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      Alyssa gripped her hair in frustration.  Her own stupidity.  This was why she was in this predicament in the first place.  The timer beeped for three minutes.  She didn’t move.

      “Are you going to look or should I?”  Her friend Bethany asked, looking up from where she was scrubbing an emery board over her nails.

      “No, ah, I’ll do it.”  Alyssa stood up from the bed and walked stiffly to the bathroom.  The full moon in July, she’d been so damned horny she couldn’t control herself and she had willingly gone home with Ben, one of the younger wolves in the pack.  She’d wanted to take the male who had joined the pack last summer to bed with her, but he hadn’t wanted her.  Cody was a high-ranked male and well thought of in the pack.  Gorgeous to boot.  But he had never looked at her as anyone worthwhile.

      The night before the full moon she had walked into the pack bar and found the handsome wolf making out with a human woman in the corner, and her confidence had been shattered.  It was one thing to be passed over for other she-wolves, but to be passed over for a human just seemed plain wrong.  She’d been feeling particularly humiliated that none of the males in her age group had been interested in what she was offering, so she’d drunk more than her fair share of beer and taken Ben up on his offer.  She was thankful when she woke up the next morning that at least he was over eighteen.

      “I still don’t understand what the big deal is.  You’re on the pill.”

      Alyssa hadn’t opened her eyes yet.  “I know that, Bethany, but I’m late, and I just recently switched pills and this one is screwing with my cycle.  I just have to be sure I am before I make plans to rip the throat out of my doctor.”

      Bethany snorted delicately.  “You’ve got such a strange sense of humor, Alyssa.”

      Her eyes opened slowly until she was staring at the pregnancy test.  There, in easy-to-read print, it said “not pregnant”.  She whooped a hallelujah to the heavens.  She wanted to have kids eventually, but definitely not with an eighteen-year-old just out of high school kid who couldn’t have found her clit with a map and a flashlight.  In fact, she couldn’t remember the last time she’d enjoyed sex.  The only time she ever got off was when she was alone.  Now isn’t that just pathetic?

      After the test clunked in the wastebasket, she looked at herself in the mirror, really looked, for the first time in a long time.  Twenty-six.  She should at least be in a relationship.  Doing something with her life.  She was just drifting, and not to anywhere good.  She’d spent the last ten years playing whore to the males in the pack, and she knew without thinking too hard that all that sex, the trampy clothes, the flirting—it was just a front.  All the time she’d spent being the fun girl, the sexy girl, and no male had ever wanted her for anything except sex.  She shouldn’t have expected them to want to see past her slutty ways, but there was a part of her that was hurt that no one had.

      Bethany stood up when Alyssa walked out of the bathroom.  “The girls are going to meet us at Flannigan’s.  You ready?”

      Floating on Cloud Nine after narrowly escaping having Ben as her baby-daddy, she was more than happy to go out with her friends and party.  She grabbed her ID, cash, and keys, and followed Bethany out of her apartment.  Bethany drove; she was one of the few girls in their pack who was always the designated driver, because her mother had been a fall-down drunk and Bethany didn’t want to follow in her footsteps.

      Flannigan’s was run by her pack.  The interior was dark paneling and stained, faded wallpaper.  Tables and chairs were crowded together and there was a small space toward the stage where the floor was cleared for dancing.  She followed Bethany to where their friends were sitting, in their usual place - center booth along the far wall, directly across from the bar and just outside the dance area.  Alyssa said hi to her friends and fellow pack members - Nina, Lori, and Wendy - as she and Bethany slid into the booth.

      Drinks were ordered, and she cast her gaze over the full bar.  The house band was playing a country song she vaguely recognized from the radio, and a few couples were dancing on the floor, along with a few already-drunk women.  She saw Cody sitting at one of the tables with his friends, and her heart quickened at the sight of him.  Lean and tall, his sandy-blond hair was just long enough to dust his collar and always looked just-rolled-out-of-bed ruffled.

      As the night wore on, Alyssa was very aware that her friends were all asked to dance, but she was outright ignored.  She felt as if she were invisible, sitting alone in the booth while her friends had fun.

