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      This story contains references to physical and sexual assault. Lilah has a traumatic past, and the emotions are intense.

      One character struggles with suicidal thoughts and self-harm. There’s violence, torture, and even more craziness than there was in Part One.

      If you object to cursing, knotting, and group or MM action, this is not the series for you.

      Happy reading wherever you land!

      <3 Lola
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      I’m wrapped in weighted blankets, wallowing in home shows and hospital pudding when a knock rattles my self-enforced solitude. “Lilah? It’s Doctor Sorensen. There’s been another incident.”

      My pheromones flare in a panicked burst of super-powered sugar, heart beating like I’m taking cover in a trench instead of curled up in my hospital bed.

      Because my life is a war-zone.

      It’s been one week since I woke up at the Wyvern Clinic blind, broken, covered in chemical burns, and scorned by my so-called mates.

      One week, three kidnapping attempts, two armed break-ins, and a smoke bomb smuggled in through the laundry.

      “We need to move you to a new room. Can I come in?”

      “Can you?” My pheromones are a billboard flashing BREED ME NOW in screaming neon.

      All unmated staff are banned from my floor while my allure’s stuck on steal-your-soul levels of temptation that won’t turn off thanks to constant threats on my life and hormones possibly permanently screwed because I spent my first heat marinating in a barrel of chemicals.

      I’m awakened.

      A fully mature omega.

      Fucking fertile.

      And my body’s taking revenge for all the years I spent starving, exhausting, and denying myself.

      “I’ll risk it.” Doctor Sorensen cracks the door.

      I peek out from my blanket sanctuary even though my instincts scream to nest, hide, call my alphas to protect me.

      The reality?

      I’m on my own.

      I don’t have alphas.

      And I need to know the latest threat now, so that when the next attack comes, I can protect myself. “What happened this time?”

      “A nurse tampered with your meds. She was planning to sedate you and smuggle you out.” He starts to rub his head but can’t, decked out in plague-doctor PPE that reveals nothing but a pair of guilty brown eyes.

      The gear smothers his scent, which is the only reason I can handle having a beta in my room when all I want to do is barricade the door and rig a crossbow trap so that no one else can hurt me.

      But this isn’t my room.

      And nowhere’s safe when the Redfang Cartel wants me dead or made into their sociopath leader’s sex slave.

      So, I’m panicky and putting off pheromones strong enough to warp steel, but I force myself to tuck and roll off the bed. Wrapped in a burrito of ten-pound blankets, I shed snack crumbs like a toddler.

      And with a stolen scalpel at each hip, I’m ready for whoever comes at me next. “Where to?”

      “Room 820.” Doctor Sorensen steps back, giving me plenty of space, but the way he braces against the wall, pupils flaring behind his face shield, it couldn’t be clearer that my scent is taking prisoners.

      Not prisoners I want.

      The armed guards that pack the hallway jolt when I make my shuffling appearance. One chokes, fingers shaking as he grips his throat.

      I tense.

      They’re decked in Wyvern House’s black camo, all mated betas who’re supposedly assigned to keep me safe.

      But to me, they’re just another threat.

      It’s a beta’s fault I’m here.

      Fucking Craig.

      The doctors think he injected me with some dodgy black market hormone cocktail. I was already so close to my first heat that the chemicals dumped water on a grease fire, and now I’m living the explosion.

      If not for him handing the Redfangs the keys to Wyvern Pack’s castle, I could’ve escaped.

      Faded away to a new life and kept my hormones stomped down forever.

      Even when I first woke up, I thought I had a chance. That I could break free, sneak away, maybe shimmy down the laundry chute, cling to a bumper, and get dragged across the border somewhere with no Wyvern Pack and no record that I ever existed.

      Those were the drugs talking.

      Now that I’m weaning off the painkillers and sedatives, the truth is, escape is a dead dream.

      I’m awakened.

      Which means I need alphas.

      My body craves them, needs them to survive my heat, and I’m not stupid or suicidal enough to hang up that call a second time.

      That pain.

      That emptiness.

      I can’t.

      Never-ever-ever-ever again.

      Thank all the gods and goddesses, I have a few months to plan. The grace period is the last thread of spun sugar holding together the quivering lobes of my crazed omega brain. I’m going to need every blessed second to find a pack that can give me what I want.

      Lotsa knots, no attachments.

      When I shuffle down the hall, flanked by big, tall bodies, my instincts won’t stop screaming.

      Hide, alphas, safety, pack, mates, NEED—

      I breathe through the hyped-up panic.

      Girl.

      Nobody’s coming to save us.

      My new room smells alcohol sterile, and it’s just as ridiculous as the first four suites I’ve used this week.

      I double-checked at the desk.

      Wyvern Pack is footing the bill, so I don’t say no to the luxury. The least my never-mates owe me is a private room.

      The suite has a wide, pillow-strewn hospital bed, no windows, and a dimmer switch already dialed down to primordial cave.

      First insane priority, I smooth, shift, and stack the sheets and pillows like perfectly arranged linens will save the day. But nesting calms the crazy stream-of-consciousness thoughts hijacking my brain, so I lean into the urge, mushing and moving blankets.

      Doctor Sorensen hovers at the doorway, only now he’s holding a pink bakery box.

      “My alpha sent fudge. Can I tempt you?”

      Rumor’s out.

      I’m awakened, unmated, and a total slut for anything sweet.

      I lick my lips, staring down the label of the best bakery in the city. I used to dream about their cakes when I was biding my time at the Omega Cultivation Center, and the other girls came home from the events I skipped loaded with treats from their admirers.

      For the first time in my life, I have admirers.

      Turns out, I hate having admirers.

      I’m building my own fan club from the guards and nurses mooning over me like a toffee lollipop they want to lick until there’s nothing left but stick.

      No thank you.

      When Doctor Sorensen was assigned to my case and showed up with the first box of cupcakes, I made the nurses check for poison.

      But he holds himself back, not pushing my boundaries or tipping off my well-honed skeez radar.

      Even if I’m reading him wrong and the guy’s here to assassinate me, if I have to die, I choose death by chocolate. “Thank you.”

      His eyes crinkle behind his face shield, and he rolls the tray table to my bed, setting down the box. “Jason made this batch just for you.”

