
  
    
      SHADES OF VENGEANCE

      RAVEN POINT PACK, BOOK FOUR

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        HEATHER RENEE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Stay in Touch

      

      
        Also By Heather Renee

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Shades of Vengeance © Copyright 2019 by Heather Renee

      

      All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No parts of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the written permission of the author.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, alive or dead, is purely coincidental.

      For more information on reproducing sections of this book or sales of this book, email heatherreneeauthor@yahoo.com.

      Editing: Jamie from Holmes Edits and Stephany Wallace

      ISBN: 978-1092278805

      Cover: Covers by Juan

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      For Michelle Fritz.

      Thank you for all the things and being one of the kindest people I know!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        - Harper -

      

      

      My mother’s muffled screams woke me in the middle of the night, for the third time that week. My father was at it again, and I didn’t know how much longer I could take hearing her suffer without reacting. I was only fourteen, but life had done a fine job of making sure I wasn’t a sheltered child.

      I had been training with my dad’s brother John for over a year, secretly learning how to defend myself and, eventually, my mother. My father had no idea who I was anymore. He had no clue I wasn’t afraid to protect myself. The only reason I hadn’t yet was because my mother begged me to leave it alone. She promised she had it under control, but as the months passed, the abuse continued to get worse.

      “I saw you and Zeke,” he roared in the living room. “Why do you make me look like a fool? Why do you insist on making me out to be the bad guy? I wouldn’t hurt you like this if you didn’t hurt me first.”

      “I’m sorry, Cal. I swear it didn’t mean anything. He just helped me with a heavy box that needed to be moved. I’ll never speak with him again. I promise,” my mom wept, begging for mercy.

      His heavy steps sounded in the hallway, toward my room. “Maybe I need to punish you in other ways for you to learn. What do you think about that?”

      “Leave her alone!” Mom’s cries were so uncontrollable, I barely heard the words she screamed.

      My dad, who was also our pack alpha, had yet to lay hands on me, and I realized I had never known true fear until that moment. I had been so certain I was prepared to fight back, but as my breath hitched and my body shook, I knew I had only been fooling myself. Time slowed as his footsteps came closer and closer. Shutting my eyes, I concentrated on my training.

      I wouldn’t be a victim.

      I wouldn’t let him hurt me.

      Scrambling off my bed, I ran to my dresser and grabbed the knife my uncle had given me. He never told me why he gave it, just slid it into my bag one day after training about a month ago. I never questioned or thought much about it, but I was grateful for the gift and realized I hadn’t been deceiving him with our secret sessions as much as I thought. He must have known they were for more than finding my place in the pack.

      Hiding in the shadows behind my door, I waited for my father to come in. As I calmed my racing heart, confidence from my training seeped into me. I was ready to fight back. That would be the last night he hurt my mother, one way or another.

      “Harper,” he called. “Get out here.”

      Keeping quiet, I braced myself. I would only get one chance. If I didn’t stop him the first time, I’d not only get myself killed, but likely my mother as well. I wouldn’t let that happen.

      The door slammed open, the handle cracking the drywall next to me. He flicked on the light, taking several steps toward my bed. “What the hell? Where is she?”

      “Right here.” Charging forward, I slammed the knife into his back, where I hoped his heart was.

      He howled in agony, but I didn’t stop my attack. I left it lodged in his shoulder blade and began using my fists to hit him with everything I had.

      It didn’t take long for him to recover from the initial shock and pain. When he did, I realized I’d made a grave mistake.

      I should have taken the beating.

      “You little bitch,” he growled, pulling the knife from his back before throwing the crimson-covered blade to the ground. “You’re going to pay for that, and I’m going to enjoy it.”

      Preparing to defend myself, I lifted my hands in front of my face, unwilling to give up, but he was quicker, stronger, and faster than I was. One hit to the head and the world faded away, along with my mother’s cries.
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        * * *

      

      Sometime later that night, my mom’s hands shook me, begging for me to wake. I tried to fight the darkness keeping me under, but I couldn’t do it. My body was badly beaten, and my mind wasn’t ready for me to wake up and face reality yet.

      A small part of me had hoped I wouldn’t wake on earth, and I tried not to be so disappointed when I did.

      “Is she conscious, Silvia?” Uncle John’s voice sounded from somewhere close.

      “No, can you carry her?” Mom sounded distraught and frantic. “He won’t be gone forever, and we need as much of a head start as we can get.”

      He didn’t answer. Instead, my body lifted into the air and I was cradled close to a warm chest. “It’s going to be okay, Harper. I’m going to get you two away from here, like I should have done long ago.”