      When the girls said they were going to the bathroom, Alyssa decided to check out her makeup and make sure she didn’t have lipstick on her teeth or something else that was stopping anyone asking her dance.  She could admit to herself that the last few weeks she hadn’t been nearly as popular as she had been before she decided to close her legs to casual sex, but she’d never felt like such a pariah before.

      Touching up her lipstick and double-checking that her teeth were color-free, she turned to her friends at the sinks and said, “Is something going on?”

      Lori tousled her long, blonde hair and met her eyes in the mirror.  “What do you mean?”

      “Well, no one’s asked me to dance.  All the guys in the pack are acting like I don’t exist.  I just thought...”  She didn’t know how to finish the sentence.  What she wanted to say was that she thought she was pretty enough, nice enough, to get asked to dance.  But she couldn’t say that out loud.

      Nina let out a disgusted sigh.  “You thought, what?  That your personality was nice enough that the boys would want to be around you with your clothes on?  Puh-lease.”

      Shocked, Alyssa’s mouth fell open.

      Wendy turned and leaned against the counter.  “Face it, Alyssa.  You were only good for one thing to the males in our pack, and when you took your pussy off the table, they lost interest.  It’s no one’s fault but your own.”

      Her face turned beet red in shame and horror.  “I’m not a whore.”

      “No?”  Lori laughed.  “You’re a pack toy, for fuck’s sake, Alyssa.  Did you think they would accept you being less than that just because you had a change of heart?”

      Alyssa’s eyes burned with tears, and she fought not to cry as she looked at Bethany.  Her best friend shrugged and blotted her lipstick on a piece of toilet paper.  “They’re right, Alyssa.  Because of you, we’re all suffering, picking up your slack.”

      “Excuse me?”  Alyssa ground out.

      All four women looked at her with varying degrees of contempt.  Nina said, “Did you really think you had anything else to offer besides your body?”

      Anger rioted through her as she shot back, “You’re no different than me.”

      Lori laughed, “Oh really?  I’ve never taken an eighteen-year-old geek home in a drunken stupor because the pack hottie won’t give me the time of day.  At least we have standards, Alyssa.  You’ve always just been a toy and nothing more.  The sooner you accept your place in the pack and get off your high horse, the sooner things can get back to normal.”

      She stared at her supposed friends in shock, their harsh truths and betrayals cutting through her like sharp blades.  She walked quickly out of the bathroom, eyes blurry with tears, and ran straight into Cody’s chest as he exited the men’s bathroom.

      She stumbled backward, but thankfully didn’t fall.

      “Sorry, Cody,” she said, clenching her teeth against the sob that threatened to break free.

      “No problem, uh-” he said, looking at her as if he had never seen her before.

      “Alyssa,” she supplied, as her ears burned in humiliation.

      “Oh, sure, Alyssa.”

      Just then, one of the males she used to sleep with frequently came down the hallway.  His eyes were bright and she immediately scented alcohol on his breath and knew that he was drunk.

      “Hey, there’s the female that thinks she’s too good to be a toy!”  Jenner snorted, coming to stand next to Cody.  “Too bad.  She gave the best blow jobs.”

      Alyssa wanted to sink into the floor and disappear.  Worse still, recognition lit Cody’s eyes and she knew that he now knew who she was.  Not because he recognized her face or her name, but because of Jenner’s statement.  Too good to be a toy?

      “Excuse me,” she said, walking quickly around them.  She heard Jenner say something to Cody and they both laughed.  She hadn’t heard the words, but she knew they were talking about her.  She exited the bar and stood in the warm night air, sucking in a few deep breaths before pulling out her cell and calling for a cab.

      An hour later she was home in her small apartment, alone with her thoughts.  She felt small and low.  She’d known that her past behavior had set her up to be viewed in a certain light, but she also knew that she had a right to make changes in her life.  It was her body, and she wasn’t the property that the pack males seemed to think she was.