      Did I mention that his alpha owns the best bakery in the city?

      He’s the pastry chef.

      I’m not loving this new state of want-you-for-your-pheromones attention, but that doesn’t mean I say no to free fudge.

      “Which flavor would you like?” He pops open the box to reveal a sampler of fudge bites topped with everything from marshmallows to breakfast cereal to edible glitter.

      I pluck out a rainbow monstrosity made of food dye and diabetes.

      “Unicorn.” He hmms. “Good choice.”

      My eyes roll back when the sugar hits my tongue, and I can’t keep down a soul-deep moan. “It’s so goooood.”

      “I’ll tell Jason how much you liked it.” Doctor Sorensen leans away from my elephant-tranquilizing pheromones, gripping his arms. “He said mini cheesecakes tomorrow. Kipp and Rhett want to send gifts too, but I told them to slow down.”

      I choke mid-bite. “Doctor Sorensen. My debt—”

      “Call me Cale,” he says. “Your debt’s not a problem. Wyvern Pack only owns half the city. Who do you think owns the other half?”

      Weird flex, but okay.

      I’m definitely not attracted—the man’s a Smurf, all blue medical gear, nothing showing but his eyes—but the way he looks at me is nothing how the betas always looked at me when I was growing up at the OCC.

      Nothing like Craig’s creepery, either.

      They watched me like a toy or an asset. A failure or an enemy. Someone they could boss around or treat like trash.

      Cale looks at me with hope.

      It makes me just as sick.

      I can’t be what his pack or any pack wants—the smiley, happy omega who anchors their bonds—but if he keeps looking at me like that, treating me nice, offering to buy my freedom, and feeding me sweets…

      I’m gonna wanna take the safety he’s offering.

      The unspoken promise that his pack would never leave me needing.

      Hurting.

      “I can’t join a pack.” My contract with Wyvern Pack voided the second they didn’t satisfy my heat, because there’s no more textbook way to flush your omega.

      Going into rotation—a new pack every heat with zero painful strings like mating bites or pesky bonded souls—is my new life goal.

      That’s the only way I can guarantee that I don’t suffer and I’m not lifetime stuck to another pack of dysfunctional fools.

      “That’s your choice.” Cale rubs his arms. “If you’re taking pack offers, we’re making one. If you’re going into rotation, we’ll be first in line to bid. I promise not to pressure you. Convince you, yeah, no apologies for that. We’d be honored to have such a sweet omega join our pack.”

      I snort.

      My scent is the only thing about me that’s sweet. A smoky caramel that hides my sour personality.

      One second-hand whiff of my pheromones that must’ve clung to Cale’s scrubs and his pack wants to lock me down forever.

      I’d be more cynical if this were a week ago, but that was before.

      Before Wyvern Pack told me I don’t belong, then proved it by leaving me alone to suffer.

      Before I spent my heat writhing in a barrel.

      Before I realized what I actually want.

      I want security.

      I want safety.

      I want an iron-clad, notarized, no-take-backs guarantee from alphas who’ll lend me their knots to bounce away the pain, then see themselves to the revolving door so that I can get back to building a life I choose for myself.

      I don’t know if Sorensen Pack can deliver.

      I don’t know if any pack can deliver.

      But Wyvern Pack has proven they can’t.

      So, I promise myself that no matter how my hormones whine at me to hand over my ass, I’ll never mate a pack that can’t treat me the way I deserve to be treated.

      Because who needs mates?

      Screw destiny, fate, and all things meant-to-be.

      I take care of myself.

      And I’m done hurting.
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      Cale leaves me alone with my fudge, but I’m only halfway through the box when another knock has my hackles popping. Doctor Morgan takes over the room in a wave of alpha female energy that leaves me choking on a bite of cookie dough.

      “How are you feeling?” She’s masked and decked out in protective gear, but her alpha scent’s too strong to stifle.

      A warm, cinnamon walnut with a hint of gin.

      Boozy aunt energy.

      Now that I’m awakened, it doesn’t matter that I’m not attracted. Her alpha dominance hits like a punch to the uterus—a sharp reminder of what my body wants and needs.

      I shake, take a breath, and remind myself the woman’s mated and doesn’t have the right equipment to stop the inner ache. “Mostly feeling better. Less pain, but more jittery.”

      “I think I know the reason for that.” She rolls up a stool, and my heart jump-starts at her this-means-business arm fold. “Which news do you want first?”

      “Is there good news?”

      She’s silent.

      Right. “Just tell me.”

      “This is your latest bloodwork.” Doctor Morgan tugs over a stand monitor, pulling up a screen full of spiky red graphs you don’t need a medical degree to understand. “You have at most a month before your next heat. More likely, it’ll hit within the next two weeks.”

      My pulse rockets to a nasty conclusion.

      That’s too fast.

      Too soon.

      Too many decisions I have to make, and I’m not ready to go through that pain.

      Not again.

      “There’s more.”

      I bite back the desperate whine coiled and ready to spring up my throat. “What else?”

      “At this pace, you may be looking at a permanent monthly heat.”

      Monthly!

      A monthly fucking heat!

      My last heat was so painful I wanted to die.

      “I can’t,” I croak like an asthmatic frog.

      I thought I had time.

      Not a lot of time, but at least a couple months to pretend to get my shit together.

      “Calm down,” she says in a meant-to-be-soothing alpha tone that couldn’t be more condescending.

      What the fuck is there to be calm about?

      “We’ll find you a pack that can take care of your needs. You have options.”

      Do I though?

      I need alphas NOW.

      Instead of months, I have days to figure out my life or risk another round of searing pain.

      “Your mates—”

      “Rejected me.”

      “I won’t pressure you to accept them.” She lifts her hands. “But have you contacted your guardian?”

      I try not to think about either generation of the Wyvern Pack, even if they’re constantly claiming space in my brain.

      I remember the guys at my bedside when I first woke up, still bandaged and drugged.

      I also remember wanting them gone.

      I wasn’t ready.

      I needed space.

      I’m still not ready, but I thought they’d be pounding down my door.

      Days later, I’m still alone, and I couldn’t be more grateful.

      I’m beyond grateful they didn’t cash the blank check I wrote when I presented myself to their nest, deep in heat and deluded off my ass.

