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      The enemy is closer than she realizes…

      

      When a sudden outbreak of human rabies syndrome threatens Haven City, Ciarra Jonatis finds herself in an awkward dilemma. She needs answers, fast, and only one man can help her find them. The one man she loved, lost… and betrayed. As Shield Guardian Levkaseon, she’s responsible for the city’s health, there’s no room for personal conflict, or regrets.

      

      Falsely imprisoned to ensure his silence after discovering an attempt to weaponize the HRS virus, Terran Kaine agrees to assist on the promise of his release and national protection. His rare touch-based talent gives him a unique advantage, allowing him to see inside the human body and identify specific pathogens. But nothing turns out to be easy, especially his freedom. Conflicting anger wars with desire and Terran is faced with a difficult choice. Forgive Ciarra, or let the past dictate the future.

      

      Emotions run high as buried passions resurface, creating a distraction they can’t afford. Treachery lurks at every turn, and their research begins to unravel a dangerous truth, one an elusive enemy will kill to keep hidden. Now, Ciarra and Terran must learn to trust each other, or risk losing everything.
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        This book contains mature content, including but not limited to –

        Consensual sex (non-graphic)

        Action violence
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            WELCOME TO THE GEN-HEIRS WORLD

          

        

      

    

    
      In the distant future, a major cataclysmic event not only reshaped the world as humanity knew it, but left entire lands uninhabitable. As generations of survivors struggled to endure a fight for territory and resources, humanity regressed into what became known as The Primal Years. A dark and dangerous time that lasted for centuries.

      

      Slowly, civilizations formed in the new nations. Limited means of transportation and communication began to develop in a resource-poor world. Powerful countries arose known as Sziveria, Ruthenia, Italyssa, Westica, and Cairo. New cultures, with their own standards of honor, became global powerhouses.

      

      By 830 Post-Cataclysmic Event (PCE), strong talents are now inherited traits, passed down through genetics. The recipients of an unavoidable hereditary legacy are known as Gen-Heirs. Trains, ships, carriages and if one can afford them, small magnetically powered vehicles move people. Radios are the only means of quick communication besides handwritten messages. Heated water is a luxury. Extreme drops in temperature and harsh arctic winds have forced most food growth indoors, in greenhouses. A dangerously lethal virus known as Human Rabies Syndrome (HRS) plagues the globe. The inhabited world is growing at a slow rate, each unique country striving to exist in harsher, cold climates, and those who survive have become ruthless in their quest to thrive in this new, forsaken world...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE RANKING SYSTEM

          

        

      

    

    
      Guardians of Sziveria

      

      Queen/King Elect

      Prince/Princess Elect

      Arch Guardian

      Prince/Princess

      Shield Guardian

      Master Guardian

      Primary Guardian

      Key Guardian

      Guardian (anyone who serves the realm)

      

      Other Key Terms –

      

      First Intelligence Office (FIO)

      Sziverian National Investigative Division (SNID)

      Haven City Enforcement Services (HCES)

      Medical Science Officer (MSO)

      Medical Science Investigator (MSI)

      Uninhabited Zones (UZ)

      Human Rabies Syndrome (HRS)
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      Human Rabies Syndrome Containment Facility

      Haven City, Sziveria

      May 2nd, 832 P.C.E. (Post-Cataclysm Event)

       

      Ciarra Jonatis, Shield Guardianess Levkaseon, stared at the pacing woman on the other side of the observation glass and tried to ignore the anxiety burning in her stomach. Clean, well-cared for, her long blonde hair pulled back into a braid, the female patient was the image of perfect health. “How long has she been here again?”

      “Sixteen days, shield guardianess,” the female orderly replied, consulting her clipboard. She pointed down the hall with her pen. A small brass plate pinned to her navy uniform, with the name Dorie Seever gleamed in the lamp-lit corridor. “And the patient in observation six-oh-three has been here nineteen days. The patient in six-nineteen has been here for thirteen days. All the same. No symptoms.”

      While the patient in six-nineteen still had a day to go before likely being cleared, the Human Rabies Syndrome virus he was quarantined for should have already made itself known in the form of an apparent cold. Within a week or two of the symptoms, the virus would go into its active stage and send the patient into contagion mode, seeking any viable host to bite and more aggressively pass on the virus. Prior to the active stage, the only way to pass on the viral infection was through sex, where the virus eventually traveled to the spinal cord and slowly up to the brain. It then behaved like the once-common, and much-feared, animal virus from which HRS received its name.

      All three of the patients were partners of confirmed HRS victims. While rare for a partner to remain uninfected, it certainly wasn’t impossible. However, three? No, Ciarra had never seen those odds before. What was going on?

