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      Lily Manning had always loved a wedding, but the one she was currently preparing to attend gave her little pleasure. She watched as her maid held up two gowns for her perusal and flinched.

      “I think we decided it was between these two for the ceremony, Mrs. Manning,” Susan said. “They’re both equally lovely.”

      Lily tried to maintain her focus on the choice before her and not the emotions boiling in her chest and stomach. “What colors are in Alice’s gown, again?” she asked.

      “When I spoke to Mary,” Susan said, referring to the maid of the bride, “she said there’s some pink in the bodice, to offset the ivory and silver.”

      Lily smiled and at least that wasn’t forced. “Pink has always suited my sister. She’ll be a beautiful bride. Though she’s always lovely.”

      “It’s unfair you haven’t been able to see the dress yourself, nor be part of the wedding preparations, if you don’t mind my saying so, ma’am,” Susan said with a little side glance Lily’s way.

      Lily shrugged, even though she felt anything but dismissive of that topic. “Well, you know how Lady Westinghouse is. Since my father’s death, my stepmother has pushed me further and further away from my sister. She always goes on about how I shouldn’t be so involved, as Alice and I are only half-blood.”

      “Hmmph,” Susan grunted. “The viscountess didn’t say that when she practically let you raise that baby girl. And you just a child yourself.”

      Lily knew she should correct her servant, gently remind her of her place, but Susan was only saying what she, herself, felt. And it was nice to have someone on her side. Still, it did nothing to reduce the sting of the truth and so she changed the subject.

      “The rose gown will complement hers well, then. Let us plan for that one. And if my stepmother makes a fuss over the matching colors, we’ll always have the blue to fall back on.”

      “Very good,” Susan said, “I’ll pack them both, then, with that in mind. Are you still expecting Lady Delacourt this afternoon?”

      “Yes,” Lily said, some of her difficult thoughts fading as she thought of her old friend, Esme. Much had changed in her life since they’d been girls together. Since Esme’s return to Society after a long, unexplained absence and a sudden marriage to a dashing earl, Lily had felt the shift in her. The increased confidence. Perhaps a little hint that she was a bit more jaded. Still, they’d reconnected happily.

      From downstairs, the front bell rang and Lily laughed. “That is probably her now, as if she knew you were talking about her.”

      “I can finish with the rest, ma’am,” Susan said. “And everything will be ready to go for the long journey of the next two days.”

      “Thank you,” Lily called out as she exited the room and headed downstairs. Her butler, Gregson, met her in the hallway. “I’ve surmised that Lady Delacourt has arrived.”

      “Indeed, Mrs. Manning, you are correct,” Gregson said with a smile. He was a jovial man, though he kept her house in tight order. “She’s in the parlor with tea already awaiting you.”

      “Excellent man, I’ll ring if we require anything else.” She squeezed his arm and then entered the parlor to find her friend already pouring the tea and arranging biscuits artfully on a plate for them to share.

      “Oh, Lily!” Esme said, crossing to kiss each of her cheeks as she entered. “I’ve already made myself at home.”

      “I’m glad of it.” Lily laughed as Esme returned to the sideboard to fetch a cup and then handed it over. “You’ve done my job as hostess very well.”

      “Entirely impolite of me, I know, and I would have waited. My manners haven’t slipped so much…or at least I think they haven’t. But I admit, I’m starving.” Esme touched the ever-increasing swell of her stomach beneath her gown. “This baby is going to be as tall as his father from day one, I fear, for all I feed him.”

      Lily laughed and reached out to gently touch her friend’s stomach, a little twinge of pain accompanying the action, despite her joy for Esme. “Well, I could not deny a child whatever they wanted. Or you. Please sit. Tell me everything about what is going on in your world.”

      “The usual,” Esme said, settling onto the settee and resting her plate on her stomach with a laugh. “Blissful happiness, punctuated by occasionally being ignored at parties due to my scandalous departure and return to Society.”

      Lily pursed her lips at the thought. “Well, damn anyone who doesn’t accept you with open arms.”