      If they’d have bitten me, mated me, taken me…

      Instead of getting a chance to do this omega thing my way, I’d already be perma-stuck to mates who fail me on every level.

      “I’ll call the center. I’m going on the rotation roster.”

      “Excellent.” Doctor Morgan nods. “The sooner you can match to heat partners, the better for your hormones. You’ll want alphas lined up to ease you through the heat spikes leading up to the big event. Until you have that sense of stability, you’ll experience more erratic behavior, moodiness, and intensified nesting instincts.”

      “You think?” I gesture to myself, wrapped like a pig in a blanket and vibrating like a freaking loon.

      “Yes. Well.” Doctor Morgan stands, brushing her pants. “I can discharge you as soon as you know where you’ll land.”

      “One more thing,” I call before she can march to her next crazed omega patient.

      “I can’t sedate you through your heat, Lilah. It would be too risky after the first—”

      “Not that.” Clearly, I’ve asked a few times. “I want birth control.”

      “For your first—”

      “It’s not my first.” Been there, barely survived, and if that did nothing else, it gave me a hell of a lot of clarity. “I don’t care about the side effects. I’m not breeding.” I scowl the word. “I’m not putting my name out to packs who think that’s even an option.”

      I’ve grown up seeing the sketchy-ass alphas you attract when your last name says Darling and they read it as Disposable.

      I’m all about hit it and quit it at this point, but on my own terms. Not some random alpha gangs whose hit it would be literal.

      What would I even do with a baby?

      Teach it to stab the other kids?

      I never had a real parent or childhood. I was too busy hiding, biding my time so I could age out of the system and escape my omega fate.

      But here I am.

      All I can do is walk forward my own way, holding as hard as I can to the version of Lilah I still want to be.

      Maybe Doctor Morgan sees the stubborn tension in my jaw, or the fucking-try-me look in my grey eyes. She sits down and rattles off my options.

      I go with an implant, and in the afternoon, she inserts it into the arm that still sports a semi-healed bullet wound.

      That arm throb is my favorite feeling.

      It’s a reminder.

      I can’t dodge all the bullets, but I can dodge enough.

      Truth is, it would be perfect if my mates could be who I needed them to be.

      But I didn’t end up in that barrel because Wyvern Pack runs like clockwork.

      Atlas, Finn, Hunter, and Jett are a hotter mess than a garbage barge in a volcano, and I’m not volunteering for the same hell cruise as Orion.

      Even growing up, when all the trainers did was gush over how amazing it would be to bond a pack, it was never what I wanted—never what I thought I could have.

      Now that I’ve seen pack life up close?

      Even a dysfunctional one?

      I’m good.

      And I’m not going to be forced to settle with the Wyverns just because they’re convenient. Just because our dovetailed pheromones make us irresistible to each other.

      As long as they stay the fuck away, they make it easy to resist.
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        * * *

      

      It’s shocking how easy it is to sign away my life.

      A few phone calls I never thought I’d make, and I have a move-in appointment with the lead scheduler at Honeymoon Hills—a.k.a. the heat suites. It’s a huge condo complex, and it’s the place to be if you’re the kind of omega who’d rather suck on a sugar daddy than be bound with bites.

      The little voice inside still screams at me to run away, to hide, but the more practical, still-in-the-hospital part of me knows this is my best option.

      Rotation is the only way I keep any kind of freedom.

      I’m shuffling to the shower when a commotion kicks up in the hallway.

      Heavy steps, raised voices, and dense alpha auras that punch through the door with dominance.

      I brace myself, ready for my would-be mates’ energies to kick out my kneecaps and turn me into a shuddering puddle, but the gut-punch never comes.

      It’s not them.

      Wondering who the fuck’s trying to take me now, I dive behind the sofa, whipping out my scalpels.

      “Lilah? Are you—” Max Wyvern pushes open my door with a bearded grin that dies when he chokes on my scent. “Whoa. Wasn’t expecting that.”

      “Move.” Tall and red-headed as his son, Kieran pushes past his pack brother. His ice-cold, I-could-assassinate-you-right-now gaze snaps to me where I peek from behind the sofa.

      When Hikaru and Scorpio step into the room, shutting the door behind them, I’m stewing in so much alpha my eyes water.

      I grip my scalpels with shaking fingers.

      Half of me wants to smother myself with a pillow so I don’t have to keep inhaling the heavy scents that fuck with my iffy omega psyche.

      The other half, the horny, just-awakened, needs-sex-yesterday half wonders if they’d let me call them daddy.

      Oh shit.

      I need brain bleach.

      Fucking hormones.

      They smell like metal, ash, and something musky, sweet, and totally comforting in the most unwelcome way.

      “You’re safe with us, Lilah.” Scorpio steps closer. Tall, dark, and crazy dominant, he reminds me so much of Atlas that I can’t meet his gaze.

      And safe?

      Not with them or anyone else. “Security wasn’t supposed to let you into my room.”

      “We called in a favor.” Hikaru is as demon-handsome as his son, Jett. Dark hair, expensive suit, and a dark gaze that I can feel calculating which levers he has to pull to get what he wants from me.

      It’s unpleasant, but not the worst.

      The worst is seeing the grown-up versions of the mates who can’t be bothered to be here themselves.

      And yeah.

      I’d be even more pissed if they were here.

      I’ve earned the right to be psycho.

      When Kieran moves to pull me out of my spot behind the couch, I flash back to Finn pulling me out of the barrel.

      The heat and the pain and the sorrow.

      I yelp, ducking so deep behind the couch he’ll have to yank it off the wall to get me. “We can talk from here.”

      And why the hell are they holding a pack meeting in my hospital room?

      They’re not my pack.

      “We’d like to apologize. Face-to-face.” Scorpio’s voice is calm, even, and commanding.

      I perk up. “Apologize for what?”

      There are so many things.

      “Because our sons are fucktarts.” Max shakes his head. “There aren’t words to say sorry for what they did to you.”

      Okay.

      Good start, dads.

      I peek from behind the sofa.

      They stand shoulder-to-shoulder on the opposite side of the room, giving me plenty of space. I creep out, moving onto the couch with a scalpel in each hand.

      Kieran strips off a knife holster and kicks it across the floor. “You need better than that, little wildcat.”

