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        When love causes such damage, can it survive?

      

        

      
        Thea is destroyed. Cam's actions cut her deeper than she thought possible and makes her question if she ever really knew him.

      

        

      
        Devastated by news from the Dominion League, she is sucked into a trap that could threaten Cam, her family and all she has come to love.

      

        

      
        Cam has one final chance to show Thea the depths of his love for her, he embraces it with a fierce determination that he will not fail.

      

        

      
        AWAKENED BY POWER is the third book in the Empire of Angels series, a paranormal alpha angel romance. For fans of alpha heroes, powerful heroines, paranormal worlds, and destined mates. HEA included. For ages 18+
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      Cool fingers slid up the side of Thea’s head, threading through her hair. They rested on her head, releasing the refreshing healing energy into her scalp, and she sighed as the intense pounding in her head began to dwindle.

      “I’m not sure why your headaches are still so persistent,” said Simiel, her healer. He was a stern-looking Archangel with sad eyes, who had been assigned to her for her long-term care.

      She opened her eyes to see the puzzled expression on his face. Although he had been extremely strict about her treatment, sometimes berating her when she didn’t follow his instructions, she had grown fond of his company. “Is it anything to worry about?”

      Thea woke up with a headache almost every morning. She’d been bedridden since the attack by Cam left her half-dead. She was feeling better and a little stronger every day, but her body was still weak.

      “I don’t think so,” he said. “Any problems sleeping?”

      Thea swallowed. “No.” She held the healer’s eyes, hoping he wouldn’t know she was lying. Her nights had been difficult. She’d been stuck in this treatment room with little to do and nothing to keep her occupied. Her mind wouldn’t relax enough for her to go to sleep and when it did, her dreams were disturbed.

      With the healing energy from his hands penetrating her skull, the headache faded to nothing.

      “Very strange,” said the healer, pulling his hands away from her head. “That should be enough for now. I’ll check on you again later.”

      Thea smiled at him gratefully. “Thanks, doc.”

      He nodded, a slight smile on his face. He seemed to like the term “doc.”

      After he left, she threw her covers off and pushed herself slowly onto her elbows. Once there, she inched her way up, pausing to breathe every so often, until she was upright. She waited until her breathing slowed, then moved her legs to the side of the bed, allowing them to slide over the edge. She breathed a sigh and then cursed in frustration. It had been almost four months since the attack and still, her limbs were weak and felt like jelly most of the time. They ached if she pushed them too hard. She hadn’t realized it would take her so long to heal.

      From where she sat, there was a partial view of the Angel Realm through the window, though she couldn’t hear anything. Angels soared through the air, their robes flapping in the wind, while others strolled the streets below among the pastel-colored buildings. Same as always. It seemed on the surface like nothing had changed, but it had.

      Her beautiful warrior angel, her mate, who she had finally trusted and given up her world for, had cut her with a blade soaked in demon blood. Then he disappeared.

      The day she told Zak that she would see Cam, he never showed. Zak hadn’t returned to visit, either, which was odd. When she’d asked Simiel, he said he didn’t concern himself with anything Powers or Dominions did and therefore wasn’t able to help her. Dani didn’t know anything either.

      The plain, white walls around her were the only ones she had seen for months, and she could feel herself slowly going crazy. There was no color, no sensory experience she could latch onto in the room. If it weren’t for Dani’s regular visits and Simiel’s treatments, she would feel like she had been left there to rot.

      A rhythmic knock at the door pulled her attention away from the window, and she turned to see Dani flounce into the room.

      “Hey, you’re up!”

      Thea managed a smile. “Yeah, and it took ages.”

      Dani dropped into the chair next to her bed. Her copper hair remained the same, silky and short. Her relaxed demeanor was comforting, but her violet-blue eyes swept over Thea with concern, even as she smiled back. “But it’s progress.”

      Thea grunted and turned back to the window. “How’s Amber?”

      Dani’s hesitation forced Thea to glance at her. “She said Maddy’s fourth birthday is coming up in six months and she wants you to be there.”

      Thea clenched her fist, ignoring the pain that shot through her arm. Maddy was growing up without her, and she had promised Amber that wouldn’t happen. She hadn’t even been able to view the pictures Amber texted her thanks to the non-existence of cell service in the Angel Realm.