      Esme gave her hand a squeeze. “Oh, you’re kind as always, dearest. But you needn’t make that scrunched up face. All I need is the support of my dearest friends, after all, and I’m so lucky in those. I rather like making them all whisper behind their fans, especially when Delacourt scandalizes them further with the occasional stolen kiss.”

      “He doesn’t ever hide his ardor, that’s certain,” Lily said, and once again had to ignore the little twinge of envy.

      “And what of you? I assume you’re all prepared for the trip out to Pembrooke Hills for the wedding next month.”

      Lily sipped her tea. “Susan and I were just picking my dress for the wedding, itself, and it was the last decision to be made, so all the packing should be finished by now. I’ll be off in the morning. I should arrive in two days assuming there are no problems on the road with weather or highwaymen.” She shook her head. “Honestly, if a highwayman were to waylay me, I might just run away with him rather than attend this fiasco.”

      “The lover of a wicked thief, there’s an image,” Esme said before she tilted her head. “Still have your worries about the marriage then?”

      Now Lily had to be careful. “I know Delacourt is friends with the groom.”

      “He is. Lockhart is a good sort, you know.”

      “Yes. So you’ve said,” Lily said softly. “But I do know his reputation, after all, don’t I? And Alice is so innocent.”

      “Well, I married a rake. Finn’s sister Marianne did, as well. And Lockhart’s cousin, Clarissa, married one, too. It’s a rogues gallery turned fine husbands. I assume Lockhart will be the same.”

      “Except that you’ve only named love matches to prove the value of a marriage to one of those from the rogues gallery,” Lily mused. “This is not. It’s an arrangement and seems to be nothing more, if my sister’s letters are to be believed. So while a rake might be tempted to heel by his heart, I do wonder if he would do so for a woman he doesn’t love. And if he continues all his wicked behavior without thought for what he has at home, what Alice will feel as a result.”

      Esme slid a little closer on the settee and touched her hand and suddenly there was sadness in her gaze. Almost pity. “I know your marriage wasn’t happy, my dear. It would be impossible for your thoughts not to be painted by that brush.”

      “I suppose that’s true.” Lily sighed. “But it’s more than the sting of my own past intervening. I so wish to protect Alice. She is very dear to me and since I’ve been all but removed from her life as of late, I feel this is the best I can do for her. At least once I meet the man, talk to him, I’ll have a chance to judge him for his own words and actions, not whatever I believe his character to be. Or, as you put it, through the lens of my own past with Thomas. God or the Devil rest his soul.”

      Esme snorted out a laugh. “I vote for the Devil, but I’m biased. I do look forward to talking to you about Lockhart again when Finn and I join the party in a week.”

      “Yes, hopefully I’ll be able to greet you with worries washed away and only happiness for my sister remaining.” Lily smiled, but she feared that wasn’t going to be the case. She feared a great deal, truth be told.

      “Enough about that, have you thought about the other thing we discussed the last time we were together?” Esme set her cup and plate aside and arched a fine brow at Lily.

      A hot blush was the response Lily couldn’t control, for the topic Esme breached was no more comfortable than her worries about Alice’s marriage. Perhaps even less so. “Trust you to bring it up so directly.”

      “I must,” Esme said with a little laugh.

      “Why?” Lily laughed with her, despite her discomfort. “I never should have asked you about it in the first place.”

      “Asked me about the wonders of physical pleasure after you saw a little too passionate a kiss between my husband and me?” Esme clucked her tongue. “There is nothing wrong with that.”

      “Well, your experience in the marital bed is far different than my own, I fear,” Lily said with a sigh as she tried not to think of the awkward groping she had endured and certainly didn’t miss.

      “Yes, that’s too bad.” Esme pondered Lily’s face then. “I’ll repeat what I said to you in that last conversation, you deserve the same passion and pleasure and desire as anyone. Before we wed, women of our station are so often told that it can’t exist for us. That we shouldn’t expect it, but desire is as much the feeling for a woman as it is a man.”

      “I will likely never know, though. After all, I have no intentions of marrying again.”

      Esme pressed her lips together. “But you are a widow. You have freedom not just financially, but far more with your body. If you took a lover, whether as a longer-term arrangement or something just for a night or two, you couldn’t be judged for that.”