      I grabby-hand the knives but give him a serrated scowl for that nickname. “I thought this was an apology.”

      “We’re sorry. I’m sorry.” Scorpio dips his head, more a nod than a bow.

      I lean forward anyway, lapping up their expressions because I can’t remember ever getting a sincere apology from an alpha.

      I wish I could record. “Sorry for…?”

      “We shouldn’t have forced you into the pack.” Max scrubs his beard. “But we thought the boys would fall head over heels and we just want grand—”

      Kieran elbows him in the ribs. “We failed you.”

      I was kicked around the OCC for years before they manhandled me into their sons’ pack.

      Kinda fucking used to it.

      So, I’m glad they admit the truth and all, but their apology isn’t the one I need. “Why aren’t they here?”

      “Because they broke into your suite three times, destroyed a waiting room, and pissed off the clinic’s board,” Scorpio growls in a disapproving tone I’m glad is for them instead of me. “Then we got a ping on Dominik Redfang’s location and sent them to end the bastard.”

      “And they just…went?”

      “They weren’t given a choice,” Hikaru says.

      Thing is, they had a choice.

      They always have a choice, and they always choose something, somewhere, someone else. “Even Orion?”

      “He’s on house arrest at the compound,” Scorpio says. “The Redfangs made another grab for him when he was in the clinic’s lobby.”

      “On house arrest,” I repeat, because I can’t be hearing him right. “Alone and on house arrest right after his heat. Without his alphas. After a kidnapping attempt.”

      “For his safety,” Hikaru insists.

      Yeah.

      No.

      “You can’t leave an omega alone after a traumatic heat. Unless you want him to be crazy?”

      “But you’re not…” Max frowns.

      “Um.” Are his eyes working? I’m like a cavewoman after a thaw, brown hair a colony of birds’ nests, covered in patchy scabs, melted fudge, and pillow lines. My pheromones need no further introduction. I repeat it for the knuckleheads in the back row. “You can’t leave an omega alone after a heat.”

      “He’s fine,” Scorpio insists in a stoic man way that makes me want to kick his thick shin. “We’re here to talk about you.”

      Here it comes.

      “We heard that you attempted to register for heat rotation.” Hikaru quirks a brow. “That won’t be necessary.”

      “I didn’t attempt to register. I registered.” And it’s more necessary now than fucking ever.

      This is textbook Wyvern behavior.

      Just wait.

      Bet they already have another dodgy contract ready for my forced signature.

      I clutch Kieran’s knife strap, waiting for them to drop the other shoe. Hope it’s a stiletto, because I’ll stab them with the heel if they try to tell me what to do.

      They can’t.

      The only reason I ever played along was because I had hope. As long as I was a dud omega, I could escape my fate. Now that I’m awakened, they have zero leverage.

      “But they’re your mates,” Max says weakly.

      “That means nothing.” Our connection only gives them the superpower to hurt me harder. It makes me weak for them when I need to be strong.

      Not points in their favor.

      “You need a pack,” Kieran insists.

      “I need alphas. That doesn’t mean I have to mate.”

      “It wouldn’t,” Scorpio says, “but we’re talking about a scent-matched pack. There’s no walking away from that bond.”

      How ‘bout running away? “I already made the call.”

      “Even if not for your bond, Honeymoon Hills isn’t an option.” Hikaru tries to stare me down, but I refuse to wilt. “Until Dominik’s removed, the threat to you can’t be underestimated. Better if we keep you under our protection. The manor—”

      “No.” You’ll never catch me in that place again.

      When I think of the Wyverns’ mansion, I think of the cold basement.

      Bodies lumped on the grass.

      Dead moths on the kitchen counters.

      The garage where Craig injected me and the lawn the Redfangs dragged me across before shoving me into their car.

      Worst of all, the stairs.

      Crawling up and down in bone-breaking agony.

      I’m supposed to walk those halls and feel safe?

      Nope.

      I’d feel safer standing on the corner with a cardboard sign that says OMEGA NEEDS KNOTS.

      “I’m not going home with them.”

      Scorpio huffs out a breath. “Lilah. You’re not understanding—”

      “You’re not understanding.” I grip my new knives, wondering if the dads can feel my blood boiling, because I’m pretty sure I have teapot nostrils. I’m so angry, so fucking done, that it slashes their dominance, letting me hit them with eye contact hard enough to rattle teeth. “I understand the threat. I’ve always understood what happens to omegas.”

      A gang leader wants to kidnap and rape me?

      Hello?

      Knew that could happen since I was five. “My contract with Wyvern Pack is void. Yeah, I still have to pay back my debt, but that’s to the OCC. Not to your packs. I have every right to put myself into rotation. You don’t get to make my decisions.”

      “Fucktarts,” Max mutters.

      Scorpio clears his throat. “We’ll have words with them.”

      They can have all the words in the dictionary.

      It has nothing to do with me. “I’m being discharged tomorrow. I’m not going home with them or with you.”

      “This isn’t a negotiation,” Scorpio insists. “We’ll send an armed escort, but it’s taking you to our compound or the OCC. Otherwise, we can’t guarantee your safety.”

      They can’t guarantee my safety either way, but I’d rather take the imitation olive branch than keep arguing when it takes everything I have to not roll over and be all yes, Alpha, whatever you say, Alpha.

      They can and will hammer me into submission, and there’s no way I’m stepping a toenail onto their territory.

      So, I spit another set of words I never thought I’d say. “I’m going back to the OCC.”
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      The only goddamned reason I left Lilah in a hospital bed was the clear-as-day satellite image of Dominik Redfang waiting for death on his private island.

      We finally had his location locked.

      So how the hell did he disappear?

      The rabid urge to rip out his throat claws under my skin. But it’s weaker than the screaming need to see Lilah. To see Orion.

      Have to neutralize the threat to our omegas.

      Have to finish the goddamned mission my father assigned, so I can get back where I belong.

      I keep half my attention on comms, waiting for better news from our teams sweeping the island.

      The rest is for Finn, who cackles like a warlock while he chars Dom’s island coca field with a flamethrower. He looks like a fire demon, red hair merging with the blaze and smoke.

      It’s the first time he’s not dead-eyed in days, staring me down like he’s deciding which organ to skewer. Arson will only keep him high so long, but I can’t bring myself to take away his gasoline backpack.