      “May I see the data, please?” she asked, holding her hand out for the clipboard. She looked each file over, slowly walking down the hall to the next observation room. “Were we able to reach anyone at the Port Anchor containment facility to send us their MedPath?”

      Dorie shook her head. “Not yet.”

      Ciarra sighed and let the papers settle into place. Without a Gen-Heir MedPath – a medical empathic pathologist – they had no true way to rule out the viral infection. The rare touch-based genetically inherited talent only existed in three people in the entirety of Sziveria. With physical contact alone, they could determine any contagion within a patient. One resided in Port Anchor, the other served all the prisons in the Northern Boundary, and the third… Ciarra clenched her jaw. She didn’t want to think about the third.

      “We can’t hold any of them indefinitely.” She stopped in front of six-nineteen and looked at a small man curled up on a twin mattress. He’d thrown all the bedding onto the floor. “Let six-oh-three and five-forty-eight go. I want to keep this one another couple of days, just to be sure.”

      Dorie nodded and made notations on the clipboard.

      “Is there anything else?” Ciarra asked.

      “No, all the other admitted cases have gone as anticipated. These three have been the only anomalies.”

      In other words, the containment facility had done its job. The quarantined individuals had become active HRS situations. Ciarra shoved her hands deep into her medical coat pockets, her gaze still on the forlorn patient. “Keep me informed if any others occur. And please send me an analysis of the last month.”

      Hours later, sitting behind her desk at Health Services in the middle of the city, Ciarra’s heart plummeted into her stomach. She laid down the information Dorie had sent from the containment facility. When an active HRS case occurred, the victim’s most recent partner, or in rarer instances, spouse, was located. They were notified of the situation, questioned, and because most panicked at the mere thought of being exposed to the virus and lied on survival instinct, denial kicking in hard, they were almost always forced into quarantine since they wouldn’t go willingly. If, after two weeks, they showed no symptoms, they could leave. The only time this happened was when a partner had been telling the truth about not having had recent sex with the deceased, and exposure never happened. Most other instances, an active case occurred in the safety of the containment facility, away from the population.

      What Ciarra looked at now was impossible. A small outbreak of HRS had happened over the last few weeks. Not so strange, as when one transpired, it usually had a domino effect. Lovers who weren’t exclusive always took a chance. If an individual had multiple partners over a week or two, they could expose any number to the virus. Those in turn exposed their lovers. The spiral kept widening until fear latched on again in the populace, and numbers dwindled. Then the risk-takers would get comfortable again, and the pattern would repeat. 

      According to the documents she read over, the partners or spouses of twenty-four of the thirty-eight cases this month did not become active cases themselves. All but three of them had stated sexual relations within days, or in one case, less than twenty-four hours after the HRS victim went active. The victims had been contagious. Yet, their partners hadn’t contracted. That was impossible.

      Ciarra sat back in her seat and rubbed her forehead, pain blossoming in her temples. She needed to tell someone. She required the confirmation only a MedPath could provide. Maybe they weren’t really seeing HRS, maybe it was some odd side-effect of the recent drug to have popped up in her city known as magic lily dust. The drug was so new that they weren’t sure what to expect yet.

      If Port Anchor were experiencing a similar situation, they wouldn’t part with their MedPath, which might explain their silence on the request. Ciarra could beg the Northern Boundary to part with theirs, but then that would deny three major prisons a crucial medical component. That left one MedPath. One who wouldn’t speak to her, let alone agree to work with her. Not that she wanted to see him either.

      Sighing, Ciarra knew her personal life could not interfere with her guardian position. Crossing the room to the radio, she input the number for the FIO, knowing that if someone could convince her ex-husband to help, it would be the only one who’d stood by his side all those years ago.

      “First Intelligence Office, how may I direct your transmission?”

      Ciarra took a deep breath. “Guardian Ryan Voklane, please.”

       

       

      Ashen Shores Correctional Facility

      May 5th, 832 P.C.E

       

      Terran Kaine paused hammering a nail into the wooden shelves he and a line of other convicts built. Someone called his felon stamp number again. He considered ignoring the summons. In the five years he’d been incarcerated, no one had bothered to visit. His parents were both dead. They’d left him without siblings. And his wife… Terran finished pounding the pieces of wood together. Thoughts of her were best left alone.

      “SZ2051119!” the guard shouted again, walking down the line this time.

      Terran sighed and held up his hand, the tattooed alphanumerical code between his left thumb and index finger visible. “Here.”