      The next day, Bethany called her to go out to lunch.  “Why didn’t you stand up for me?” she blurted out.

      “What are you talking about?”  Bethany asked.

      “Last night in the restroom, when the girls were saying such horrible things about me.  Why didn’t you defend me?  You’re supposed to be my best friend.”

      Bethany said nothing for a full minute and then her voice came out slightly bitter and angry.  “We didn’t say anything that wasn’t true.  A couple months ago you went home with that kid, and then you just decided that you were too good to help out the males.  You know they need to fuck on the full moon, and the single males rely on the single females to help them out.  There are a lot more males than females in our pack, so we each need to do our share.  You have some kind of moral crisis, decide you’re too good for the full moon fucks, and it falls on the rest of us to pick up your slack.  How do you think that makes us feel?”

      She swallowed hard as Bethany’s words stung her like darts.  “I don’t want to be a toy for the rest of my life.  I want to be with a male who loves me for me first, not for how good I am in bed.  I want to be with a male who’s proud to be with me, who wants to take me home to meet his family.”  Tears pressed against her eyes again, but this time they were from grief, not humiliation.  She didn’t think she’d ever had a man say he had feelings for her.

      “You’re a pack toy, Alyssa.  You’ll never be anything to them but that.  You want someone to love you for yourself?  You better find a new pack.”

      “Aren’t you in the same boat as me?  You’re a pack toy, too.”

      “So?  I love it.  When I’m ready to settle down and have kids, I’m going to leave this pack and join my cousin’s pack in West Virginia.  Now, are we going to lunch or what?”

      Alyssa felt a little kernel of self-love bloom inside her.  Bethany was entirely right.  If she wanted to find a male who would love her for herself, she had to get away from the people who didn’t see her as a whole person.  “No.  You go on ahead.  I’ve got some stuff to do.”

      Alyssa ended the call and let the silence in her one-bedroom apartment surround her.  She’d lived in that apartment for almost eight years.  But it hadn’t ever really felt like home.  No place had, she realized sadly.

      Her mother and her sister, her only family, had both left her behind as they found new lives in other packs.  She’d spent the better part of her adult life trying to fill the void left by her family with meaningless sex and empty, unfulfilling friendships.  But if her family could start over, then she could as well.  There was nothing tying her to her pack and this life except her unwillingness to move on.

      Determination filled her, and for the first time, she could see a brighter future ahead of her.  That day, she began to look for a place to make a new life.  As she searched for a job online, somewhere away from her pack and her old life, her heart lifted.

      Firing off her resume to several companies that were hiring people with her limited skill set, she stood up from her small desk and began to pack up her life.  Hope filled her as she thought about making a new life, starting over, and finally being happy.  While she was pulling clothes out of her closet and folding them into one of several suitcases, her phone buzzed with a text:  an insulting message from Ben, stating he was free for a quickie before he went out with his friends to party.  The young wolf had been sending her similar texts since their one night together, sometimes begging her to be with him again, and sometimes ragging on her for being a ‘she-bitch tease’.

      A sense of purpose kindled within her and she smiled as she sent a simple three-word text to Ben, taking the first step into her new life by firmly closing the door on her old one.

      Go fuck yourself.
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      Dante Stone took a drink from a bottle of water and looked out at his backyard from the sliding glass door in the kitchen.  It was early, but he’d been unable to sleep.

      He worked the late shift at the gym that he and his brothers owned, from three to eleven.  Normally he came home and crashed out, but tonight, like many recent nights, he had tossed and turned and been unable to really rest.

      “You’re up early,” Cairo said with a yawn as he came into the kitchen, dressed for his first shift at the gym.

      Dante looked over his shoulder.  “I couldn’t sleep.”

      He heard Cairo slip his shoes on and then his brother joined him at the back door.  “Something bothering you, bro?”

      “Nothing new.”

      “Look, D, you’re not the only one that’s lonely, okay?  We all are.  Somewhere out there is the right woman for us; she just hasn’t crossed our path yet.  And if you’re worried about finding someone to work the front desk, that’ll work itself out, too.”