      He’s losing his sanity.

      I’m losing my control.

      I’m a weapons-grade idiot.

      But this has to be done. We have to burn the Redfangs out at the goddamned root.

      Otherwise, how can I look Lilah in the eye and promise I can take care of her?

      Broke that promise before it was made.

      I failed her.

      When I left Lilah with Craig, let her be dragged from our home, and instead of thanking her for saving Orion’s life, I sent her to suffer.

      Now Dom’s making grabs for our omegas from all corners, and there’s chatter on a bounty to whoever brings them in alive.

      The cartel almost grabbed Orion from the hospital, and I’m still not over the defeated look on his face when I grounded him for safety.

      I’m fucking up.

      All I am is this job—the leader my father groomed me to be from the moment I could crawl.

      Don’t want to let Scorpio down.

      Lilah.

      Orion.

      The pack.

      Can’t let any of them down.

      So as hard as my instincts ride me, screaming with the need to bite and claim and keep the meant-to-be omega who’s the perfect match to the soulmate I already have, I won’t run back to Lilah with shallow words.

      I need to prove the danger’s gone.

      Get down on my knees and gift her Dom’s goddamned head in a sack.

      All Lilah has to do is point and I’ll destroy, dismember, fucking annihilate anyone who’s ever hurt her.

      The pack feels the same.

      Except, we’re the ones who hurt her hardest.

      So we’re working on destroying ourselves.

      “Got a situation,” Hunter’s voice crackles over the com.

      “I have eyes on Finn.” I’m hidden in the treeline with my squad, ready to pick off any straggling enemies who think the bare-chested maniac is an easy target.

      “Not him. Jett.”

      “Where?” My throat tightens. Hunter rattles off a location, and I bark a command to the squad leader. “Don’t let Finn out of your sight.”

      “Yes, sir!”

      Sticking to shadows, I move across the compound. We cleaned out the personnel, freeing the field workers and picking off the cartel’s enforcers, but I never stop scanning for enemies and Dom’s snake-eyed face.

      Gun up, senses primed, I slip into the barn where Hunter’s directions lead.

      Our men have weapons trained on a row of bound captives, but half the cartel guys are down.

      Dead or unconscious, faces pounded, they trickle blood into the packed-dirt floor.

      Jett straddles one, blasting him in wet, meat-tenderizing punches and rage-powered dominance. “Tell me where he is.”

      Sometimes, I think Finn’s the most unhinged.

      Then I remember Jett never had a fucking door.

      “He won’t stop.” Hunter’s words are punctuated by pounding flesh.

      Shit.

      I open the bonds I’ve been smothering because my self-loathing is heavy enough without piling on my pack brothers’ pain.

      When the emotional punch hits, I stagger, grabbing Hunter’s arm to keep steady.

      “Welcome to the party,” he mutters.

      Inside, Hunter seethes like a banked fire, all tamped-down rage about to burst.

      Finn’s two flames—one an intense, unwavering blue, the other crazy sparks that flash and flare.

      Jett’s an inferno.

      So much pain.

      Instead of pushing the emotions down, I force myself to feel his hurt and fear.

      “Help me grab him.” Hunter hauls Jett off the guy he’s beating to death.

      Touch intensifies our bond. When I grab Jett’s arm, the dark, toxic mass of his fear settles in my gut like I’m the one who swallowed poison.

      We drag Jett out of the barn and haul him against a rusted-out trailer.

      “Easy.” I press his back to the metal, one hand on his chest while Hunter holds his other side.

      Jett’s eyes are wild. His long, dark hair flies out of its tie and his ice-carved face is spattered in blood. I ease my dominance over him, trying to reassure him through our bond.

      Jett’s breathing slows.

      But even though his rage fades, fear keeps lashing our bond like the tail of a viper.

      “What’s this about?” It’s not the first time I’ve asked, but Jett won’t share his pain.

      His jaw clenches. “It’s about destroying the Redfangs.”

      “We don’t have to punch them to death individually,” Hunter says. “Shoot the fuckers.”

      “It’s not about that. Jett,” I add pack leader bite to my words. “You can tell us. Anything.” I want to crack open that head and dig out whatever dark secrets made him deny that Lilah belongs to us.

      But I don’t blame him.

      I blame myself.

      Again.

      Always.

      All I want are answers.

      I want Jett to tell me what’s wrong.

      I want anyone to tell me what’s wrong so that I can finally fucking fix the problem.

      It’s my job to fix the problem.

      Hunter’s rage, Finn’s distance, and Jett’s terror.

      Even worse, the numbness in my chest that’s Orion.

      And the absence where Lilah belongs, but isn’t, and might never be.

      Our pack bond is stretched to breaking, and when it finally shatters, we won’t just lose our omegas.

      We’ll lose ourselves.

      Our brotherhood.

      Everything.

      “I…” Jett’s emotions flicker hot and cold.

      “Uhhh…” The last voice I want to hear cuts into my earpiece. “This a bad time?”

      “Not now,” I snarl, but it’s too late. That flare of almost-purged feelings snuffs out and the gate falls behind Jett’s eyes.

      Nathan coughs softly on the line.

      Orion’s asshole of a biological brother wheedled himself onto the mission team again. I’ve yet to understand what my father sees in him. I fully plan on booting him from Wyvern House the second I take the reins from Scorpio.

      “Team three has a higher-up in custody. You want?”

      “Where?”

      “Main house,” Nathan answers.

      “Bring Finn.”

      “I don’t want to get torched. Can’t you—”

      “Bring. Finn.” My bark rattles over comms.

      Let Finn roast him.

      I’ll gladly fill out that paperwork.

      “Can you handle this?” I fix Jett with a stare, trying to get back in his head, but the security gate’s down with every lock bolted tight.

      “He’s mine,” Jett hisses.

      “Let’s go.”

      We run to the big beachside mansion.

      Our team has the prisoner zip-tied to a chair. Light-skinned, in a white linen suit and boaters, he looks like he stepped off a yacht.

      One of the cartel’s deputies.

      Jett circles him like a wolf.

      “Sweep the house again?” Hunter asks.

      Before I can answer, Finn kicks through the front door, not giving a shit that the rest of us are here.