      Lily’s cheeks were burning now at the turn of this conversation. It was one thing to talk about the generalities of passion, but to speak of her own? Untenable! “You are being outrageous.”

      “I’m not even close to being outrageous, you can ask Finn about that,” Esme said with a little laugh. “Why do you resist the idea so much? Is it just a lack of experience?”

      “Yes.” Lily threw up her hands. “Not just in the whole act you’re talking about, but in the idea of how one would even find a partner for such a scandalous thing. Does one just enter a club and start shouting for a lover?”

      Esme cocked her head. “You’re so pretty, that would likely work, yes, but it wouldn’t be very subtle. I see your point, though. It isn’t easy. Except in places where it is.” She worried her lip a little. “Have you…have you ever heard of a hell called the Donville Masquerade?”

      Lily blinked. “No. I’m not all that familiar with any hells. Is it a gaming establishment?”

      “No,” Esme said slowly. “There is some gaming there, but it’s…oh, how do a put this to a lady such as yourself? I am rubbish at this part now.” She pondered a moment. “Honesty is the best policy, after all. It’s a club for exactly the kind of assignations you and I have been discussing.”

      “For…for sex?” Lily gasped and covered her mouth with her hand as if she could call back the word and the thoughts that followed it.

      Esme nodded. “Exactly so. It’s well run and managed by a man who does not allow it to be anything but debauched pleasure. Those within its walls are safe, which would be important. But they are also very public, which is my only hesitation. If you went, well, you’d see a great deal more than I think you’ve ever even imagined. If you wanted to just watch, you could. If you wanted to choose yourself a lover and burn off some of the tension before you ran off to the wedding, you could do that too.”

      Lily’s mouth dropped open. “Are you talking about me going to this place? And going tonight?”

      Esme shrugged. “If you wish it, I could make all the arrangements. It would be no trouble, for I know the owner and his wife.”

      “You cannot be serious.” Lily’s head was beginning to spin with the sudden turn of this conversation. “Whether I have more freedom in my life or not, certainly my going to a place like you’ve described would end in my shunning.”

      “Certainly if you weren’t careful in places that these, there would be a scandal. But you’d use a false name, you would be masked. No one would know it was you, and even if someone guessed, Marcus Rivers, the proprietor, is very clear about whatever happens in those walls not leaving them. It would be a night without consequences.”

      Lily blinked. This topic was fraught, but Esme was being entirely seductive about it. And truth be told, it had been changing to watch her friends fall in love and obviously share a passion with their husbands she had never imagined possible for a woman like her. When they talked about it in quiet whispers with dark blushes and bright eyes, she ached a little. Wanted.

      “Everything has consequences,” she whispered. “But that does sound…bewitching. And also like you have a great deal of experience with this place.”

      There was a moment where Esme’s gaze went a little faraway, like she was recalling memories and not all of them pleasant. But then she shook her head. “One day I will tell you where I was and what I did when I was gone from Society. But not today. Would you want me to make the arrangements?”

      Lily shifted and worried her hands in her lap. “This is all so fast, it’s dizzying.”

      Esme smiled. “Purposefully so. I want you to answer from your gut, not from some twisted sense of propriety that would keep you from ever doing anything that is just for yourself.”

      “Yes.” Lily said it without even realizing she was going to. Her stomach immediately turned and she swallowed hard, even as Esme caught her hands and bounced a little with excitement.

      “Oh, I’m so pleased. You are the dearest person, with such brightness and shine to you. You deserve to have pleasure and secret passions.”

      Lily’s head spun. Pleasure and secret passions. That sounded wild and wonderful and everything opposite of the life she’d led for years and years. The part of her that had been raised with notions of propriety all but beaten into her rebelled against it. Told her she was ruining her prospects with even the thought of such wicked things.

      But then reality set in. She was a twenty-eight-year-old widow who had been unable to give her husband children in the seven years they’d been married. Many eligible men would see that as a mark against her if they were looking to marry to create heirs. She had no great fortune to tempt a man in that way, though she had enough to comfortably live the quiet life she’d chosen. There was no future to protect, at least not as tightly as she often did out of…habit, she supposed it was.

