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      When the fires rage out of control, they send in the ones born to survive the flames.

      The Feral Hearts are an elite wildfire response team made up of Shifters too dangerous, too broken, or too powerful to belong anywhere else. Hybrids. Monsters. Weapons who chose to become protectors. Bound not by blood, but by loyalty—and the unbreakable bonds forged in fire.

      Across the burning wilds of America are Alphas who never wanted mates, but are brought to their knees by fate itself.

      As danger closes in and instincts ignite, these men must claim their roles as Alphas, protect their Omegas, and build a found family strong enough to withstand the flames.

      Because in the end, the fiercest fires don’t destroy.

      They forge forever.

      Feral Hearts is a steamy Fated Mates, Omegaverse, Shifter Romance trilogy featuring determined Alphas, curvy Omegas, wildfire heroes, and a found family of hybrid misfits whose feral hearts finally find love, danger, and destiny.
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        One rescue. One scent. One knot. Now she’s his.

        Grayson “Wreck” O’Connell never wanted to be Alpha.

        A hybrid Grizzly–Black Bear Shifter built for muscle and mayhem, he prefers fire lines to leadership—until an elite wildfire crew of misfit shifters needs someone strong enough to hold them together.

        Then the fire delivers Gia Anatoly.

        A curvy Jersey girl lost in the wilderness during an active blaze, Gia should be another rescue. Instead, the moment Wreck scents her, his Bear knows the truth.

        She’s his Omega.

        His mate.

        His future.

        As flames close in and the crew looks to him for command, Wreck must claim both his Alpha role and the woman fate put in his path—or risk losing everything in the fire.

      

      

      

      
        
        This is a Fated Mates Omegaverse Shifter Romance with determined Alphas, curvy Omegas, and a found family of hybrid misfits whose feral hearts finally find love, danger, and destiny.
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      Twenty years ago.

      They came for me at dusk.

      I remember that part clearly.

      The sky was bleeding out behind the tree line, pine shadows stretching long across Forest Ridge Clan’s territory.

      The air smelled like damp earth and dominance.

      Like expectation.

      Like something closing in.

      I knew something was wrong the moment the birds went quiet.

      Fifteen of them.

      Fifteen Shifter males from my father’s private guard stepped from the trees in a half circle.

      Some were my uncles.

      Some were my cousins.

      All were warriors sworn to my father.

      And every single one of them was avoiding my eyes.

      I was sixteen.

      Just turned that day, in fact.

      And I was already taller than most of them.

      Already broader.

      Already something they whispered about when they thought I couldn’t hear.

      Monster.

      Hybrid.

      Wrong.

      I didn’t force a shift.

      I didn’t even snarl.

      I just stood there in the clearing, hands loose at my sides, heart pounding—hard and loud.

      “Stand down, Grayson,” one of them said.

      I knew that voice.

      Uncle Stefan.

      I’d hunted with him since I was a cub.

      “Why?” I asked.

      No one answered.

      I heard their hearts pounding. The sounds of their bones cracking as their inner Bears pushed them.

      “Why, Uncle Stefan?” I asked again.

      He didn’t answer.

      They rushed me anyway.

      It took all fifteen.

      That’s the part I think about most.

      It took fifteen adult males to bring down one sixteen-year-old boy.

      They hit me high and low.

      Claws raked.

      Fists drove into my ribs.

      Someone cracked a branch over my back.

      My Bear surged forward, furious and wild, desperate to defend us—but I bit it down.

      Don’t hurt them.

      They’re Clan.

      That was my mistake.

      Chains slammed around my wrists before I could regain my footing.

      Iron laced with magic and silver bit into my skin.

      I dropped to one knee.

      Then both.

      Blood ran into my eye—my brown one.

      The green one stayed clear.

      They always stared at my eyes.

      Like the two colors proved something.

      My father stepped out of the trees when I was on my knees.

      Edward O’Connell.

      Alpha of the Forest Ridge Clan.

      Perfect Grizzly lineage.

      Pure. Untouched. Revered.

      Until me.

      My half-brother stood at his side.

      Edward Junior.

      He wore our family name like armor.

      I wore mine like a sentence.

      My father looked down at me like I was something dragged in from the gutter.

      “I should have drowned you when you were born. After you killed your whore mother in childbirth,” he said flatly.

      The words didn’t make sense at first.

      I blinked up at him through blood and dirt.

      “I—what?”