      He shoulders past Jett and presses the red-hot muzzle of his flamethrower to our prisoner’s chest. “The fuck did you do to my Star?”

      There’s a sizzle and a scream but no answer.

      Yet.

      “Find out the bounty and where Dominik’s hiding.”

      Jett and Finn make a killer team.

      Not good cop, bad cop but the cold sociopath and the crazy sociopath. They’ll get the info.

      Hunter and I sweep each luxe room of Dom’s beachfront mansion. The breezy halls are lined with omega nudes that I rip from the walls, not because I’m looking for hiding spots but because they’re creepy as hell.

      Finn can have them for a bonfire.

      Other than reams of sketchy art, there’s nothing suspect. Everything’s clean. No drugs, hidden safes, or weapon caches. No human skulls decorating the massive wall tanks of exotic fish and strange-colored lobsters.

      Hunter and I reconvene in the office. It’s filled with floor-to-ceiling beach views and faux leather-bound books that his decorator probably shipped in to match his evil island lair aesthetic.

      While Hunter digs into the desktop computer, I tap the shelves and pull out books, looking for mechanisms. There has to be a panic room. A bunker.

      Dominik’s plane is in the hangar, his boat’s in the harbor, and the satellite picked up zero outgoing traffic.

      “Anything?” I ask Hunter.

      “Enough pics to get the monster a few more life sentences, but nothing about his business.” Hunter scratches his scalp. “I’d call Nathan, but…”

      “Wait for Jett.” He’s almost as good with the tech, and no matter how frayed our bond, he’s still the brother I trust.

      I want to tear out my hair.

      Where did he fucking go?

      If this is a trap, it’s pretty goddamned shoddy, given the haze of smoke that proves how much bank Finn’s torching just cost the Redfangs.

      I’m about to call HQ to report when Scorpio’s number rings on my sat phone.

      I answer on video.

      My father’s face scowls from the screen, a familiar tightness pulling at his dark eyes.

      It’s the look he always wore when he stripped off his belt before a beating or called me to the training field with a whistle and a plan to run me to death.

      This time’s worse because there’s no lecture. His disapproval is crystallized in his silence, leaving me to play guess the fuck up.

      “How’s Lilah?” I ask, first priority.

      “If you asked yesterday, I’d have a different answer.”

      My fists bunch so tight my knuckles pop.

      I swear to all that’s holy.

      If the dads do anything to hurt her worse, I’ll—

      Hunter clasps my shoulder, grounding me before I can loose the nasty growl rumbling in my chest. “What’s the news, sir?”

      “Mission report,” Scorpio says, always business.

      Make war, not love.

      I don’t even know my mother’s name.

      Doubt he does, either.

      “No sight of Dom. We have the team working a prisoner.”

      “Stay with it. Need him brought in. The Patricks are pressuring us to get this tied off. Government’s going to get involved if we don’t move.”

      Fuck the Patricks.

      Those politicians are the ones who hired us to assassinate Dom’s brother and started this epic clusterfuck. Wanted a drug-war win they could show off during campaign season. Now we have a body count, and it’s not ending before Dom’s death.

      “We’ll bring him in if he’s here,” I concede, “but if he’s not, we’re on a plane back to Lilah.”

      “How is she?” Hunter presses.

      “How are they?” I add.

      “We have it under control.”

      Not long ago, I wouldn't have questioned. Things are changing. “Have what under control? Are they safe?”

      “As safe as we can make them.” Scorpio gives a subtle, but out-of-character lip twitch that raises my alarms.

      “What’s Lilah’s status? Is she still in the hospital?”

      “She’s being discharged tomorrow.”

      “The hell?” Hunter grabs my wrist, tilting the phone screen. “We need to be there.”

      “Agreed.” Shit. All I wanted was to keep her safe. Eliminate the threat.

      We shouldn’t have left.

      “She’s going to the OCC,” Scorpio says. “She put herself on the rotation roster. Don’t worry. We’ll have her name removed.”

      Hunter draws a sharp breath that’s double loud in the empty silence after my heart stops beating.

      “We’re not forcing her to do shit,” he snarls.

      “We’ll stall until you can finish out the mission and get back.”

      Finish out the fucking mission?

      I can’t fathom why she’d do that to herself, and a feral creature snarls inside me at the thought of our mate running to another pack.

      “Why was she in such a rush?” I thought we had months to nurse her back to health and prove that we deserve to be with her.

      Time to prove we’re not total fuckups.

      I was counting on it, otherwise, even when Lilah banned us from her room, I wouldn’t have agreed to put our pack on a plane.

      We’re supposed to have time.

      “Her heat schedule’s off because—well, you know why. Med report says her heat’s due in two to four weeks. You need to claim her now.”

      Hunter and I freeze.

      Two weeks.

      Two weeks to apologize.

      Two weeks to win Lilah back.

      I growl like a rabid tiger, blood boiling, my heart churning with whitewater rapids.

      “Find Dominik,” Scorpio insists. “We’ll hold her until—”

      “Fuck that.” Hunter hurls my phone. It shatters against the breezy tile.

      “We’re going back,” I grit.

      “No shit,” Hunter spits. “Then what?”

      “Whatever’s best for Lilah.”

      “At. We’re not following whatever bullshit plan the dads—”

      “I know. I know. But we can’t have her in rotation either. She deserves so much better.”

      Better than me.

      I haven’t begun to figure out how to apologize to her.

      Hunter’s eyes flash. “Lilah deserves to do whatever the fuck she wants to do.”

      Tension builds between us, only cutting when Finn stalks into the office, red dots blending with the spray of freckles across his nose.

      Jett follows, hair in a frantic tangle and his natural cedar drowned by the scent of blood. “What was the call?”

      Hunter pushes. “We have to—”

      “Enough.” I force Hunter into submission. “We don’t have time to argue.” Have to get to Lilah, have to speak to her before she checks into the OCC. Then we’ll need special permission just to see her face. “Did the guy tell you anything we can use?”

      “Five million to kill either omega,” Jett says. “Ten and a bite into the Redfang pack if they’re alive. Offer’s not just to his people. Anyone who delivers gets the cash, pack membership, and a stake in the cartel.”

      Hunter curses. “A nun would jump on that shit.”

      “And Dom?”