      I remembered the feeling of being settled into the backseat of his car with my mom, but not much after that until the following day. My mom had told me I’d been unconscious for more than twelve hours when I woke.

      “Where are we going?” I asked. I didn’t really care where we ended up, as long as it was far away from South Dakota.

      “I don’t know yet,” Uncle John answered. “We’re headed west. I know a guy out there who owes me a favor. He’ll get us what we need to disappear.”

      Uncle John seemed sure that if we could just move around for a few months, then my dad would give up the search eventually, and we’d get established with another pack, but that never happened.

      Once we were settled in our first temporary home in California, my uncle tried to reach out to Declan, the territory alpha of our old pack. He was supposed to keep all of the packs in line and help with pack disputes for our area, but we quickly realized my father Cal had been working for Declan already. The call had only resulted in a frantic move, and us living out of the car for two weeks.

      We had nowhere else to turn for fear the other alphas wouldn’t be supportive either. Cal had been so overprotective that, even in a small pack, I had been homeschooled. Rumblings of wolf history and how things should have been were heard around town, but it wasn’t until I was on my own that I truly learned how much I had been missing.

      When we thought we had nowhere else to hide, we continued running. Constantly looking over our shoulder, and never staying in one place for more than a few months. It was a crappy life to live, but we were safe, and in an unconventional way, we were happy.

      As the first year passed, Uncle John and my mom became more than just in-laws, and I was more than okay with that. I had always wished he’d been my father anyway. If he had, we never would have ended up in our current situation.

      I was nineteen and a different person than the girl I was the first night we fled. My experiences had hardened me, made me tough, so I didn’t take crap from anyone. My mother said that was the quarter Portuguese in me, but I believed it was the result of working hard not to be a victim again.

      In the early days after we left, I promised myself that I would never allow anyone to hurt me like my father had.

      I would be a stronger version of myself.

      I would never feel helpless.

      For five years, I had done just that, but the night a pack of rogue wolves showed up, every one of my nightmares came to life. I watched my parents and baby brother, who wasn’t even a year old, be slaughtered just before I ran off into the night, having no clue how I would stay alive long enough to see the sun rise.
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        - Harper -

      

      

      My fists pounded against the taut leather of the punching bag while I took my aggressions out by myself in the gym located on the east side of the pack territory. It had been almost three months since Cord left me with a pack in Virginia, one he assured would keep me safe. He had promised to come back, but Eric, the alpha of my new pack, had come to me not too long after Cord left and broken the devastating news.

      Cord had died shortly after arriving back to his pack in Oregon. It hadn’t been a good time for me to demand my own retribution, since there was already a wolf hunt for my old territory alpha Declan. I hadn’t been surprised to learn he’d been up to no good, and I wondered if Cal was still alive and assisted in Declan’s treachery. Though, he had disappeared a couple of years ago, and Uncle John hadn’t been able to locate him the numerous times we had tried.

      Not knowing where Cal was while we were on the run scared us more than anything else.

      Many weeks later, the news spread that Declan had been killed—thanks to the help of Cord’s sister Taya and her friends, whom I began researching in hopes of garnering their assistance with the rogues.

      When I felt prepared, I begged Eric to let me head that way and speak with them. I had not only wanted to give my condolences for their loss of Cord, but also thank them for removing the scum that was Declan from our earth.

      Unfortunately, Eric shut me down. I almost ran away to do it anyway, but he had protected me when he didn’t have any obligation. He kept me hidden from the rogue wolves I knew were still hunting me. If my research was right, then I had located the names of the rogues that killed my family, and based off their history, they would not stop until their mission was complete.

      I tried respecting all of the pack rules as best I could, so I stayed put when asked. Though, as more time passed, it became harder to do just that. I was waiting on a response from our new territory alpha, who happened to be part of the group that took Declan down, and he was going to realize very soon that I wasn’t a shifter he wanted to leave waiting.

      “Easy, Harper,” Kit yelled from across the gym. “What’d that bag ever do to you?”

      I groaned. “Nothing, but that douche, Aiden, still hasn’t responded to my calls, or even the damn letter I mailed two weeks ago like Eric suggested. How long am I supposed to live in suspense, not knowing if the rogues will show up here looking for me? I can’t keep this whole pack at risk.”

      My knuckles cracked as my fist made contact with the leather bag once more, sending it flying back and shuddering with the force.