      “I knew that Black Bear female was not worthy of my seed,” he continued, voice cold and carrying. “Weak blood. Corrupt blood. And look what she produced.”

      He gestured toward me like I was evidence.

      “An abomination.”

      The word hit harder than the chains.

      My brother smirked.

      “You think we don’t see it?” Junior added. “See the way they look at you? You were always a mistake. And now you think you can challenge our father, that you can take my seat as Alpha, you worthless hybrid freak!”

      My heart slammed in my chest.

      I’d never tried to challenge anyone.

      I’d never wanted the Alpha seat.

      I just wanted to exist.

      “You bring shame to my name,” my father said. “Hybrids are instability. They are chaos. The Forest Ridge Clan stands for purity and strength. You have neither.”

      The Bear inside me roared then—not at them.

      At me.

      At my weakness.

      At the way my body shook even as I fought not to shift and break the chains.

      “You are hereby banished from the Forest Ridge Clan,” my father declared. “You will never step foot on my territory again. If you do, I will kill you myself.”

      The words settled over the clearing like ash.

      No one protested.

      No one stepped forward.

      No one looked at me.

      I searched their faces anyway.

      For something.

      Anything.

      All I found was relief.

      Relief that it was me.

      Not them.

      My throat burned.

      “What did I do?” I asked, the words coming out rough. “Tell me what I did wrong.”

      My brother smirked.

      My father’s gaze hardened.

      “You were born.”

      Silence followed that.

      Heavy.

      Final.

      Something inside me cracked open then.

      Not just rage.

      Not just rebellion.

      Defeat.

      And understanding.

      Hybrids weren’t welcome in our world.

      The Grizzly Shifters of the Forest Ridge Clan sought purity.

      Lineage.

      Predictable, controllable strength.

      I was Grizzly and Black Bear tangled into one body.

      One brown eye. One green.

      Shaggy hair that refused to tame.

      A ferocious appetite that never quieted.

      And power that coiled under my skin like it was waiting for something.

      Waiting for me to stop holding it back.

      Monster.

      It was that power my father feared.

      The chains felt lighter after that.

      Because I stopped fighting them.

      I lowered my head.

      Not in submission.

      In acceptance.

      “Fine, I’ll go,” I said quietly. “I’ll go where I won’t be a danger to anyone.”

      My brother scoffed.

      “As if you have a choice, freak!”

      My father turned away first.

      They left me kneeling in the dirt until the sun fully died.

      When the warriors finally unlocked the chains, none of them met my gaze.

      I didn’t look back at the Clan’s territory as I walked away.

      But I felt it.

      The severing.

      The tearing of something that had never fully wanted me.

      That was the night I learned two things.

      Something inside of me was wrong.

      It was messed up enough that my own father tossed me out like so much garbage.

      I wasn’t just a Shifter—I was a Monster.

      And Monsters don’t belong in Clans.

      They belong in the wild.

      I swore that night I would never let my inner beast hurt anyone.

      Never trust it.

      Never fully unleash it.

      Because if the Alpha and heir of Forest Ridge believed I was something dangerous?

      Then maybe I was.

      That was my burden.

      Mine.

      And I would carry it alone.
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      I should have known something was off the moment I got the email.

      Mandatory attendance. Conference Room B. 6:00 PM.

      Mandatory.

      In a Coven.

      Which technically wasn’t supposed to operate like corporate America, even if our “alter ego” absolutely did.

      Greener Earth Coven—publicly branded as Greener Earth Industries.

      Sustainable forestry.

      Eco-development.

      Land rehabilitation.

      Respectable. Responsible. Environmentally conscious.

      All perfectly polished on paper.

      And entirely magical beneath the surface.

      The company existed to “protect forests.”

      The Coven existed to protect power.

      As for me? My position wasn’t glamorous.

      It wasn’t even particularly aligned with my magic.

      I worked as an administrative assistant, which in practical terms meant I managed calendars, drafted emails, handled logistics, and made sure people far more powerful than me never missed a meeting.

      In less charitable language?

      I was someone else’s work-bitch.

      No, it wasn’t what I dreamed of doing.

      But rent in Jersey City didn’t pay itself, and Dryads weren’t exactly lining up with six-figure consulting offers.

      So I was grateful.

      Truly.

      I sat at my desk in the glass high-rise overlooking the Hudson River, watching traffic inch along below while mirrored buildings reflected a thousand fractured suns across the skyline. Steel. Concrete. Noise.

      Not exactly a forest.