      Jett shakes his head. “Guy didn’t see him leave.”

      Fuck.

      There has to be a bunker.

      But there’s not enough time to dig, and now we have the double worry of needing to keep the omegas safe from every underworld alpha on the continent.

      We need to get back.

      I need to talk to her before she can sign herself away.

      That’s as far as I can think.

      Get to Lilah. Make sure she’s safe. Make sure she’s eating and sleeping and well. Put her and Orion in the safest, coziest nest and lock them in together.

      “We’re out.” I bark orders like the commander I can still be when I’m not so fucking focused on all the ways I’m failing. “Finn, get Hunter to the runway. Hunter, need you to get our wheels up. Jett, transfer mission control to Nathan. Let him clean up the rest of this shit. I’ll have the teams keep sweeping.”

      They jump.

      Not to obey, because they’re all seething at me for their own special fucked up reasons.

      They jump because the faster they move, the faster we see Lilah.
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      The morning of my discharge drags through final checkups with nurses who lick their lips while they rattle off my care instructions.

      If my scent hits betas this hard, I’m dreading alphas.

      Or not?

      I shouldn’t dread.

      I should want to attract as many alphas as possible and give myself as many options as I can.

      But just because I need alphas doesn’t mean I have to like them, love them, or want them around after my heats.

      I’m bracing for impact when my escort finally arrives. Trainer Evgenia marches ahead of a file of armed guards, strutting into my suite like the majorette in a holiday parade. She wears a brunette ballerina bun and a silk brocade robe that’s way too extra for the clinic, let alone my plans to stealthily crawl back to the last place I ever wanted to return.

      But better her than any of the other trainers.

      They’re going to be insufferable.

      “My god, your pheromones.” She presses a handkerchief to her nose.

      “That bad?” I mean, I can smell myself, but it’s freaking me out how strongly everyone keeps reacting.

      “You’re going to make a sensation.”

      Just what I never wanted.

      “Come dance for me before you let a new pack sweep you away.”

      “I won’t have time to play.” There are only so many days until my heat, and I need to jump into every social event I can with both feet and my best fake smile.

      “Nonsense.” Evgenia dismisses me with a wave. “Schedule one pole showcase and you’ll be drowning in knots.”

      There’s another thing I should want to do. Be the sexy center of attention and dance my way to a pile of horny heat partners.

      The thought makes my stomach bubble.

      It would be more awkward than alluring because instead of learning how to smile and flirt, I learned how to scowl and threaten—and that’s not a part of myself I want to change.

      I would’ve been flattened every day of my life if I showed up soft.

      I have to show up snarling if I’m going to survive.

      “Omega on deck,” Evgenia calls to the guards before gesturing to the door. “Let’s get you home.”

      I refuse to call the OCC home, but at least there, I know the dangers. Plus, it has high fences, tons of security, and if the Redfangs or the Wyverns come for me again, I’ll be on my turf.

      I know all the hiding places.

      Trying to hold my head high, I brush off my hospital pajamas and enter the gauntlet. The guards are Wyvern House agents decked in that delicious black camo, and their pheromones hit me like a food truck.

      Somebody smells like peanut butter, and my body’s all he could be the one.

      My inner muscles clench while I breathe through the insanity.

      Well-trained, the guards cut off their snarls, but it’s too late, the sounds already rattling through my brain like the threat that they’ll take me right here in the hallway. The flare of lust dies in full-on panic, and I grab for Kieran’s knife strap, shaking.

      “They’re here to protect you,” Evgenia says as softly as I’ve ever heard her speak.

      Maybe they’ll protect me from the Redfangs.

      But who protects me from them?

      Who protects me from me?

      My head’s a mess, instincts torn between wanting to lick the sweat off Mr. Nut Butter’s thick neck, and wanting to run, run, run, because now that I’m awakened, I’m the goat at the dinosaur park.

      Two big betas ride the elevator down with us. I keep a hand on my weapon, but when we step onto the ground floor, my stomach bubbles pop and fizz. Wyvern House has the clinic’s lobby blocked off, two columns of agents forming an aisle like they’re greeting their mob boss.

      When I pass, you can follow my path like tipping dominos.

      The alphas shudder, rumble, jerk, every single one reacting to the bite-me-now pheromones so dire that de-scenters don’t make a dent.

      Not that I can touch de-scenters.

      My skin’s still patchy pink and tender, and when I tested a bottle of lotion, the memories sparked by the cursed chemical scent had me sweating and popping hives.

      So, the spotlight is all mine.

      But I refuse to let myself shrink from the unwanted attention.

      I won’t show my fear.

      Or my madness.

      Because the lobes of my crazed omega brain keep slap-fighting.

      It’s an insane tug-of-war between licking my lips at alpha bulges and wondering what the fuck is wrong with me.

      I feel like a little kid who’d happily hop in the creeper van for the promise of candy.

      Except the candy is dick, and I fucking pray the Wyverns aren’t behind the wheel, because if this is how I react to randos, I don’t know how I can keep myself away from them.

      I scurry across the lobby before I can act on the bad decisions my instincts are already co-signing.

      A convoy of black SUVs waits in front of the clinic. Evgenia and I hop in, and I don’t realize how loudly my heart is pounding until a beta slams the door, and the frantic thrum-thrum-thrum is the only sound filling the back seat.

      When the car starts, I remember the last time I was behind the wheel, and my head spins in a dizzy wave of dread.

      Screaming metal.

      Blood and shattered glass.

      “Lilah?” Evgenia’s voice cuts through the flashback. “What’s wrong?”

      “I’m fine.” I hug my arms to ribs, sucking in my crazy, just breathing until I don’t feel like I’m spinning out. Evgenia’s perfume—the bottled kind—blots over her beta scent, and the familiar floral grounds me back to reality.

      I take a few deep breaths.

      What happened, happened.

      I saved myself then, and I’ll save myself now.

      Not sure I’ll ever drive again, but I can handle being a passenger for the quick ride to the OCC.

      When we roll up to the iron-tipped gates, I can’t decide if I should celebrate or scream.

      I never wanted to come back.

      I wanted to disappear.

      But now that I can’t go five minutes without some kind of freak-out, I know this is where I need to be. Away from the kidnapping attempts, recent nightmares, and alphas that hack my reproductive system.