      But why couldn’t she break that habit?

      “You look very serious,” Esme said, taking her hand and bringing Lily back to the present moment. “Have I pushed too hard?”

      “No, I think I needed the push,” Lily said with a sigh. “As you said, this should be a night without consequences, yes? And I intend to enjoy it. But oh, I’ll need your help. You said the attendees wear masks and I have no idea what kind of gown to choose to potentially seduce a stranger. And how does one do their hair for seduction? Does one rouge their lips or is that too scandalous even for this place?”

      Esme laughed and got to her feet. “Come, we’ll go up to your chamber and I’ll help you with all that. And it will be one more exciting thing to discuss once we all reach the country for the wedding.”

      Lily smiled as she followed her friend from the parlor, but the mention of the wedding had brought back all her thoughts and worries. And she hoped that tonight, whatever she did or didn’t do at the hell, would be a good distraction from the fears she had for her beloved sister.
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      Viscount George Lockhart rarely wore a mask to the Donville Masquerade. Why bother? He was known as what he was, after all—a rake. That was the mask he wore publicly and had all his adult life.

      And now it was over. He would ride to his father’s country estate tomorrow. A few weeks after that he would be married. It would fulfill an obligation, but…well, the whole thing felt so terribly empty. He sipped his drink and settled into a brood that made the sparkling hell a little less interesting. Or perhaps it was just that he was so jaded that the sex and sin around him didn’t mean much. It didn’t fire his blood anymore, or at least not the same way.

      Sadly, neither did his future bride. He sighed as he thought of her. Miss Westinghouse, and he did only ever think of her as Miss Westinghouse, was beautiful. No one could deny that. She had a friendly face, dark blonde hair and pretty green eyes. If asked, he would have easily described her as striking, for she was undeniably that. And he felt nothing about it. There was no zing of desire when he caught a glimpse of her across a room or when she smiled at him. There was certainly no soft, deep sense of connection like he saw between his cousin and her husband or any of his other recently married friends.

      George hadn’t ever expected such a thing, of course. If someone had asked him a year ago about love he would have scoffed at the idea. It was harder to do so when one was so utterly surrounded by it as he was now. Still, deep feelings hadn’t been a criteria when it came to his choice in a spouse.

      He hadn’t had criteria really, because he hadn’t thought much of it. Until one day a few months ago when his beloved mother had pulled him aside and told him a secret. One that broke his heart. One that drove him to do what she wanted most for him: marry. She’d already created a list of potential brides, he’d picked one with little thought when his emotions were so strong. The contracts had been signed within days and here he was now. About to make the biggest promise of his life.

      “Fuck,” he grunted, and slugged back the rest of his drink.

      “You look like you could use another, friend.”

      He glanced up at the voice that had interrupted his brood and found Marcus Rivers approaching with a drink in hand. The proprietor of the hell was quite possibly the most interesting person George had ever met. Though he’d been raised under much different circumstances than most of his patrons, he slipped into their ranks with no difficulty. Men wanted to be like him and why not? He had swagger and confidence and an edge that could cut like a knife. He held sway over this den of inequity without raising much more than an eyebrow most nights. And he, like every other person George knew, it seemed, was desperately in love with his wife. Annabelle even helped him run the hell.

      “Rivers,” he said as the other man sat at the table beside him, and together they looked over the writhing crowd of passionate attendees. Couples kissing, touching, playing games that had more to do with sex than chance. There was laughter on the air and desire along with it.

      “You don’t appear very happy for a man who is about to take a bride,” Rivers said after a moment.

      George snorted. “I’d say you were a mind reader, but I don’t think I’ve kept my expression schooled well tonight.”

      “If it’s not something you desire, then I’m sorry about it, Lockhart,” Rivers said. “Truly. Your world doesn’t always allow for deeper feeling or passion, I know.”

      “You’ll be extra sorry soon, I think, for I know I’m one of your best patrons and I won’t be attending the masquerade much anymore. If at all.”