      Dante looked at his brother.  “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.  Now go get some sleep.  You’re a real asshole when you’re tired.”

      Snorting, Dante shook his head at Cairo and said goodbye.  When he was alone again, he stood at the back door for a while longer, picturing a future with a wife and kids.  The pictures faded in his mind as the sun rose, and he turned from the back door and went to bed to get some sleep.

      Later that day, Dante called his youngest brother Mason into his cramped office in Stone’s Gym.  Mason had put out an ad for a new receptionist.

      “Any luck?”  Dante asked, swiveling in the desk chair.

      Mason leaned his bulky body against the doorframe.  “No answers so far.”

      Over the last few months they’d had a number of problems strike them one after the other, like missiles.  First, the human female that they were romancing to become their hyena clan bride had gotten snagged away at the end of the summer.  She’d gone to join a werewolf pack thirty minutes to the south.  Then, Cairo had lost an underground boxing match to a man that he should have easily beaten.  That loss had damaged Cairo’s reputation as a trainer, and that had hurt the gym’s reputation as well.  They were fairly certain that the winner had cheated somehow, but they had no proof.  Add to that their receptionist quitting and walking off with their customer list, and they were losing business hand over fist.

      All of these things paled in comparison to how he felt inside.  A few months earlier, he and his brothers had tried to move things forward with a human female who had been their group fitness trainer.  He’d liked her, they all had, but she wasn’t a good fit for them.  Even when he’d pushed to take things further with her, it hadn’t ever felt entirely right.  He knew it was for the best that she’d left.  He couldn’t stand to be faced daily with a reminder of just how poorly he’d chosen.  His brothers didn’t hold it against him, but as eldest in the clan, they trusted him to choose the right mate for them.  Hyena clans always had three males and one female.  She would be their shared bride, and they would worship her and take care of her.  There were not very many hyena clans in the States, and more and more the clans took brides from humans or other were-groups, which meant their kind were pretty much going the way of the T-rex.  He didn’t necessarily care about that, but he did care about going to their underground den this winter without a bride.  Again.

      “Just... run the ad again, Mase.”  He focused on the problem at hand.  “Add another grand to the salary, and moving expenses, too.  Someone will answer, I’m sure.  I’m just tired of one of us sitting out there when there’s so much else to deal with.”

      Mason gave him a crooked smile.  “We’ll find our bride when the time is right, Dante.”

      Sometimes, his brother could be right on about things.  Most of the time, he was an idiot.

      “Yeah.  I know.”

      He turned back to the computer monitor as his brother walked away, and the first thought that crossed his mind as he stared blankly at the spreadsheet on the screen was that he was thirty-one.  Thirty-one and alone.
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        * * *

      

      Changing into cut-off sweats and carefully wrapping his hands, Cairo hit the heavy bag to work off some of his sexual frustration.  He knew that Dante thought that their former group fitness trainer had been the girl meant to be their bride, but he’d never bought it completely.  There was something about her posture whenever they were all with her at the same time—she definitely wasn’t one of those girls who harbored four-way fantasies.  Also, she was pretty, but too muscular for his tastes.  He liked natural girls with plenty of curves.  He didn’t want to be comparing abs with his bride, and he sure as hell didn’t like fake girls, either.  The bleached-blonde tramp set that pawed at them when they were out on the town did nothing for him at all.  Nothing.

      “You working, Cairo?”  Denny, one of their human trainers, put his hand on the bag to stop the swing.

      “I’m…thinking, I guess.”

      “Ah.  Well, I’m heading out for the night then.  See you tomorrow.”

      He grunted a reply and went back to working the bag.  He had another match in two weeks.  Unfortunately, the winner of the last match had declared he was retiring, which meant he wouldn’t get a rematch.  Somehow, he’d cheated.  Cairo wasn’t entirely sure how, except that he’d not been able to focus mid-way through the match, and his vision had blurred a few times.  Dante had insisted he go to the ER and get checked out, and a couple grand and enough radiation to cook his beans later, they said he was fine.  His blood test showed nothing suspicious in his system.  It just didn’t make sense, and he hated things that didn’t make sense.