      The guard snagged Terran’s wrist, comparing the information. “All right, follow me.”

      Work resumed. The harsh echo of hammer to steel and wood ricocheted off the cement walls, competing with the drone of a saw. Fresh-cut pine, cedar, and cypress scented the air. Terran waved particulate from in front of his face and couldn’t hold in a sneeze. Never failed, the wood dust irritated his nose. Large open bay doors let in ocean air and spring light. Two simple pedal-powered mills worked to cut slabs for the shelving units that inmates would eventually assemble. Tomorrow was his turn to drive one of them.

      Fatigue settled heavy on his shoulders. Five years into a fifteen-year sentence, seeing beyond tomorrow wasn’t something he contemplated often. The guard’s keychain rattled with each step. Their bootsteps were the only other noise in the narrow, cell-lined corridor. Most guards treated the inmates with an annoyed sense of duty. Or indifference. Terran had learned from prisoner transfers to be thankful for their lack of attention. Other facilities weren’t so lucky. He grunted at his sentiment. Yeah, lucky. That was him.

      They made several turns before Terran realized they were heading to the visitation rooms. He almost stopped and made demands of the guard. Instead, he took a calming breath and kept the required distance behind the other man. Soon enough, he’d know who’d bothered to see him finally.

      The pale blond man with an almost unnatural shade of even paler blue eyes made Terran’s steps falter. Ryan Voklane straightened from the wall he’d been leaning against. The brown, ivy cap perched atop his head matched his pants. A cream shirt and pale brown jacket did nothing to hide the muscular frame of a man who claimed to sit behind a desk all day. The luxurious blend of silk, cotton, and wool of Ryan’s clothing brought attention to the uncomfortable hemp weave of Terran’s muted gray uniform. He resisted scratching at his chest. Voklane gave a nearly unperceivable nod to the guard, who closed the door without a word.

      Terran glanced over his shoulder at the door. “Have some pull with the staff, do you?”

      “I have pull with anyone I need to,” Voklane replied. He motioned to a chair in front of a narrow, scarred table. “Sit.”

      Terran eyed the chair and hoped longing didn’t show on his face. He hadn’t rested in seven hours. “I’m fine. Thanks. What do you want?”

      A long-suffering sigh left the guardian. Ryan yanked out a chair and sat. When Terran still didn’t move, he opened his hands in a sign of peace. “Kaine, come on. Sit. We both know you need the break, stop trying to be a scab.”

      “Am I going to like your reason for being here?” Terran asked.

      “You might.”

      Terran studied the unreadable mask of Voklane’s face. A face that looked no older than thirty. He pulled out the chair, the legs scraping on the cement floor, and plopped down. “Five years.”

      Ryan had the decency to glance away. “I know.”

      “Five. Years.”

      Lightning flashed in Ryan’s eyes when he looked back. “I know. And if I could have changed that, I would have.”

      Terran settled back, stretching his legs straight. “Long trip out here from Haven City. I understand. But you don’t radio, you don’t write…”

      Voklane dropped his face into his hands with a groan. “I forgot what a smart-ass you can be.”

      Terran waved a hand in sympathy. “If you’d have bothered to remember I existed, you wouldn’t be plagued with this unfortunate memory. What do you want, Guardian Voklane?”

      “Ciarra Jonatis reached out to me.”

      Hurt and anger coalesced into something ugly. Every muscle in Terran tensed. His teeth clenched so hard he was shocked they didn’t fragment to dust in his mouth. The chair crashed over as he launched himself upward. “I’m done with this meeting.”

      “Sit. Down.”

      Voklane’s words held no argument, and Terran found himself obeying, sitting after righting the chair, fists clenched.

      “Good,” Ryan said with a nod. “Now, listen. I know things aren’t exactly civil between the two of you⁠—”

      “She betrayed me.”

      A frown bracketed Ryan’s mouth. “She didn’t betray you. She just… sided with her father.”

      “Same thing.”

      “Listen,” Ryan ground out again. “Ciarra knew if she showed up, you’d refuse to see her⁠—”

      “Yep. Would have fought the guard to make sure I returned to work duty.” Terran glanced over his shoulder again. “Considering it now, actually.”

      Ryan closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “I was going to ease you into this, but you never have done things the easy way. I think he’s done it, Terran. I don’t know how, but I believe Byron Jonatis figured it out. He’s somehow managed to weaponize HRS.”

      The anger slid away, and Terran straightened, pulling closer to the table. “What? When?”

      Ryan shook his head. “I don’t know. Ciarra only has data going back a month, so at least that long. She doesn’t suspect anything more than the anomaly she’s concerned about.”