      Kit was two years younger than me and had forced her way into my life. She had bright, sleek red hair, pale-as-snow skin, and wide green eyes. The innocence her appearance exuded was as real as the sun was dark. At first, I had brushed her off, thinking she was nothing more than an annoying child, but she persisted. I finally told her we would hang out, but only if she could kick my ass in the gym, and she happily obliged.

      Kit hadn’t won the fight, but she gave me a run for my money, convincing me she wasn’t so bad after all.

      “Are you going up there soon?” Kit asked, striding toward me.

      After removing the punching gloves, I grabbed my water bottle and took a long pull. “I don’t know. Eric doesn’t want me to bother them, since Aiden just took over the pack and territory.”

      “But…” She grinned, knowing me well enough.

      “But as much as I appreciate all of Eric’s hospitality, I might disobey him this time.”

      She grunted. “I wish I could come with you. One more year and my parents won’t be able to tell me what to do anymore.”

      Poor Kit hated being seventeen, so close to freedom, yet so far away. I kindly reminded her she needed to be grateful for her “annoying” parents. She had no idea how lucky she was.

      I took several more gulps of my ice-cold water, then ran a towel over my face. “I’m going to go shower and find Eric. Catch up with you tonight?”

      Her lips lifted into a grin. “It’s Thursday. You ready for your weekly dose of vampires and werewolves?”

      I groaned. “Seriously? No. I refuse. I can’t take any more of your torturous fake shows. You are the real deal. How do you stand them?”

      Kit had a serious obsession with all things paranormal romance, real and fictional. I didn’t get it. She watched everything on television and read all of the books she could find about the creatures most people believe to be fictitious. I’d told her on more than one occasion that she needed to have her head checked. The only upside to her obsession was she had taught me a lot of wolf history, which I should have already known at my age.

      “Come on. Just one episode?” Her lower lip jutted out.

      “Fine, but don’t be surprised if I fall asleep.”

      She let out a high-pitched squeal. “You’re the best!”

      Shaking my head as I watched her walk out the door, I questioned my sanity and why I was friends with her—not for the first time, either. Kit had her quirks that drove me to madness some days, but she was also good for my head and heart. She had a way of keeping me distracted from my dark thoughts. Even when I complained about her overwhelming happiness, deep down, I was grateful for it.

      Grabbing my stuff, I headed for the showers. It was time to get cleaned up and find Eric. I knew he was doing his best to help me, and I didn’t begrudge him for not getting involved. The wellbeing of the pack came first, and I respected that. They didn’t have the resources in Virginia to bring a battle to their front door, and I would never ask them to.

      Though, I had no problems asking Aiden and his family. If they could defeat Declan, then I didn’t see why they couldn’t help me end the people who had taken my family, and possibly Cal, if we could find him. There was no way my loved ones had been the only people the rogues had hurt. It would do all the packs a favor if they were taken care of, not just me.

      I had spent weeks on Kit’s laptop, researching what I could about them. There were private chatrooms for shifters needing things done more inconspicuously, and I managed to gain access to the forums, but I didn’t have enough tech knowledge to decipher most of what I found.

      Instead, I saved the records—since they seemed to disappear after thirty days—and hoped that whoever I could finally convince to help me, would be able to do something with the information. Everything was in code and made little sense to me. I tried for a couple weeks to interpret some of the words, by looking for a pattern, and made enough progress to garner names and some locations, but most of it was a lost cause.

      Once I was done cleaning up from my gym time, I headed to the pack house. For the first time in years, terror was not the primary emotion filtering through me. Even though there might have still been a knife under my pillow at night, I didn’t constantly fear for my life or walk on eggshells anytime I did something. It took some getting used to, and I still found myself on edge half of the time, but when I wasn’t, it was the best feeling in the world.

      It could have only been better if my parents and little brother had made it here with me. If only we had tried other territories, things might have worked out differently—or maybe we would have gotten more people killed. I would never know, and I tried not to dwell on the “what ifs”, but some days were harder than others.

      “Good afternoon, Harper,” Cecile greeted from the sink in the open and inviting kitchen. She was the house assistant and kept everyone in line around the pack house. Cecile was like a second mother to most of the shifters in the pack, and that woman somehow knew everything.

      “Hello. Do you need help with anything for dinner?”

      I offered even though I had never been assigned an actual job within the pack. I was more of a drifter. I had learned a little about everything, so I helped out wherever they needed me. Cecile worked her ass off to keep the house organized and the pack fed, so I most often offered my time to her.

      “Not tonight. I decided to make it easy and we’re having spaghetti. Not much to prep for that.” She turned the water off, putting the last dish from lunch away before drying her hands. “How are you doing today?”

