much time. Rewashing my hands, I swallow the sensation of pieces of glass stuck in my throat and leave the sanctity of the empty bathroom.

      The hallways are quiet and I debate running to the temple and begging Apollyon for another chance. I’m sure the dean is going to kick me out of school, and I can’t say I blame him.

      At least this way, I have an excuse for missing my charms final—I’m fully bombing that class, too. I’m not failing on purpose. Tears prick the back of my eyes and I hurry along before a teacher or anyone in the classrooms sees me through the skinny side window in the doors.

      The hallway is quiet with students testing, and I knock on the dean’s door.

      When it opens, I’m shocked to find my mom standing there instead of the dean.

      “What are you doing here?” I gape at her, my stomach twisting.

      Dean Wineberg clears his throat, reshuffling papers on his desk. “Come in, Amber.”

      “Did something happen with Dad?”

      “No.” She squares her shoulders as I walk past her and she closes the door behind me. “It appears that you’re not passing any of your classes except for PE, and thankfully, you have a talent for flying. And by the looks of you, I can predict you’ve failed the potions final as well.”

      I open my mouth to protest, except how can I? Everything she said is true.

      “Amber Marie Krieg, you cannot fail your classes. You are the seventh daughter of our prestigious family, and you need to do better. You must.”

      “I don’t know how.” I throw my hands up. “My magic isn’t working right, no matter what I do.”

      Every spell I’ve tried to perform has sucked. Unlike all six of my sisters and even my brother Benjamin, they never had anything blow up in their face. Coming here had been a mistake. Witches and wizards are forbidden from studying magic until after we turn eighteen. Before that, we’re sent to regular, mundane schools and graduate just like everyone else. Now I’m worried the magic gene may have skipped me altogether.

      “You’re not trying hard enough,” she says. “We’re paying a lot of money for you to attend here.”

      All I want is for my mom to accept me as I am. For once in my life, I want her to tell me that I matter. That I’m worth more than the magic I perform. I squeeze my fists, staring at her dark eyes.

      “Fine.” All of my dreams are turning into nightmares anyway. “Then expel me.”

      Her face scrunches up like I slapped her. “No child of mine will quit. Ever. We have powerful magic in our family line and frankly, you’re an embarrassment to us.”

      “Then how do I fix this?” I look over to the dean, who shakes his head. Story of my life. No one seems to have answers on how to help me. I had hoped coming here would teach me what none of my sisters or brother could—how to use my magic. That maybe I just needed the right teacher, the right subject, and then my magic would flourish.

      “Figure it out.” My mom marches to the door and opens it, pausing with her hand on the doorknob. “You will stay here over winter break and study. No parties, no trips with friends. You will stay right here. And you will take all of your exams again after New Year’s, and you will pass them. Is that clear?”

      I clench my arms at my sides. My face is burning and I want to scream, but instead, I mumble, “Yes.”

      She nods and leaves without a backward glance or even a hug. Wish I could say I don’t care, but I do.

      “Your mom is right.” Dean Wineberg scribbles across a piece of paper. “The potential for you to be a great witch is there; you’re just not applying yourself.”

      “Fine.” I throw up my hands and plop into one of the visitor chairs.

      “Get off my furniture with whatever is on you,” he says in a tense voice as his face turns purple.

      I jump up with an aggravated sigh. “What about a tutor or something to help me?”

      He snorts. “We have the finest teachers in the country and have offered you half a dozen tutors throughout the year without any success. The blame is on you, not your teachers, this school, or even your textbooks. Now, I suggest you go study as much as you can before your second chance is gone.”

      With a wave of his hand in dismissal, his office door opens. He picks up his cell and taps at it like he’s playing some kind of game.

      Instead of going to my next class, I head to my dorm room. I don’t need any more humiliation today. May as well start my Christmas vacation in style. I grab a dozen chocolate bars from the vending machine and dump them onto my bed.

      After throwing my uniform into the laundry, I turn on the shower. Though I really am tempted to ask my roommate, Mia, to incinerate it with her power instead. Not like I don’t have a dozen more of the button-down shirts and pleated skirts. I just don’t want the reminder that one of them is the one I screwed up so badly in.

      I step into the shower and the water warms my skin. Angrily, I scrub with soap and shampoo twice before the blobs of the potion fade.