      “How did she seem?”

      Dani shrugged. “I’ve only been communicating with her by text, Thea. I can’t judge her mood. But she didn’t seem too chatty. She was probably annoyed.”

      “Fuck,” Thea whispered. She hadn’t considered that she would still be stuck in this room for more than two human years. Dani had been sending and relaying messages between Amber and Thea, and Thea kept them superficial and light. She didn’t tell Amber she was ill. Instead, she pretended everything was fine and that she and Cam were in a good place. But Amber had to be wondering why Thea hadn’t called or visited. “Six months… How long is that here?”

      Dani eyed Thea. “About three weeks.”

      Thea sighed. “Tell her I’ll try to come.”

      Dani nodded.

      “What about…” Thea’s throat closed up at the thought of Cam.

      “Nothing,” Dani said, shaking her head. “I haven’t been able to get in to see him or Zak. No one answers Cam’s door, and I can’t seem to ever catch Zak at his office in between my assignments. I don’t even know anyone that would pass a message onto them for me,” Dani said, her eyebrows drawn together. “Thea, you might be able to get some answers if you ask yourself. You worked with them both directly and you spoke to the Dominion League. I’m a nobody. No one would tell me anything, anyway.”

      Thea sighed. She was probably right. If she wanted answers, she needed to reach out to the Dominion League. “Can you tell Asteroth I’d like to speak to him?”

      Dani nodded. “Sure.” She hesitated, chewing her lip in thought before continuing, “Do you really think you’ll be well enough in three weeks to see Amber? Maybe you just tell her you’re sick.”

      “I don’t want her to worry, Dani. If she thinks it’s serious, she’ll want to know where I am so she can fly out to see me.” Thea shook her head. “I’ll speak to Simiel and see what he says, but I don’t want her to know I’m ill. Please just send the messages I give you word for word?”

      “Okay,” Dani breathed. Dani hadn’t questioned her too much about her attack. As far as anyone knew, Thea had been attacked by demons. Dani rose from her chair and hugged Thea gingerly. “See you tomorrow.”

      Thea spent the rest of the day reading. In the last few days, Simiel picked up books for her from the training center common room to help pass the time. She memorized all of the Angel orders and their functions. She read about angelic energy and demon energy and all the different ways in which they were used and the effects of them. She’d even gotten a better understanding of the Stream and its purpose.

      Over the next few days, she read a book about treating demon blood wounds and began to understand the depths of what had happened to her and what Zak went through to prevent the blood from reaching her heart. It was quite fascinating, and Thea realized she should have researched the potential risks of her new life when she’d first arrived. Interestingly, the book stated that Power angels were not affected by demon blood at all, which explained why Cam was never concerned about getting blood on any of his open wounds.

      Her heart constricted at the thought of Cam. She couldn’t fight the hurt and disappointment that rocked her to her core. How could he not come to see her? Maybe he felt guilty, or maybe he was giving her more time or… No. She couldn’t keep trying to think up excuses for him. She knew Cam, and if he wanted to be by her side, nothing would stop him.

      Lately, she had been wondering if she would have been better off without him. He had made her so happy most of the time they were together, but if she took away the sexual attraction and the hot sex, what was left? Was the fact that they were natural mates the only thing they had going for them? They couldn’t communicate well, they disagreed on how to deal with his rage, and he hadn’t felt it important to tell her about his previously arranged mate. Annoyingly, though, she also kept thinking back to when she was looking for her mother. He had been so supportive and caring—she didn’t think she would’ve gotten through it without him. Similarly, he was always very keen to encourage her warrior abilities, and it was clear they had complimentary fighting styles. But was that all they had? Was that enough for a relationship to last a lifetime or an eternity?

      Thea sighed as she closed the book, resting her head on her pillow and allowing her mind to wander. However, whenever her mind relaxed, it drifted back to the attack: the darkness in Cam’s gaze, the hatred in his expression, his savage actions—

      A knock on the door drew her from her thoughts.

      “Come in.”

      Asteroth entered, stepping slowly into the room. He paused, his dark brown eyes trained on her. “Hello, Thea. How are you doing?” He smiled but there was something strange about it—vulnerability. She had never seen Asteroth look vulnerable before, and it spiked her moderate worry to acute fear.