      Not exactly where a Dryad thrived.

      And lately?

      The trees in my dreams had started whispering louder than the city ever could.

      I felt restless.

      I’d felt restless for months.

      Too much steel.

      Too much concrete.

      Too little soil beneath my feet.

      The forests whispered in my dreams sometimes.

      Soft.

      Lonely.

      Calling.

      And I’d wake up sweaty and frustrated in my perfectly climate-controlled apartment, wishing I could dig my fingers into something real.

      “Gia?”

      I blinked.

      Jeremy Steeler leaned against the edge of my cubicle wall, sleeves rolled up, tie loosened just enough to imply he’d been working hard but not so much that it looked sloppy.

      He was objectively handsome.

      Dark hair.

      Sharp cheekbones.

      Blue eyes that sometimes softened whenever he looked at me, like he thought he was being subtle.

      “Conference room,” he reminded me gently.

      “Right.”

      I grabbed my notebook out of habit even though we both knew this wasn’t going to be about quarterly earnings.

      Conference Room B sat at the far end of the executive floor.

      The door was already closed.

      Natalia Blu stood near the window when we entered.

      She was older—ageless in that way powerful Witches could be—silver-streaked dark hair twisted into a sleek bun, eyes like polished onyx that missed absolutely nothing.

      “Gia,” she said, voice cool but not unkind.

      “Jeremy.”

      The door shut behind us with a quiet click that felt louder than it should have.

      I stayed standing.

      Natalia motioned toward the chair across from her.

      “Sit.”

      That was when I knew.

      This wasn’t a normal meeting.

      I folded myself into the chair carefully.

      Jeremy took the one beside me.

      Too close.

      His thigh brushed mine briefly.

      Natalia didn’t miss it.

      She never missed anything.

      “We’ve been reviewing the northern retreat property,” Natalia began smoothly. “The one in Montana.”

      Montana.

      The word landed strangely in my chest.

      Open sky.

      Forests.

      Real wilderness.

      I’d seen the brochures.

      Greener Earth’s newest “executive wellness retreat.”

      But underneath?

      Coven land.

      Protected land.

      Magically shielded.

      “It’s thriving,” Natalia continued. “But we’d like an assessment.”

      “From a Witch?” I asked.

      Natalia’s gaze sharpened slightly.

      “Not exactly.”

      Jeremy cleared his throat softly.

      “This is more… specialized.”

      I knew what that meant before she said it.

      “We’d like you to go.”

      The room felt suddenly smaller.

      “Me?”

      Natalia inclined her head.

      “You’re not truly a Witch, Gia.”

      The words were spoken calmly.

      Matter of fact.

      But they still slid beneath my skin like splinters.

      “You’re a Dryad.”

      Not said cruelly.

      Not said kindly.

      Just true.

      “As grateful as we are for your contributions to Greener Earth,” she continued, “your magic is… limited.”

      Limited.

      The word echoed unpleasantly in my mind.

      Dryad magic wasn’t flashy.

      We didn’t throw fireballs or manipulate time, or summon storms on command.

      We healed.

      We nurtured.

      We sustained.

      And apparently that made us convenient—and disposable.

      “The Montana property needs someone attuned to forest vitality,” Natalia said smoothly. “The soil composition. The tree growth. The magical ecosystem.”

      “What about what I do here?” I replied carefully.

      “You’re an assistant, easily replaced” she said. “Surrounded by steel and asphalt, your limited powers are of no use.”

      Her gaze flicked briefly toward the window.

      “Besides, we know you’ve been restless.”

      I stiffened.

      “How—”

      “We can see it, Gia,” Jeremy cut in softly. “We understand a Dryad’s biological imperative to nurture can get stronger as the time passes.”

      Did he just call me old?

      His hand brushed lightly against mine on the conference table.

      Meant to be comforting.

      But also calculated.

      “The truth is Gia, you’re wasting your gifts in Jersey City.”

      The truth of it hit harder than I wanted to admit.

      I had been restless, and yes, I could feel Mother Nature’s clock ticking like crazy.

      I’d been dreaming of trees and open air and damp earth beneath my fingernails.

      “You’d be doing the Coven a service,” Natalia continued. “Ensuring our investment thrives.”

      Investment.

      For some reason, that word sent chills down my spine.

      “And we would appreciate it, Gia. I know I would,” Jeremy added.

      The phrasing felt intentional.

      Carefully chosen.

      Like this wasn’t a request so much as an expectation.