      “No?” Rivers asked, his eyebrows lifting in what seemed like surprise at the statement.

      George shook his head. “It wouldn’t be fair to her, would it?”

      Rivers gave a slight smile. “Ah, I knew you were a good man under all that rakish charm. So you intend to be a faithful husband, do you?”

      “I would like to be better than I was raised to be, I think,” George said softly, thinking of his father’s mistresses over the years and how the existence of them had hurt his mother. The earl had slowed down in his later years and his parents had seemed to have come to an accord as of late, but it didn’t erase the betrayals. The hurts. The humiliations. Their bond, whatever it had been at the beginning, had been damaged. George’s mother hadn’t even yet told his father that same awful secret she’d shared with him.

      “Then this is your last night? Your last hurrah, it seems,” Rivers said, which thankfully jolted George from his thoughts.

      “Indeed.” George drank the second drink as quickly as he had the first. Already he felt the little tingle of his senses dulling. Just enough to take the edge off.

      “Then I suggest you go enjoy it rather than sitting at my table looking like a man about to be led to the gallows,” Rivers said. “There is pleasure aplenty to drown your sorrows in.”

      He got up and George joined him. Rivers clapped him on the arm and said goodnight before he slipped off into the crowd. George let out a great sigh and looked around, this time with more purpose. Rivers was right. He could brood anywhere. The reason he’d come here tonight was to drive out his troubles in the warm body of some willing lady. He had to go on the hunt, for the last time, perhaps.

      He drew a breath and looked around the room. There were women galore to choose from. Unlike him, most of them were masked, but he knew there were all kinds here, from the highest duchess to the cyprians using the safety of this place to establish their relationships and settle themselves. Some he recognized as women he had indulged with before, but none drew his eye, even if he’d enjoyed his time with them. It was intensely frustrating, to be here for his final meal before the execution and find himself not hungry.

      At least until she walked through the crowd. A woman in a deeply cut red gown and plain black mask, dark hair bound up loosely, soft curls bobbing around her cheeks and shoulders in a tempting waterfall that made a man want to trace the same path with his lips. He leaned forward, almost not of his own volition, tracking her graceful movements. Did he know her? It felt like there was some connection there, something instantaneous and hot that made him think he might have bedded her before. But no. He searched his memory and couldn’t find her there in the tangled, foggy collection of merging bodies and mouths.

      It was just that she drew him to her. Like a siren. He stepped a little closer, ignoring anything and everything else in the room but her. She was not as focused. Her dark eyes drifted from one place to another and beneath the edge of her mask, he could see her cheeks were pink with high color. Arousal or shock? Perhaps both. There was a tremble to those full lips that gave him the impression. Perhaps it was her first night here, perhaps she’d never seen such shocking things as the debauched pleasures going on around her.

      He knew only one thing: he was going to find out. And if she was an innocent to the Donville Masquerade, he was very happy to be her introduction to all it had to offer.

      He moved toward her, drawing a hand over his clothing to smooth it. One step, another, and he noted the moment she became aware of his approach. Her eyes met his. Stunning eyes. Brown, but they sparkled in the candle and lamplight of the hell, filled with life and emotion. Her lips parted as that same gaze drifted over him from head to toe and made his body react along the same line as her stare.

      He hadn’t had such a strong response to a woman in a very long time. He’d almost forgotten how intoxicating that could be.

      “Good evening,” he said as he reached her.

      That pretty gaze flitted away toward the door and escape for a moment before she pushed her shoulders back and swallowed hard. “Good evening,” she said, but her voice barely carried and was rough.

      He smiled in the hopes it would soothe her. “It’s a little overwhelming your first time, I know.”

      She blinked and there was no mistaking her surprise at the statement. “How—how do you know it’s my first time here?”

      He leaned a little closer. “You have the look about you. A little like a rabbit trying to avoid a trap.”

      “And would that make you the hunter, sir?”

      He shrugged. “Anyone can be a hunter in the Donville Masquerade…” He hesitated in the hopes she would provide a name. It wouldn’t be her real one, but it would give him something to moan into her ear if this night ended as he hoped it would.