      Pulling a stool from the counter, I inhaled the scent of simmering tomato sauce that permeated through the air. Once I was seated, I grabbed an apple and sank my teeth into the crisp fruit. “Good, just finished in the gym. On my way to find Eric now.”

      Wrinkles creased her tanned face as she smiled. “Not letting it go, are you?”

      “It’s not about me letting it go. It’s about knowing that the rogues won’t come for me, and whether or not my father, the pack alpha, called for the attack on us. Cal was involved with Declan, last I heard, and I’d bet all the money in the world that he’s still out there somewhere. More importantly, he likely knows I am, too, and I can’t live the rest of my life looking over my shoulder like I have for the last five years. Plus, I’m putting other people at risk just by being near them. That’s not the kind of life I want to live.”

      I’d said those words so many times over the last couple of months that they were ingrained in my brain. None of the shifters I had met in the pack had ever been on the run. No one here had witnessed their family be slaughtered by savage wolves who only cared about a payday. They didn’t understand my fear or how tangible it was for me.

      Cecile reached across the counter to place her hand on mine. “You’re a strong young woman. I have no doubt you will find what you are looking for.”

      I smiled at her but didn’t comment. Instead, I found a fleck of dirt on my apple to focus on as I gathered my thoughts.

      Cecile went about the kitchen, giving me space while I finished my snack. When I was done, I slipped out of the room and headed for Eric’s office. Depending on how my conversation went with him today, I was either going to need a paying job outside of the pack, or Eric was finally going to help me. The more I thought about what I wanted, the more I realized I was done living in fear.

      I needed to stop the rogues who killed my family, so I could live.

      My knock was steady, but my hands shook as I waited for Eric to invite me into his office. While I stood in front of the carved wooden door, I put on my best poker face, hoping he wouldn’t know how much control he had over me. If he didn’t help me, it would set me months behind. I shouldn’t have been banking on the territory alpha to help, but he’d recognize his mistake in making me wait sooner or later. From what I had learned so far, I needed his permission to move through the territory, and I’d be damned if I let him ignore me.

      “Come in,” Eric’s deep voice called.

      Twisting the handle, I took one last deep breath before I opened the door.

      Eric stood as I entered. “Good afternoon, Harper. What can I do for you today?”

      “I was hoping you had some time to talk.”

      He did his best to hide the smirk, but I saw it anyway. “About what?” He knew what I wanted but enjoyed pushing me out of my comfort zone, making me actually ask for the help. Jerk.

      “The same thing as usual. I want to make sure the rogue wolves who took my parents can never hurt anyone else again.”

      “Take a seat.” He gestured toward the small couch on my right and moved toward the chair in front of it. “I want you to know that I have enjoyed having you in our pack. You have adjusted well and done better than I originally thought when Cord asked me to give you a home here. I’ve seen your growth and determination, and while I wish I could stop you and force you to stay, I know I can’t.”

      “I appreciate that.”

      Here comes the ‘but’, I thought. This wasn’t the first time we’d had this conversation about me leaving in search of the rogues.

      “But I can’t help you as much as I would like.”

      There it was. At least I had been mentally prepared for it, so I tried not to let the statement get me down. I had a plan A, B, and C, followed by a whole lot of chaos if none of those worked.

      “You need to understand that once you leave here, I can’t protect you anymore, but I’ve done my best to gather resources for you, in order to give you the best chance of survival.”

      My head snapped up. “What?”

      “Did you really think I would let you leave here on your own without a better plan than hoping to force Aiden to help you?”

      His laugh was haughty, and I tried not to feel insulted. I knew he meant well, and I needed to keep my mouth shut before I ruined whatever he was offering.

      “You’ve always told me to be patient, to wait for Aiden to give me permission and assistance to hunt the rogues. What changed?”

      “You did.” He leaned forward, his attention completely locked on me. “When you first arrived, you were a mess. You might have thought you hid it well from me and the rest of the pack, but I saw the precarious line you were walking. For the first few weeks, I assumed you were going rogue yourself, but then, slowly, I saw the changes and knew you’d find your way back. I just needed to make sure you had the time.”

      Staring at him, I couldn’t find the proper words to respond. I knew I had been hurting from the loss of my parents, but thought I had handled it well enough. Apparently, not.

      “You’ve shown you can let people in and that you can control your anger. Most importantly, you have shown me a great deal of respect by not running off. If you hadn’t come to me today, I would have called you in tomorrow when the last of everything arrived.”

      Feeling guilty, I internally chastised myself for my earlier thoughts of leaving without the alpha’s permission.