      At twenty-nine, he was ready to hang up the towel and focus on the future.  Dante wasn’t the only one who wanted to find a woman to balance out the softer edges of their hard lives.  He wanted someone to care when he was hurt, even if that made him the biggest pussy in the universe.  She was out there somewhere.  He just hoped to hell she showed up soon.
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        * * *

      

      “When can you come in for an interview?”  Mason asked the woman who had answered the ad.  The only one to answer at all.  He called her as soon as her emailed resume came through, thinking the best thing to do was offer her the job sight unseen, but Dante would bust his head if he did that.  Especially after the last receptionist had taken a third of their clients to the competition.  He was just so damn desperate to fill the desk.  Dante was on his ass constantly.

      “Is tomorrow too soon?”  Her name was Alyssa Morgan.  Twenty-six, some college, mostly customer service jobs.

      “No, that’s great.  Anytime after six would be fine.  Just come to the desk and ask whoever is there for me, if it’s not me.”

      She laughed.  He liked the sound.  “How will I know it’s not you?”

      He snorted.  He must sound like an idiot.  “Sorry.  Um, I have black, curly hair and I’ll probably be wearing a black tank.” Then again, so would most everyone else there.  But he was the only one of his brothers that let his hair get long enough to curl.  Dante kept his in a military style, and Cairo shaved his head completely.

      “Okay, Mason.  I’ll see you tomorrow after six.”

      “Sounds good, Alyssa.  Take care.”

      He hung up with a satisfied smile.  Hell, if only finding their bride were as easy as placing an ad.  He could picture it in his mind:

      “Three horny hyenas seek one very, very willing female to be their clan bride.  Must be willing to four-way on occasion, not averse to oral, and eager to be treated like a queen.  Please send naked picture and list of favorite sexual positions.  No uggos.”

      Ah, hell.  Ever since Dante had picked their group fitness trainer as a potential bride and they’d invested all that time with her, Dante was so gun-shy that he hadn’t tried to even have sex with a female.  Hyenas were generally very sexually driven, so for him to deny himself even casual sex spoke to just how upset he was by the whole thing.

      Mason didn’t fault him, but he was twenty-eight, and that was just two years away from thirty, and he really didn’t want to start his thirties off being an old maid.  Or whatever the male version of that would be.
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      It wasn’t that Alyssa expected Bethany or any of the she-wolves she had counted as friends to cry when she announced that she was moving, but still, some sort of emotion would have been nice.  They had simply asked her what she thought she was going to accomplish by becoming a rogue wolf and going off on her own.  When she went to Monica, the female alpha, and told her she wanted to be released from the pack, Monica gave her a long, quiet look and then shrugged.  “It’s cool with me, but pass it by Martin to make sure.”

      The statement was made with almost no thought at all, as if Alyssa were of no value.  She was mid-ranked with the females.  She should be missed.  Someone should have asked her to reconsider.  After all, it wasn’t as if she had anything to go to; she was just taking a gamble on this job interview tomorrow night in Dalton.

      Too depressed to follow them to the bar after dinner, she headed home to finish packing.  She knew that she should have gotten the job first before she moved away, but she was desperate for a fresh start, and leaving Havers was the first part of that.  She had wings to spread and a new attitude.  No more fake.  No more shallow.  And definitely no casual sex.

      She might not be a virgin, but she was not a whore anymore.  She wouldn’t bounce from bed to bed forever; she had to respect herself more than that.

      Fortunately she’d been doing a long-term temp job at a customer service center, so there wasn’t anything to quit.  Her apartment came furnished, so the only things she had to pack were some knickknacks and her clothes.

      In the morning she went to the temp agency to collect her final paycheck, to the post office to stop her mail until further notice, and then to the hair salon.

      Jen, who had been doing her hair for years, looked at her in surprise.  “You sure about this?”

      “Yes.  I want the blonde gone.”

      “You’ve been bleaching since you were a teenager, Alyssa.  It’s not as if I can strip the bleach.”