      “You and your sister have done well here,” Natalia added.

      There it was.

      The subtle reminder.

      Valerie and I weren’t born into this Coven.

      We were accepted.

      Folded in.

      Protected.

      Dryads weren’t numerous anymore.

      And without a larger magical structure shielding us, we were vulnerable.

      “I know you’re both grateful for the positions you have here as anyone like you would be,” Natalia said gently.

      Not harsh.

      Not threatening.

      Just honest in that way that didn’t leave room for argument.

      Still, my hackles were raised.

      Jeremy leaned closer—handsome, polished.

      “It’s a beautiful place,” he murmured near my ear. “Clean air. Quiet. You could reconnect with nature, and maybe I could join you after.”

      What the what now?

      Reconnect.

      Join me?

      My biological clock chose that moment to start ticking loudly in the back of my mind.

      Thirty-six.

      Single.

      Size eighteen.

      Women like me didn’t exactly have males lining up at our doorsteps.

      “You’ve been considering alliances,” Jeremy added quietly.

      Heat crept up my neck.

      “I—”

      “You deserve a future, Gia, one you can share with someone,” he said softly.

      He was flirting now.

      Careful.

      Measured.

      Safe.

      The kind of male who would never roar or break or burn.

      The kind who would ask permission before kissing me.

      The kind who might offer stability.

      Marriage.

      Children.

      But I heard the implied if.

      If I did as I was told.

      If I played the part.

      If I aligned myself correctly.

      Natalia watched the exchange with cool approval.

      “The retreat would be good for you,” she said.

      “And when I return?” I asked cautiously.

      Jeremy’s fingers brushed mine again.

      “We’ll talk.”

      The implication lingered.

      Possibility.

      Security.

      Future.

      I stared down at my hands for a long moment.

      At the faint green shimmer beneath my skin that only I could see.

      Truth?

      I was restless.

      And lonely.

      Tired of glass buildings and boardrooms and pretending I wasn’t different.

      Maybe Montana was exactly what I needed.

      Maybe reconnecting with the forest would quiet the ache inside me.

      Maybe when I came back… I’d have clarity.

      A plan.

      A partner.

      I looked up.

      “Sure, I’ll go.”

      Natalia nodded once.

      Jeremy smiled warmly.

      “Good,” he said.

      But as I left the conference room that night, something inside me stirred.

      Not fear.

      Not excitement.

      Something older.

      Like roots shifting beneath the soil.

      Like the forest itself had just drawn in a breath and whispered…

      Finally.
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      Suitcases are deceptive.

      They look small and manageable sitting there open on your bed, like packing your entire life into one is totally reasonable and not at all symbolic of emotional upheaval.

      Mine was currently gaping at me like judgment.

      I stood in the middle of my apartment bedroom in Jersey City, surrounded by folded leggings, hiking boots, one decent sundress, and exactly eight pairs of cotton bikini briefs.

      Nothing fancy or even remotely sexy.

      Not that I needed it.

      I wasn’t going away with a man. Wasn’t planning on dating anyone, or going clubbing, or bar hopping.

      That wasn’t the point of this trip.

      This was about magic.

      Connection.

      Purpose.

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” Valerie asked from the doorway.

      I didn’t have to turn around to picture her.

      Sandy blonde hair twisted up in a loose knot. Teal-leaning green eyes narrowed slightly in sisterly suspicion.

      Arms folded over her chest like she could physically block me from making bad decisions if she tried hard enough.

      “I’m not running away,” I muttered, shoving a thick sweater into the suitcase.

      “It kinda feels like you are.”

      That made me pause.

      Valerie stepped into the room fully then, bare feet silent on the hardwood floor.

      She looked almost ethereal in the late afternoon light streaming through the windows.

      We didn’t look that much alike, but we shared the same eyes—bright green that sparked when magic flowed—but hers always tilted toward teal, like ocean water reflecting sky.

      Mine were darker.

      Grass-green.

      Forest-bound.

      When I worked magic, they lit up like sunlight through leaves.

      “Glacier National Park is not running away,” I said defensively. “It’s field work.”

      “It’s Montana,” she corrected dryly. “That’s practically running away.”

      I huffed.

      Our Coven—Greener Earth—had framed this trip as a restoration project.

      An old land acquisition.

      Ecological assessment.

      Cabin installations for magical practitioners who needed immersion retreats.

      All true.

      Mostly.

      But there was more to it than that.

      The forests were thinning.