      “What’s going on, Asteroth?” No point in wasting time beating around the bush.

      Asteroth stood before her, holding her eyes for a moment. He closed the door and moved to the chair next to her bed. “You look well, Thea.”

      “I don’t care about how I look.” Thea fought her frustration and annoyance, trying not to let it affect her tone. “I want to know what’s going on with Cam. And Zak. Why haven’t I seen anyone?”

      Asteroth leaned back in his chair, glancing around the room. “What do you think has happened?”

      “If I knew, I wouldn’t be asking you!”

      “Then you need to think about it,” Asteroth said pointedly, his eyes boring into hers.

      Thea struggled to understand what he meant as the echo of another headache bounced in her head. She took in a breath to calm her nerves. Being angry wasn’t going to help her. She spoke calmly. “I know you are aware of my relationship with Cam. Has he left me?”

      “I cannot discuss anything with you.”

      Thea’s eyes flashed. “You can’t do me the kindness of telling me if I’ve been abandoned?”

      “You honestly think that would happen?”

      “Do you see anyone else here?” Thea snapped, gesturing around the room. “This is how it’s been for four months!”

      Asteroth didn’t answer, though there was a pain in his eyes that she couldn’t read. He wasn’t telling her something, and she couldn’t figure out what he was holding back, nor could she guess why he would be feeling emotional about it.

      An uncomfortable silence crept around them, and as it lengthened, Thea realized he was not going to speak. Her heart dropped. She thought she could at least count on Asteroth for answers, if not the Dominion League. Clearly, she couldn’t if he couldn’t give her information when she needed it.

      “I only asked you here to find out why I haven’t seen Cam,” Thea said finally, her voice almost breaking. “If you won’t tell me, there’s nothing for us to talk about.”

      Asteroth stilled in his chair, looking at her. He cleared his throat. “Did you know angels could have children?”

      Thea made a face, surprised at the change in subject. She opened her mouth to say that Cam did mention it to her once, but quickly closed it again. What was the point? Cam told her angels don’t naturally have it in them to want children. Since the Thrones said otherwise, he was clearly talking about himself.

      “I had two with my mate,” Asteroth began. “It seems like another lifetime ago now.”

      Thea relaxed back in her bed and stared at the ceiling. She was fine to let him talk about something else if he wanted. His voice was soothing, and at least his presence broke the boredom of being alone.

      “We had a girl and a boy, and we were happy to give up our duties to have them,” Asteroth continued. “We lived far from the Stream, right over the far side of the Empire where there are numerous gardens, lakes, and mini-forests.”

      Thea remembered Cam telling her something about an area of the Realm where angel children lived. It felt like ages ago now. The echo of the headache was now a dull pain warning her of its impending approach.

      “The Angel Realm was much bigger then,” Asteroth said, his voice wistful. “All the children played and trained together and discovered all the wonderful things around them. My boy was loyal and dedicated. He dearly loved his mother, sister, and me with a passion that seemed more intense than the other angel children. He was adventurous and loved stories about adventurers. He always told us that he would protect us no matter what, even though he was young.” Asteroth smiled. “He learned faster than most of the other Cherubim his age and was stronger. He figured things out quicker and became more accomplished than most of them too. He began to explore his surroundings, to learn that there was an entire Empire just waiting to be discovered, and frequently separated from the groups of Cherubim when he got bored to go and explore in the Realm, even though he knew he shouldn’t.”

      Asteroth’s jaw hardened and his brown eyes filled with such raw anguish, Thea couldn’t look away.

      “He was on the outskirts of the Realm, one day,” Asteroth said, “when the Realm shrank. A mass area of the human world was in turmoil, instigated by demons, of course, and my boy was destroyed by the forest as it thundered in toward the Empire, shrinking the Realm.” Asteroth paused, his gaze low and distant, his body tense, his fingers twitching as he seemingly fought an inner struggle. He got a hold of himself and raised his head to meet Thea’s eyes. “I was never the same after that, and neither was my mate. Within a year, she ran into the forest herself, unable to bear the loss of our boy. My daughter became a beautiful, brilliant Cherubim, but I was a shade of the father I had once been to her. I waited until she no longer needed me before I left that life behind to become a working Dominion once more.”