      “I know that.  I want to have my natural color again.”  Alyssa held a picture in her hand that she had found tucked in an old yearbook, which showed her hair before she began to bleach it.  It was medium brown.  She’d always thought it looked mousy and ordinary, but now she thought it was perfect for her new life.  Simple.  Honest.  Or as honest as she could get, considering she’d bleached her hair for ten years.

      “This will take a while and you’re going to lose some of your length.  I have to dye it red first and then brown, but I should be able to get it very close to your original color.  If you’re sure?”

      “I’m positive.”  Alyssa stared at the picture of her fifteen-year-old self and smiled.

      Shrugging, Jen snapped gloves on and got to work.  Alyssa knew her hair would be dried out, that she’d lose some of the middle-of-her-back length, but she was changing her life and that meant getting rid of the stuff that made her want to throw up now.

      As the strong chemicals sat on her hair, she reflected on her life.  Her mother had left when she was eighteen, following an alpha wolf somewhere out west.  She hadn’t asked Alyssa to join her, and that had cut at her.  Alyssa and her mother were never really all that close, but they were family and that should have counted for something.  Alyssa never heard from her.  Her older sister Marie called once a year to wax poetic about her life.  She was married with kids, to her high school sweetheart who was also second-ranked in their pack.

      She’d left a message for Marie last night that she was moving.  Alyssa was glad not to talk to her, because she was certain that Marie would’ve just told her she was being stupid.  That it was foolish to leave her hometown and pack, go rogue, and try to start a life somewhere by herself.  It was risky and frightening, but not stupid.

      A second-hand store took most of her club clothes and gave her a little bit of cash.  She only kept one sexy top, one pair of leather pants, and one mini-dress.  Just because she wasn’t going to be trampy didn’t mean she couldn’t dress cute.  Not that she planned to have a social life at all—ever since she went home with Ben in July, she’d decidedly turned off that part of her brain.  No man—no matter how cute—would sway her from the path to her new life.  Alyssa Morgan was celibate and loving it!  Well, loving it might be a stretch, but she was happier than she’d been in a while, and it had only been a few months.

      Several hours later, Jen snapped off the hairdryer and turned her around in the chair.  Alyssa stared at her reflection in shock.  The color was almost exactly what she remembered her hair looking like before she started bleaching.  It was perfect.

      Jen fluffed her hair.  It was now up to her shoulders, straight and boring.  “Well, you lost a good eight inches of hair, but it’s pretty healthy, considering.  A year and you won’t know it happened at all.”

      Alyssa thanked Jen as she paid her, feeling lighter, freer than she had in a long time.  Back at her apartment, she dressed for her job interview in an outfit she’d picked up at a boutique store in the mall; a grape-colored skirt and matching short-sleeved sweater.  She left her hair down and added some light makeup.  After one last pass through the apartment to make sure she hadn’t left anything behind, she dropped off the keys with the apartment manager and got in her Camaro.

      In the trunk she had two small boxes, her grandmother’s quilt, and one suitcase.  In the tiny backseat she had two more suitcases and a pillowcase stuffed with clothes.  The front seat contained her purse, a box of bathroom things, and the directions to Stone’s Gym.

      It was nearly dinnertime, but she didn’t want to get anything to eat until after her interview.  Mason had said she could come by anytime after six, but she wanted to be punctual.

      When she peeked at herself in the sideview mirror before going into the gym, she thought, “Now there’s a girl who’s got her head on straight.”  The image made her happy.  She looked sweet.  Like the person inside, who’d never had a chance to come out.  Like a bad, muzzled dog in the corner that no one wanted to play with, Alyssa kept her true personality buried underneath all the fakeness, because she wanted to be popular.  Some things you get over after high school, but she never did.

      She’d always been fascinated by music when she was younger, but by the time she reached high school, it was clear that ‘band was for nerds’, and ‘nerds’ didn’t get dates.  Her sophomore year of high school, when she was an awkward, gawky fifteen-year-old, she wanted to do whatever she could to fit in, and that
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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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