      Terran frowned. “Why would a medical science investigator be involved in all that?”

      “Besides processing the deceased HRS victims?” Ryan asked with a quirked brow. Then he glanced away again, and Terran knew he wouldn’t like what came next. “She inherited her father’s rank. The endowment was approved three years ago.”

      “She’s the new Shield Guardian Levkaseon?”

      Ryan nodded. “Shield Guardianess Levkaseon.”

      A punch to the gut would have hurt less, Terran surmised. “Of course she is.”

      “She’s filled her role well, serving over Haven City Health Services.”

      Terran flexed his jaw and knocked on the table. “I bet. Her talent is suited to the rank. She is her father’s genetic heir.”

      “Sometimes being a Gen-Heir isn’t enough. She still had to prove herself before the council.”

      Terran snorted. “Yeah, I’m sure she had to convince them real hard.”

      Again, Ryan proved to be the more mature of the two of them, ignoring Terran’s sarcasm. “She reached out to me because twenty-four out of thirty-eight confirmed HRS victims have yielded negative physical partner exposure.”

      Terran blinked. “You mean they didn’t contract the virus, despite being sexually active with the victim?”

      “Correct.”

      “That’s… impossible.”

      “Ciarra thought so too. She said you’re the only one who could figure this out. I agree.”

      Terran held his hands out. “From here?”

      Ryan reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a folded paper. “Full pardon, from Arch Guardian Synintel.”

      Freedom. The opportunity to do what he was born to do once again. The prison had learned quickly the advantages of having a MedPath around, but being asked to randomly go to the medical hall to diagnose didn’t compare to working in his lab, dealing with patients, and having the respect his touch-based talent once awarded. Ryan Voklane held the chance to return to some semblance of that life between the tips of his fingers. Somehow, Terran remained still. Somehow, he didn’t lean across the table and snatch the paper.

      “I need more information. Why do you suspect Byron Jonatis being the mastermind behind the HRS incidents?” Terran asked, bracing his arms and leaning forward.

      “We don’t see HRS situations spring up like this. Usually, there is a rush of them, then a lull, then the process repeats. There have been consistent cases, paired with the lack of active partners. Too odd.” Ryan shook his head. “I don’t like it.”

      Terran took a deep breath. “Is any of my research left?”

      Regret flickered over Voklane’s face. “I couldn’t get to it in time, I’m sorry.”

      The news came as no surprise. Terran rapped his knuckles on the table in thought. “I’d have to start over. And Jonatis will know I’m out. He won’t let me get far.”

      “Ciarra runs things now.”

      Terran rolled his eyes. “And he owns his daughter.”

      “I don’t know,” Ryan said softly, rubbing his jaw.

      Terran leaned further over the small table, his gaze fixed on the guardian. “She bought his lies five years ago. Why would anything have changed? She’ll buy them again.” Sighing, he looked at the gray cement walls. “I don’t see how I’ll be able to help you.”

      “You won’t even try?”

      Fury resurfaced, burning a path through his chest. “What am I supposed to do, Voklane? Jonatis is so deeply connected, he’ll cover up any attempts I make at discovering the truth until I end up right back here again. Only I won’t return to some nice oceanside facility. I’ll be sent to the Northern Boundary, buried in twenty feet of ice, more forgotten than I already am.” Terran shook his head. “No. I have ten years. I’ll see them through and go somewhere Jonatis and his corruption don’t know me.”

      Ryan flicked the pardon on the table. “You’ll have time before he realizes you're free.”

      “You think my ex won’t go running to tell her father I’m in Haven City?” Terran snorted. “You’re delusional if you believe that.”

      “I’m not. The shield guardianess promised she’d leave her father out of it.”

      Discomfort twisted in Terran’s stomach. He shoved the annoying sensation away. Ciarra didn’t deserve, nor want, his compassion. “She won’t be able to keep that promise if your suspicions turn out true.”

      “I’m aware of that.”

      “And she’ll distrust any evidence I find, citing my wanting revenge.”

      “Which, you do,” Ryan stated with a shrug.

      “Yes, but I won’t be like him. Anything I discover will be the truth, not a fabrication.”

      Ryan shifted in his seat, resting both arms on the table. “So don’t go at the research looking to ensnare him. Start from the bottom. Make the connections, if there are any, the right way. If Jonatis is guilty, the evidence has to be irrefutable.”

      “It was before.”

      “I know, but we didn’t move fast enough. I won’t make the same mistake twice.” Ryan flapped the paper again. “Synintel believes in you, or he wouldn’t have managed to free you.”