      Tears stung Thea’s eyes. So, tragedy happened in the Angel Realm too. Her voice was hoarse when she spoke, “Why are you telling me this?”

      “Are you aware that when angels die we go to Heaven?”

      “Yes.”

      “While we are there, we exist in a very basic form, scattered as energy—free, unbound, and blissful, mingling and blending with the energy of others—until we make an agreement with the Creator to become form again. Sometimes, if the right components realign in a similar way as before, a being that once existed is recreated. Slightly different, but familiar.” He stood up, his eyes gripping Thea. “My son had chocolate brown hair and gray eyes. His name was Cassiel.”

      Thea’s eyes widened, wonder and surprise blooming. Brown hair and gray eyes… like Cam. Cassiel... Camael.

      “He learned faster than most others his age and he was stronger,” Asteroth repeated, slowly. “He was adventurous and loyal and dedicated. He figured things out quicker and became more accomplished. He felt love more passionately and intensely than the others, and he always vowed to protect those he loved, no matter what.”

      Oh shit. Was he saying… Had Camael once been Asteroth’s son?

      Asteroth paused, his eyes flicking away and then returning to Thea’s. “But he didn’t stick to the rules. He went his own way and did not fear danger or death or consequence.”

      Thea’s eyes locked onto his and time seemed to fade away as they stared at each other. Asteroth broke their connection, turning slowly to the door.

      “So, if you think carefully,” he said firmly, “you will be able to answer your questions on your own.”

      He headed to the door and left, as the thudding in Thea’s head became louder.
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      Euphoric energy beamed through Cam’s entire being. It penetrated all corners of his body and soul, radiating with the sweet, satisfying peace that the Creator offered.

      Turning his thoughts to Thea, Cam drew on several memories he constantly returned to since his time in the cell; their training sessions, their first kiss, the first time she shifted into her angel form, every detail of her features when she came, her rare moments of coy shyness... Beautiful memories of her replayed in his mind, taking him back to her again. As he reveled in those memories, he opened himself up to the Creator’s mercy, baring every part of himself until his blissful state was complete.

      “Camael.”

      Cam blinked. Thea had spoken his name, but it wasn’t her voice.

      “Camael.”

      He withdrew from the Stream and the cloud of memories around his mind faded. He lowered his head to see a Throne standing in his cell.

      “You are to be questioned today,” the Throne said, his dark-blue eyes hard.

      “No.” Every few hours, they came to ask him if he would like to confess anything, but he kept refusing. He just needed a day or two with Thea, even if it was only in his mind.

      “There is no choice in the matter now.” The Throne half turned toward the door. “Your assignments have been checked, your kill sites examined, and your commander interrogated. You will be questioned.”

      Cam paused. “Zakiel has been interrogated?”

      “Yes.”

      Guilt gripped Cam. His illegal actions would reflect poorly on his commander. “How long has it been?”

      The Throne pursed his lips as if considering whether to answer or not. “Five months.”

      Cam raised his eyebrows as he realized that time had passed quickly while he was connected to the Stream. It didn’t usually, did it?

      The Throne strode to the door, then turned his eyes on Cam. “Do I need to request a Power escort for you?”

      Cam shook his head, breathing shallowly.

      “Good.” The Throne opened the door, and the energy keeping Cam hovering in the center of the room melted away and lowered him to the floor.

      He flexed his muscles then followed the Throne down a few different corridors, the thud of their boots bursting the silence that surrounded them. He watched the Throne’s broad back and wondered whether Thea had fully recovered, what she thought of him, and whether she thought he deserved his imprisonment.

      They arrived at a mahogany door, and the Throne entered without breaking his stride. Inside, the room was more intimate than the room he had met them in before. Smaller, with a hard, wooden floor, there were no windows and no decorations on the walls, only a small side table against the wall with a jug of water. In the center sat a large table where another Throne awaited. The Throne that led him took a seat and gestured for Cam to sit opposite them.

      “Camael,” said the one that collected him as he sat down. “You have had plenty of time to think about your charges. You may now explain yourself.”