      “You didn’t have to do this,” I answered, unsure of what else to say. Very few people in my life had ever done anything nice for me, and it wasn’t easy accepting help, but I had done my best to change since being on my own these past few months.

      Little did I realize, I wasn’t actually on my own.

      “Harper, there are good people in this world. You’ll need to remember that on your journey, but most importantly, don’t forget it’s okay to walk away. I know you feel like you need to do this, and I don’t blame you, but it’s not worth your life.”

      “But is life worth living if you’re constantly afraid?”

      For that question, he had no answer.
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      After spending hours roaming my lands, racing through the lush forest terrain and into the mountains, I decided to head back to the pack house I called home. I had hoped my earlier frustrations would have been taken care of with a long run, but as I phased back into my human form and got dressed, I knew that wasn’t the case.

      Every irritation I had tried to outrun came rushing back, and I realized I would have been better off beating the shit out of a punching bag than going for a run. Though, I had to admit, it was good to connect with my wolf without dealing with pack business for just a little while.

      Life had been one shitstorm after another for the last few months. I had thought I was prepared to be alpha when my brother Liam asked me to take his place, but I soon learned why our father had always been on edge. Being an alpha was not for the weak. Add being interim territory alpha with no experience to that, and I was one request from going rogue.

      Dad never once complained about the amount of people who counted on him, and I wished he had. It might have prepared me for the constant pressure I felt to be there for every single pack member. I tried not to be insensitive, but I was losing steam by believing I could do it all on my own. Doing things as I was had made me cynical, and I hated that I thought of my people as something to be dealt with. Something needed to change.

      My beta Evan, who had also been a close friend growing up, helped me, but we’d both been thrown into our positions when my father Elijah and his beta Shamus were killed by rogues during an attack on our pack. My brothers and I had been on the other side of the country when it happened, and ever since arriving back, things had been non-stop chaos.

      As I walked into the house, my mother was just heading out the door with Addie, her house assistant, right behind her.

      “Oh, Aiden. I’m glad we saw you. I’m taking Addie to run some errands and we won’t be back for a few hours, but I’m expecting a guest. Will you be a doll and make sure she’s entertained until we get back?”

      My teeth ground together. My mother had been through hell losing my father in such a horrid way, and I often found myself unable to tell her no. I was beginning to believe she had figured that out and was taking advantage of it. Yet, I didn’t do anything about it.

      “Of course. I’ll keep an eye out for her.” I stepped into the foyer as they continued out the door, seeming to be in a hurry.

      “Thank you, Son. Love you!”

      I turned after her, but she shut the door in my face, leaving me with my mouth hanging open. I’d meant to ask for more information, like when the guest would be arriving, or even what her name was, but apparently, she didn’t have time for that.

      A growl slipped out, but it went unheard as I made my way to my private office. A knock resounded on the wooden door the moment I laid my head back against my plush leather chair, followed by a beep from the security lock and the entry of my beta.

      “What can I do for you, Evan?”

      “I take it your morning off didn’t help?” he chortled. “I figured it might not, so I came to see what I can do for you. Your piles are looking a little big over there, and your voicemail is full. Again.”

      Shit, I had meant to at least check my messages last week, or maybe it was the week before that.

      “Give me the afternoon to get my desk organized, and I’ll send some things your way. My mom is expecting a guest, but she left for a few hours. I don’t have a name or time of arrival, though I do know it’s a woman. Will you come get me if she arrives before I’m done?”

      “Sure thing, boss.”

      Evan turned for the door, leaving me to the massive amount of mail and paperwork I had put off while dealing with day-to-day business. Our pack had suffered major losses in the battle to stop Declan, a territory alpha who had let his greed take over and gotten a lot of people killed, including my father. It had been months, and I was still trying to clean up the mess his men had left behind, all while trying to handle my own grief.

      In the meantime, I hadn’t been as good at keeping up on the other packs within our territory as I wanted. Gerald was helping me the best he could, but he was an alpha himself, and needed to spend his time in the West Coast territory. My brother Liam had married his daughter and was helping over there, while Gerald was doing his best to assist everywhere that had been affected by Declan and the rogues. All the while, I felt like I could barely keep up with one pack.

      Nevertheless, I would never admit defeat aloud. It wasn’t in my nature to let people help me. I was usually the one going out of my way to help others, and it frustrated me beyond words that little things around the pack kept going to shit, making me feel incapable. My father never prepared me for this kind of mayhem, and I wished more than ever that he was still around.

      When did I turn into such a pansy? I thought. I needed to stop complaining and start doing. That was the only way shit was going to get accomplished.
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"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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