      Terran’s focus followed the flicker of off-white. “And why would Synintel, the arch guardian for the First Intelligence Office, get involved?”

      Ryan stilled. “You’re kidding, right?”

      Terran lifted his brows and opened his palm in question. “He didn’t get involved five years ago, when maybe his attention would have kept me free. So why now?”

      “Only I read your research. We both know what happened after it came to my attention.” Ryan sighed. “I brought the current situation to Synintel’s desk and reminded him about your previous investigation and Shield Guardianess Levkaseon’s request to work with you.”

      And wasn’t that the other problem? If he accepted the pardon and agreed to take on the human rabies syndrome mystery, he’d have no choice but to work with his ex-wife. As the leader over Haven City’s health and wellbeing, not working with her would be impossible.

      Terran wanted to throw the chair he sat in against the wall in a tantrum befitting a toddler. He splayed his hands on the scarred wood and pulled forth a calm he’d had to learn real quick in prison. Hot tempers led to being transferred to a new facility. The Ashen Shores master guardian didn’t tolerate anything but a peaceful setting. Since Terran enjoyed beaches and a less-than-awful incarceration, he behaved himself.

      “Well?” Voklane prompted when Terran remained silent.

      “I don’t want to come back here,” Terran said quietly. “I won’t. He’ll have to kill me this time.”

      “I won’t let that happen. I’ll get you out of the country myself if I have to. Hopefully, we won’t have to worry, though.”

      Terran quirked a smile. “Ever the optimist.”

      “Someone needs to be.” Ryan held the folded paper out. “So, freedom, or remain a prisoner?”
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      Ciarra turned one direction, then another, looking at her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling wardrobe mirror. Most days, she pulled her golden blonde hair into a bun to keep the length free from getting tangled or into anything hair should not get into. Her usual uniform of movable cotton and silk blend pants, a button-up shirt, and a white lab coat kept her functional and on par with the rest of the city’s health services staff. Today, however, was not a work day.

      Today, she’d see her ex-husband after five years.

      Today, she’d discover how much he hated her.

      Ciarra’s shoulders slumped. No matter what she wore, nothing would change. The long, blue pinstripe skirt and elegantly flowing white tunic shirt wouldn’t impress him. The glossy fall of her shoulder-length hair wouldn’t entice. Or take away the anger he justifiably held toward her. When her father had put in the request for her marriage contract termination to Terran, Ciarra never thought she’d see Terran again. Knowing she would have to acknowledge the loss of her marriage beyond being single had somewhat dampened the pain of the filing. She didn’t know if she would be strong enough to stand in his presence and not fall apart.

      Taking a deep breath, she turned from the mirror. She was a shield guardianess now. She didn’t have time or room for weak emotions. Responsibility meant she’d be an adult when entering Terran’s new home. Terran Kaine. The piercing ache in her chest at his surname still took her by surprise. Once, they’d shared the Jonatis name, and he’d given up his ranking to join the shield guardian position she would someday hold. But when the someday had arrived, she’d been alone. She swallowed a lump in her throat.

      Poppy, her stylist elite, sashayed back into the room. Her round hips made the flowing skirt of orange silk dance around her ankles. “I found it!” she proclaimed, raising a small glass container between her fingers. “I knew I had a sweet shade of pink tint for your cheeks stashed away somewhere.”

      Make-up wasn’t something Ciarra indulged in much. Working long hours, often around dead people who wouldn’t care about such things, meant the woman responsible for making Ciarra look beautiful to the inhabited world didn’t get to do her job often. When Poppy learned Ciarra would go to a private meeting instead of Health Services, she had moved too quickly for Ciarra to say no to being primped and preened. A faint dusting of silvery shadow brought out the cloudy-gray color of Ciarra’s irises. Using a middle finger, Poppy dabbed on cheek and lip tint until Ciarra took on a healthy, glowing flush.

      “Thank you, Poppy. That should be fine,” Ciarra said, straightening.

      Poppy observed her work and nodded with a smile, her dark green eyes curious. “Yes. Beautiful. I hope this meeting goes as planned. More attempts

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        About this book -
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Welcome to the Gen-Heirs World
      


      		
        The Ranking System
      


      		
        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
      


      		
        Wintersfall - Chapter One
      


      		
        Chapter Two
      


      		
        Other Titles by Sarah Westill
      


      		
        Dear Reader
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Other Titles by Sarah Westill


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
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.


OEBPS/images/levkaseon-1853x2780.jpg
" ) - _aaa L
"Carnal and indulgent, Levkaseon is the pre
_ . you didn’t know you couldn’t live withoui