      Chills spread over my skin despite the temperature of the water, like someone is watching me. My breath turns into pants. I jerk the shower curtain back to confront the perv, but the small bathroom is empty. The oval mirror with a silver frame is fogged up, and there’s no space in our four-by-seven bathroom for anyone to squeeze into a corner and hide. The only cabinet is under the sink, and it’s stuffed with towels, makeup, and hair stuff. I close the shower curtain and rinse one more time before turning the water off and stepping out onto the small, pink bathmat.

      Toweling dry, I can’t shake the feeling of being watched. My skin tingles and I double-check the small room and find nothing. Pushing aside the feeling, I throw on my comfy pajamas and crash onto the tiger lily bedspread, which is still bunched up from last night. Mia’s single bed, which is only five steps away, has a white blanket so pristine and tightly fitted, that it looks unreal.

      I flip on the TV and binge my favorite vamp romance while gorging on the candy bars. I wish Mia could be here with me. She always makes the best popcorn and listens. Her finals won’t be over for another three hours.

      I finish the last chocolate during the season finale. Sebastian turns away from his love, and I want to jump into the show and shake him for being such an idiot. Their attraction is so palpable even through the screen that I wonder if the character who plays his love interest isn’t secretly a witch. It’s like she’s put a spell on him and viewers in real life to make the show so addictive. Guess I’m better at writing a movie script than magic, I chuckle to myself.

      That would be an easy bewitchment to do, like a crush. Mia is always complaining that none of the guys here like her. This might boost her confidence, plus it’ll go with Mia’s Christmas present of horseback riding on the Bahama’s beach for two—and my ginormous ass isn’t made for being bounced around like that.

      What if this is the reason my power isn’t cooperating? Because I’m following someone else’s rules instead of my own instincts. If I do this spell, it’ll show everyone that I can do magic on my terms.

      “Please, please, please work,” I mutter. Holding my breath, I open the window and snatch a rose from the bush outside. Whoever was in this dorm room years ago did a spell on the roses so they flower all year round. I line up honey, cinnamon sticks, and a pink candle with red stripes I got for Valentine’s Day, which also doubled as my eighteenth birthday present from Mom and Dad when I first came to Arcane University.

      I spread the honey into my mini cauldron that’s the size of my two palms. Lighting the candle, I focus my intent on bringing love into Mia’s life.

      For each rose petal I tear off and add to the cauldron, I chant, “Bring love and passion to this spell. Let love fill the heart to overflowing.”

      A thorn pierces my finger.

      “Ouch.” I shake out the injury, sucking the wound briefly before tossing in the last of the petals into the cauldron. I break several of the cinnamon sticks, adding them in for sweet spice. Who wouldn’t like a little of both in their love life?

      Nothing happens for several minutes. Isn’t it supposed to turn pink when it’s working? I lug out my potions book and flip through the directions.

      Hair.

      Crap. I was supposed to add Mia’s hair to the mix.

      I leap up and my knee bangs against the table. The cauldron wobbles and spills over. I grab the side, scooping back the sticky liquid, and place it in the center of the circle. With honey still coating my hands, I rush to the bathroom and wash them. I grab Mia’s hairbrush and return to the cauldron. According to the book, I only need to add one hair. Well, a few more will only make it stronger, right?

      My gaze darts to the photo of me and Mia at the carnival last month. This has to work. This has to be the reason that my magic isn’t working. That I’m not connected to the spell from a book or a test, but my emotions.

      I grab a handful of strands, tugging hard to get it unlopped from the bristles when a thump sounds at the door.

      Goosebumps break out down my arms.

      “Who is it?” I ask, my stomach tightening.

      Two bangs sound this time, like something being thrown up against the door.

      “If this is a joke, it’s not funny,” I say louder.

      I swallow against my drying throat and lay Mia’s hairbrush on the table before standing and walking to the door. When I look through the peephole, no one is there. I turn to walk away when another loud thud strikes the door. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and an odd feeling stiffens in my chest.

      I roll my shoulders back and jerk open the door, ready to yell at whoever is down the hallway.

      A charcoal-gray and white wolf growls, and I freeze. Its amber eyes glow in the fluorescent lights like fiery coals. I stumble backward and the wolf lunges. I scream and the sound rips down the hall, echoing in my panicked heart.
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      The wolf’s back legs strike me in the chest and my feet slip out from underneath me. I crash to the floor on my ass, the air along with my scream knocked from my lungs. Pain radiates across my back and hip. The wolf pins me down, pressing its weight on my chest, and I push with all my strength against the beast.