      Cam stared at him. He remembered this Throne. He was the Throne in the center of the three he saw the day he was imprisoned. He had a hard, unyielding face, harder than most of the Thrones Cam had come into contact with. His dirty-blond hair was ungroomed and his deep, indigo-blue, unblinking eyes felt like they were penetrating Cam’s skin. Cam had the distinct impression this Throne didn’t like him.

      “Well?” the Throne asked. “Do you have something to say?”

      “What’s your name,” Cam rasped, his throat dry.

      The Throne narrowed his eyes. “Adonai.”

      Cam turned to the other.

      “Saleos. Or Sal.”

      Cam nodded and then looked around the room. “Do you have any water?”

      Sal nodded and scraped his chair back to pour Cam a glass of water from the side table.

      A short silence filled the room as Cam took a few sips. He sighed, refreshed, and sat back in his chair. He had forgotten that the Creator’s energy could sustain him for long periods without food—that was one of the reasons food wasn’t that important in the Angel Realm like it was in the human world.

      “You’re welcome to start any time,” Adonai said.

      “How is Thea?”

      Adonai scowled. “We are not here to discuss her.”

      “She’s the reason I’m here,” Cam said, evenly. “I would like to know how she is recovering.”

      “Slowly,” said Saleos. “She recovers slowly. She cannot connect to the Stream and our healers are not used to healing Nephilim in the Angel Realm. Usually, when a Nephilim is exposed to Legion blood, they are turned. It is rare for one to recover.”

      Cam nodded, struggling with his guilt. He took a breath. “And what of Zak?”

      “This is not a catch-up session,” Adonai snapped. “Explain why you have carried such rage into your assignments.”

      “Does it matter?” Cam almost snarled. “You’re not interested in hearing the truth from me. You made that clear when you declared that Thea is not my natural mate.”

      “Natural mates do not attack each other with demon blood!”

      “It was an accident!” Cam almost roared.

      Cam and Adonai glared at each other, anger bouncing between them.

      “So explain it to us,” said Sal, his voice softer. “We would like to understand.”

      Cam dragged his glare from Adonai to look at the Throne beside him. He was one of the Thrones Cam had first met with to request permission to mate with Thea—the one with brown eyes and dark-blond hair.

      “We have conducted the investigation, but we need your input to make our assessment,” he explained. “Your state of mind is important, both then and now.”

      Cam looked between them and then leaned back in his chair. “I have been nursing a rage for the Creator since my arranged mate died two millenniums ago.”

      Adonai’s face hardened, while Sal’s eyes widened in surprise.

      “I have refused to connect to the Stream in protest and ignored her soothing after each kill; I barely felt her at all. I found that if I channeled my rage, my hunting skills further honed, and was able to take on more demons. I was more effective for the Realm.”

      “More effective?” Adonai’s jaw was hard. “You were operating under illegal conditions. Angels are not supposed to succumb to sin.”

      “No one complained when I was destroying thousands of demons,” Cam snapped.

      “We have been monitoring you in your cell,” the other Throne said, while Adonai just glared at him. “You are frequently connecting to the Stream.”

      Cam lowered his eyes. “Yes. I wanted to keep my memories of Thea intact.”

      “Is that the only reason why you connect?”

      Cam pressed his lips together as he thought, struggling to answer. “Thea wanted me to connect. She begged me to for months, and I resisted. If I am to Fall, I want to do so as cleanly as I can possibly be. For her.”

      “You accept that you may Fall?” Adonai asked, a light confusion softening the hardness in his eyes.

      Cam shrugged. “I don’t deny my actions, Throne.”

      “Do you regret them?”

      There was another long moment while Cam considered his answer. “I regret that my actions caused the ones I care about to suffer.”

      “But you don’t regret your actions?” The hard edge returned to Adonai’s voice.

      “My best friend died.”

      “That’s not an answer.”

      “That’s the only answer you’re going to get,” Cam shot back.

      “When you connect to the Stream now,” Sal said, hesitantly, “how does it feel?”

      Cam pursed his lips. It felt good, especially when he focused on Thea. “The same as always.”

      “So, the Creator doesn’t limit or diminish your experience in any way?” The Throne looked confused.

      Cam shook his head.