      She worried her lip, forcing him to look at the fullness again. Wonder what it would taste like if he nipped it gently as she rose beneath him in pleasure. “I can’t—it’s⁠—”

      He cocked his head. “Not your real name.”

      “Oh. Yes.” She let out a shaky sigh. “I suppose I do reveal myself as naive, don’t I? My name…or at least my name here…is Aphrodite.”

      His brows lifted. “Aphrodite?”

      Her cheeks brightened further. “Very silly, isn’t it? I didn’t pick it.”

      He drew back at that statement. He’d thought this woman was a lady based on her hesitation, but now he wondered if she was a lightskirt. And perhaps not one here of her own volition if she hadn’t even chosen her own secret name.

      “If you’re in trouble,” he said softly. “You have those here who would help. I can bring you to Rivers. He and his wife would never let you be harmed.”

      She shook her head. “I-I don’t know what you mean.”

      “You said you didn’t choose your name, I thought you might have been forced to come here,” he explained.

      “That is a surprisingly protective reflex, sir,” she said after a brief hesitation, and her tone was now speculative, as if she had seen something in him she hadn’t expected. “Do you often play the hero to distressed damsels?”

      “I do my best not to play the villain.”

      She nodded slowly. “Let me put your mind at ease. I wasn’t forced in any way to come here. At least not by someone monstrous who wielded power over me. A dear friend encouraged me to attend, one who is far more experienced in the ways of the world than I. She chose my name, much to my chagrin once she told me what to use at the door and throughout the night.”

      She smiled and he caught his breath. He could hardly focus on anything but the brilliance of it as he nodded. “Good. I’m-I’m glad to hear it.”

      “And what about you?” she asked. “You’re clearly a much more experienced member of the club, but how did you find yourself here the first time you attended?”

      He blinked. “I can…hardly recall,” he admitted. “I don’t think any lady has ever asked me that.”

      “I’m happy to be unique in the question, as long as it doesn’t offend,” she said.

      “It would take a great deal more than a question to offend me.” He tilted his head. “Why don’t you guess at it, though?”

      “Guess at how you came to be a member here?” She looked around with a shiver, as if she’d just recalled the forbidden pleasures going on around them. Her gaze darted for a moment, pupils dilating. His body clenched at the sight of her desire, hesitant but there. His for the plucking. But not yet. The game was too pleasurable at present.

      He nodded in answer to her question. “I’ve always wondered what Aphrodite would think of me.”

      She laughed, the sound a little low and husky. “The true Aphrodite would likely not even bat an eye at everything around her. She’d be so bored and jaded by it all.”

      Bored and jaded. He’d just been labeling himself the same way. He certainly didn’t feel it now. Not when she licked her lips and looked him up and down before she spoke again.

      “It’s different for men, isn’t it? All of this.”

      He had asked a playful question, but her answer didn’t feel playful now. It was almost mesmerizing, like she was peeling the layers of both of them away and leaving something real at the core. Something no one else saw.

      “I suppose it is,” he said softly.

      “I imagine you came here years ago, perhaps even while you were in school. Brought by some older friend or cousin who was older. Wiser. More experienced. Someone who thought you would enjoy how shocking it all was. Were you shocked the first time? Did it all frighten and thrill you, as it does me?”

      He stared at her a moment, this woman who at this moment only had a goddess’s name but felt more real than anyone else he’d spent time with lately while he was in the fog of pain and worry. She made him recall parts of himself he hadn’t visited in a long time. “I was eighteen,” he said. “My birthday, actually. And yes, it was an older cousin who paid for my membership that first time. I wasn’t entirely inexperienced, but I was certainly shocked by what I saw here. By what I felt when I watched it all.”

      “Like you’re hungry and trembly and hot all over,” she whispered.

      He nodded. “Yes. That. Over time I think I forgot it. Perhaps I forgot a great deal.” He wrinkled his brow. “This has become a very serious conversation.”

      She smiled a little and the spell was broken. “You’ll regret approaching me if I drag you into such maudlin thoughts.”

      “Never. Though I admit it’s very odd to have a lovely masked stranger make such an accurate
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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.
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