      A heavy scent of cedar and musk fills my nose as I struggle to keep the wolf from ripping out my throat. I don’t want to die. My hands dig into its fur. The wolf snarls, twisting, revealing glistening fangs that snap toward my neck. Hot breath blows across my face. My arms shake from the strain of keeping it from biting me. A tremor skates across me. He’s going to kill me!

      My hands shake and tingle. A power blasts into the wolf from my palms. The animal whimpers and scuttles off me. I scramble to my feet, gasping for air. I stare down at my hands, stunned. These can’t be my hands. They must belong to someone else. Nothing like this has ever happened.

      The wolf growls as his hackles raise, like he’s going to attack a second time. I raise my hands, ready to hit him with my power. Not that I know how I did what I just did, but I’m hoping my vibrato will throw him off.

      “Go,” I shout, jerking my head toward the open door. My heart beats against my breastbone and I can’t catch my breath. My power itches across my palms. No way am I going to let a wild wolf rip my throat out. “Or next time you come after me, you’ll be dead.”

      The wolf snorts as though it understands me, but that is impossible.

      “What are y—?”

      “Congratulations,” a male voice slips into my mind. “Your magic has awakened.”

      I shake myself because maybe this is some odd dream I’m having after gorging on chocolate.

      The wolf sits in the middle of the room, blocking the open door. I’ll use my power to knock him out and make a run for it… if I can figure out how to duplicate what I did earlier.

      “I’m your familiar. Though I should report you for using your magic against me.”

      “Hey, you attacked me, so I defended myself.” There’s no way this can be real. It has to be a trick; maybe a shifter in disguise. That must be it.

      “Well, you conjured me.”

      I lower my hands to my sides. “You’re a werewolf with telepathy abilities. Who put you up to this?”

      There’s no way I have a wolf as my familiar. Domestic cats or dogs are often familiars for witches, and even toads, owls, snakes, lizards… anything smaller than the huge wolf staring at me like he can see into my soul.

      Damn it. You’re reading my mind right now, aren’t you?

      His feral smile has my heart plunging into my stomach. He looks more like a rabid wolf who wants to gobble me up, and I take a step back.

      “I can’t read your mind, but I can read your facial expressions and taste your emotions.” He cocks his head to the side and appears so non-wolf like that I’m sure he’s a werewolf playing a prank on me. “Put two and two together and viola, it’s easy to know what you’re thinking.”

      Never heard of a familiar being able to communicate through mind-speak before. If any witches had ever had one, they would have bragged about it. I’ve never heard of one popping out of the blue and finding their witch with no explanation. Most get their animals when they reach puberty, and I’m long past that phase.

      “I still don’t understand how this is possible.” Yet, I can’t ignore how I never shot sparks from my hands before or anything close until this beast showed up. “And how exactly did I conjure you?”

      “Might want to shut the door, luv,” the wolf says in my mind, and winks. “Too many students will get jealous of your new familiar.”

      I don’t close the door ’cause this beast isn’t staying. “Then I suggest you move on to the guy’s side of the dorm. Tell your buddies I see through this little game of yours. And don’t call me ‘luv,’ my name is Amber.”

      For a second, the wolf stares at the open door and I wonder if he is considering leaving. Like he realizes that I’m not falling for his hoax.

      A cold shudder rocks through me as the door shuts on its own. The wolf walks around the beds, sniffing them, then leaps onto mine.

      “Hey, get off.” I narrow my eyes and rush forward, banging my hip on the desk that Mia and I share.

      “You got a better option for me?”

      And I swear his wolf eyebrows raise. “Yeah, the floor, on the guy’s side of the dorm. You’re not sleeping here.”

      “If I can’t cozy up with you, then a doggie bed would be nice.”

      “I’m not buying you pet supplies. You are not my familiar,” I say through gritted teeth. “If you don’t get off my bed and out the door in thirty seconds, I’m calling the dean.”

      “Ouch,” he tsks. “So harsh to the one who can help you with your magic.”

      “I said—” I stop abruptly, not sure if I heard him correctly. “Wait. What do you mean?”

      He moves in circles on my bed before finding a spot and laying down. His head on his paws, his amber eyes half-lidded.