      The Thrones watched him, both with different expressions. Sal seemed thoughtful while Adonai clearly despised him. Cam watched them both back. He couldn’t tell what the point of the interview was. They said they were going to investigate him for the sin of Wrath. He never once denied that he did the things they suggested. If the punishment was for him to Fall, he would suffer it, as long as he could see Thea, make sure she was okay, and ask her to forgive him.

      Sal stood and gestured for Adonai to follow. “Your commander has asked to speak to you privately. You have ten minutes.”

      As they left, Cam leaned forward, his elbows on the table, suddenly nervous. Zak would have spoken to Thea, and he would finally learn how she was really doing. Taking long to heal physically was one thing, but he wanted to know her thoughts, her state of mind, her emotional response to everything that had happened.

      The door behind him opened, and Zak walked around to sit in front of him at the table.

      “Greetings, Camael,” Zak said, sitting down heavily. His brow was furrowed and he looked tired.

      “Greetings, Zak. Thank you for coming.”

      “How are you doing?”

      “I’m going to lose my wings,” Cam said, bluntly. “They didn’t say so directly, but the questioning did not go well.”

      “What did they ask you about?”

      “Why I had this rage, why I didn’t connect to the Stream, what my experience was of the Stream now, my state of mind—”

      “What?” Zak’s gaze sharpened. “You’re connecting with the Stream?” A looked of wonder and relief spread across his face so intensely, Cam’s guilt intensified.

      “Yes. I’m sorry, Zak,” he murmured. “I should have connected to the Stream all the times you told me to. You’ve always looked out for me, I’m sorry I let you down.”

      Zak’s hazel eyes pierced him. “You were hurting, Cam. I know you struggled. I should have done more once Thea was involved.”

      “But I didn’t make it easy.”

      “You never do.”

      It was a casual remark, but Cam couldn’t bear it. “I need you to forgive me, Zak. I need you to say you forgive everything I put you through, all the trouble I caused you with the Dominion League—I need to know you’re still on my side.”

      Zak jerked forward. “You cannot ask that of me right now, Cam. I have spent the last five months in interrogation. I’ve been pulled from my duties and placed in confinement. They made me go over every single one of your assignments since you started working under me. And I warned you!” He slammed a fist on the table between them as his voice rose. “Repeatedly! You did not respect me enough to even try.”

      Cam held his angry glare and accepted the frustration rolling off his commander and only friend. It was the least he could do.

      “So you need to give me time,” Zak said, breathing hard. “I understand it was hard for you, but you cannot immediately ask me to forgive you and expect I will be able to do so easily.”

      Cam nodded, but an uncomfortable prickly feeling clawed up his throat. Zak had always forgiven him for everything. Maybe this time he had truly lost him as a friend. He clenched his jaw as he lowered head.

      “The worst of it is that Thea has been left with no answers through all of this.”

      Cam’s head shot up.

      “Neither of us have been to see her in five months,” Zak pointed out. “No one but Daniah, I assume.”

      Shit. “She hasn’t known what’s been happening all that time?”

      “I was only just released and Daniah wouldn’t know. I hope that Asteroth has been able to explain what has happened, but Dominion League members are not permitted to discuss Throne business so…”

      All hope drained out of Cam. If Thea had been alone all this time, there was no telling how she felt about him. She could hate him by now, or be truly terrified of him. Either way, it did not bode well.

      “What does it feel like to connect to the Stream after all this time?” Zak asked, his voice quiet.

      “It feels good,” Cam answered, in the same quiet tone. “I only connected so I could keep my memories of Thea fresh, but the Creator has made the experience more powerful than I could ever…” He trailed off as he realized what the Creator had done for him. Usually the perfect bliss he experienced when connected to the Stream only came when his mind was empty, but the Creator had allowed him to achieve it while thinking of Thea.

      “She wants you to heal,” Zak surmised. “That’s good. You’re on the right path, Cam.”

      “The right path for what?” Cam muttered, sullen. “I told you, I’m going to Fall. The Thrones won’t accept what I’ve done.”

      “So that’s it?” Zak asked, his voice hard. “You’ve stopped fighting for your existence?”

      “I’m not going to deny my actions or lie,” Cam said. “It’s disrespectful to Thea for me to do so. I am responsible for her injuries.”

      “And what about Thea? Do you think she’d want you to give up?”

      “Well, neither of us knows what she wants now, do we? I’ve caused us both to
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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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