      With enough guards for a parade and drones zooming over the high-fenced perimeter, OCC security is much thicker than before.

      Thiccer too.

      Tons of towering alphas patrol the outer grounds, and my newly awakened self has a brand-new appreciation for a thicc set of thighs.

      Our convoy pulls around the fountain in front of the admin building. I hop out as soon as the car stops, wanting to get to my room or any room that I can make my own space. Somewhere dark and safe, where I can lock the door and be alone without nurses checking in, alphas staring at my throat, or random staff members drugging my dinner.

      I just want to stop feeling like I’m under attack.

      I can taste the sweet, sweet solitude when tires screech down the drive.

      Guards stomp into motion, shielding me from the attack. I’m about to snatch one of their guns and take cover under the SUV.

      Then I feel them.

      That tug in my gut.

      It’s like I was drifting without strings, but now that Wyvern Pack is finally here, all my cut pieces strain to reconnect.

      It’s the best feeling.

      It’s the worst feeling.

      Because I’m not a fucking puppet.

      I don’t need these strings, these ties that bind me, dragging me to a fate I never wanted.

      When the car screeches to a stop, some deep inner part of me whispers, you’re safe.

      I want to scream.

      Safe?

      Are my instincts fucking high?

      Finn leaps out of the driver’s seat, not even putting the thing in park. He’s shirtless. Scarred skin and red hair streaked with ash.

      “Star.” He sprints to me, calling in a raw, ragged voice that crackles in my chest cavity.

      Finn bulldozes guards to get to me, staring not at my neck or my body, but me, in a way that turns the air to syrup.

      And when his scent hits, blood oranges spiced with cream and smoke, Finn has me.

      For just one second, I crack.

      Logic melts out my ears, because I know deep in my soul that if I let him wrap me in his arms, Finn will never let me go.

      Then Wyvern Pack will have me too.

      Forever.

      The same part of me that insists I’m safe, that everything is fine and my mates are here for my rescue, gives a girlish squee that’s as sharp as a 4 a.m. wake-up call.

      Thankfully, my brain restarts before I can act on that running leap into their arms.

      “Lilah.” Hunter’s a step behind Finn, and he looks twice as wrecked with stubble over his square jaw, and the long top part of his dark hair looking like he crawled through a typhoon.

      He dives into the battle line with Finn, more and more guards pouring from the building to keep the guys away from me.

      “Stand down!” Atlas roars.

      I can’t catch his scent in the chaos, the shouting and fighting, but his pack leader dominance rolls over me like he’s pulling me to rest against his warm chest.

      Comforting.

      Suffocating.

      “Orders, sir!” a guard shouts. “We protect the omega.”

      Guards blot out my view in the shuffle, but I catch flashes of Atlas through the gaps between their bodies. He stares straight at me, golden-brown eyes so intense, I flinch.

      Then I spot Jett.

      He’s not fighting. He stands at the edge of the fray, gripping his shirt over his heart with claw fingers, and I’m sickly satisfied how he looks like total hell. Skin sallow, dark eyes sunk.

      At least they weren’t on vacation.

      But neither was I.

      Now they want to roll up like they own me, start stupid fights, and what? Drag me back to their cave? Chain me up next to Orion so they can get back to their regularly scheduled black ops?

      It takes me a solid few seconds to shake off the testosterone and crashing waves of alpha dominance, but when I finally find my voice, I fucking belt. “STOP!”

      It’s like I hit the universal pause button.

      An instant stop-motion that couldn’t have gone faster if I’d alpha-commanded them.

      Maybe this is what it’s like to be a real omega.

      The crowd parts, giving me a clear view of Wyvern Pack, and the guys drink me in just as hard as the guards.

      This is power.

      I stare Atlas down. “What are you doing here?”

      “We came for you.” Atlas pushes through the guards, voice raspy, rough, and desperate. “You’re ours, Lilah. We want to take you home.“

      My stomach clenches and not in the fluttery first date kind of way. More like a rock dropped in a lava pit. “Your omega’s home alone and probably tearing out his hair. That’s where you should be. Not here.”

      “You’re ours,” Finn growls. “Mine.”

      His growling purr rattles my backbone, and a ticklish thread of warmth starts to melt my stubbornness.

      But grab the freeze cannon, because I’m not going soft over one little purr. “I’m not even mine. Go take care of Orion. Then you can book an appointment to see me like the other alphas.”

      “You don’t need other alphas,” Atlas growls. “Let us take care of you.”

      “You can’t even take care of yourselves!” I wave at them, fighting their own men, making a fucking scene now after leaving me alone for days.

      My gaze slips to Hunter.

      He rubs the back of his head, opens and closes his mouth. Whatever he wants to say, I’m not waiting for him to find his voice.

      I whirl around, ready to stomp inside the building but an ice-choked whisper stops my steps. “Lila—”

      Jett.

      I can hear my heart cracking.

      But I’ll staple that shit right back together.

      They don’t ever have to know that I’m this weak.

      How hard the mate ties want to tie and strangle me. If Jett was about to say what I think he was?

      I shudder. “Don’t call me that name.”

      Jett makes a choking noise, and I kind of wish he’d choke instead of coming at me with all that broken heart energy when he’s the one who could’ve saved me a lifetime ago.

      “We had a mission,” Atlas insists. “We had to—”

      “You didn’t have to. You chose to. Shocking concept, but you chose to leave me and you chose to leave Orion.” I push a breath through my teeth. I’m not listening to their words, their pity-me eyes, or their crazy fucking pheromones.

      I’m listening to their actions.

      All that other shit lies.

      Actions don’t.

      “Lilah—” Hunter starts.

      Too freaking late.

      “Learn to take care of the omega you already have.”

      “We’re sorry.” Atlas rumbles. “Don’t do this to us.”

      I let the words wash over me, but they’re just noise.

      Vibrations in the air.

      Atlas doesn’t get it.

      They don’t get it.

      “You’re not sorry.” Not when the apology comes on the same breath as the accusation that I’m doing something wrong.

      I’m doing this to them?

      All I’m doing is looking out for myself.

      Because they sure as hell won’t.

      “You want to see me? Back of the line.” I stride into the building.

      Hope my scent sticks in their noses forever.
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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.
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