      “Hey, don’t go to sleep.” I toss a pillow from Mia’s bed at him. “Tell me what you were saying about my magic.” If this is a trick from the shifters, I’m going to make their underwear itchy for a month. I need to pass my finals and get my mom and the dean off my back. I have to pass or I’ll be grounded for a year. I’ve got beach plans for spring break, and they do not include being stuck in this room, especially not with a mangy wolf.

      “I need a bed to sleep in, food, water… chocolate is very good.”

      Could he smell all the candy I had eaten? Probably. I shake my head and say, “No, not about all that. About my magic. How can you help me?” Like explain why I was able to magic him off me earlier, but I can’t manage a potion or any other magic to save my life. Why now? And I’m not sure it’s because this wolf has shown up. My life has never been wrapped up with a pretty bow like this.

      Here’s where I expect the joke. I expect him to shift into his human form and laugh at me, telling me there is no hope for me. How all my dreams of being able to become a magic weaver to protect our world were in vain. How I am fooling myself because being the seventh daughter of a powerful family means absolutely zilch.

      He yawns, closing his eyes. “I told you, I’m your familiar.”

      “Where did you come from? Why now?” I cross my arms over my chest because I can’t wait to see what this joker has to say.

      He opens his eyes halfway, looking at me like he was deciding how much to say. “Your magic called to me and here I am.”

      “Hold up. How did my magic call you?”

      “I can amplify your magic. Teach you how to use it.” He closes his eyes as though he has finished what he was going to tell me.

      A rush of excitement swirls in my belly. I chew on my bottom lip, thinking how I could ask for an extension on the finals and take them all tonight instead of spoiling the next two weeks of winter vacation by being stuck here studying. Plus, it would give me a good foothold to start the new semester without the failing classes hanging over my head.

      “All right. Prove you can help me.” I turn to the bed and find the wolf fast asleep. It is getting fur all over my bed, even if he is cute taking up as much of my small bed as he can. Are wolves supposed to sleep all stretched out like that?

      I pace in my room, debating whether to wake him up and demand answers or find out more about familiars. Not all witches have one, and I’ve never heard of such a thing as one amplifying powers.

      Unless this is a long con and the shifters are biding their time. How, if they wait long enough, I’ll believe this nonsense and I’ll be humiliated once again.

      There’s one way to find out if he’s truly a familiar and just an animal or a werewolf in disguise. An incantation. I dash to my backpack and rummage around for my spellbook. The brown goo from my potion is smeared along one side of my pack, and I go get washcloths to wipe it down before throwing them into the laundry along with my uniform.

      I wash my hands and sit down on Mia’s bed with the book in my lap. Every once in a while, the wolf gives a soft moan and his paws twitch like he’s running in a bad dream. Part of me wants to wake him up, except I need to know exactly what I’m dealing with. Something in my gut is telling me he’s not being truthful with me.

      And he says I summoned him. I puff out a breath. Impossible. The only spell I did was for Mia to have a crush, and I’m pretty sure she’s not attracted to wolves—were or otherwise. She gagged whenever Anson tried to flirt with her and took off his shirt, revealing chest hair and tons of back hair. I shudder at the mental picture.

      Flipping through the pages, I come across a “reveal” spell.

      To reveal one’s true nature incantation:

      Ensure that the witch performing the spell is of adequate level two status.

      I snort. Chants can’t be that complex.

      Tie a ribbon around the subject you wish to reveal. Light any natural incense and view the subject through the smoke while saying the following:

      I seek the truth and nothing can hide

      No spell or form has lied

      Hold the winds and tied

      I see the truth, clear-eyed

      Great. I can do this. At least nothing can explode like in potions class. I dig through the small dresser between mine and Mia’s beds. I can’t find a stupid ribbon anywhere.

      Mia. I hate going through her things. I’ll apologize and pay her back later.

      I open up her bottom drawer and find her clothes neatly folded and organized. No ribbon there. The second drawer is stuck and no matter how hard I pull, it won’t budge.

      “Damn, damn, damn.” I am pretty sure she’s got it locked with a spell, though I don’t detect the tingling of any magic around the dresser. I squat down, peering along the drawer and spot a lever between the drawer and slat. Weird.

      Pushing up on my feet, I grab a metal nail file out of the bathroom and return. Carefully, I wiggle the file between whatever is blocking the drawer. An ache throbs behind my eyes as I concentrate.

      I will the drawer to open cause now that I know about this, I won’t ever be able to leave it alone. Kinda like Pandora in that regard
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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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