      The magic lines were weakening.

      Dryads were all but disappearing. Earth Witches, too.

      And every time I closed my eyes lately, I heard something whispering from somewhere west.

      A presence.

      A plant or tree, maybe?

      A piece of ancient magic crying for help.

      I couldn’t ignore it.

      Not when so few of us were left to answer.

      Valerie leaned against my dresser.

      “You sure you don’t want to stay here, use one of those dating apps, find a dude and just make a bunch of babies?”

      I shot her a look.

      “Shit,” she added quickly, though she wasn’t really sorry. “You know what I mean.”

      Oh, I knew exactly what she meant.

      Of course, that’s what I wanted.

      A mate.

      Children.

      Roots that weren’t constantly threatened by asphalt and greed.

      But wanting something and being able to find it were two very different things.

      Dryads didn’t mate easily.

      We didn’t respond to shallow attraction or convenient matches.

      We bonded deeply or not at all.

      And at thirty-six, with hips that curved generously and thighs that touched and breasts that refused to shrink no matter how much yoga I did, the pool of interested magical males wasn’t exactly lining up outside my door.

      Add in the fact that my biological clock felt like it was ticking in Morse code lately, and yeah.

      It stung.

      “Sure, Val,” I said lightly, though it cost more than I wanted to admit. “Maybe that’s not for me. Maybe the Fates have other plans.”

      Her gaze softened immediately.

      “Gia…”

      “I’m serious,” I insisted. “Maybe my thing isn’t babies and suburbia. Maybe my thing is forests and restoration and a broader purpose.”

      Valerie didn’t look convinced.

      “Or maybe your thing is just complicated.”

      That too.

      I zipped one side of the suitcase and moved to the bathroom to grab my toiletry bag.

      Jeremy Steeler’s name floated through my mind uninvited.

      Assistant VP of Greener Earth.

      Polished.

      Ambitious.

      Attractive in that tailored-suit, confident-Witch kind of way.

      He’d lingered after meetings more than once. Asked about my work. Suggested that strengthening my connection to the forest might help stabilize certain alliances.

      Alliances.

      Witches loved their formal language.

      “Anyway,” I said casually, stepping back into the bedroom, “Jeremy said he’d call when I get back.”

      Valerie made a face.

      “Ugh, Jeremy?”

      “What?” I asked defensively.

      “He’s fine,” she allowed. “He’s just so corporate.”

      She said it like it was a dirty word.

      And she wasn’t wrong. He was a little stuffy.

      But you know what they said about beggars and all.

      “He’s practical.”

      “He’s safe.”

      I snapped my suitcase shut a little harder than necessary.

      “Safe isn’t a bad thing.”

      “No,” Valerie agreed quietly. “It’s not.”

      But her expression said she knew me better than that.

      Safe had never been what made my magic spark.

      Safe didn’t make my eyes glow.

      Safe didn’t make the vines beneath my skin stir restlessly.

      “You just deserve something better, sis,” she said finally.

      The word hit me harder than it should have.

      Better.

      Was there such a thing?

      Everything lately felt muted.

      Controlled.

      Contained.

      I’d been working magic in pockets and patches for years—healing soil here, stabilizing a root system there—but nothing big.

      Nothing that soothed the empty ache inside my chest.

      Nothing that made the forest truly sing back.

      This trip wasn’t just about duty.

      It was about remembering who I was.

      A Dryad descended from guardians who once stood in groves older than cities.

      A woman whose magic wasn’t finite like a Witch’s.

      Mine came from the forests themselves.

      And if the forests were calling?

      I had to answer.

      “I can’t sit here and scroll through dating apps hoping some dude with a beard and a yoga mat decides he’s into curvy tree spirits,” I said bluntly. “That’s not how this works.”

      Valerie laughed softly.

      “You say that like there isn’t a niche for that.”

      “Not a big enough one.”

      She crossed the room and pulled me into a hug without warning.

      Her magic brushed against mine automatically. Familiar. Comforting. Like wind moving through the same canopy.

      “Just be careful,” she murmured against my hair.

      “I will.”

      “I mean it.”

      “I know.”

      We pulled apart slowly.

      Her teal-green eyes searched mine.

      “If something feels wrong, you leave.”

      “I will.”

      “If some big, sexy mountain man with people issues tries to mark territory around you, you call me.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Val.”

      “I’m serious.”

      I grinned.

      “Okay. If a giant, broody mountain man tries to kidnap me in the woods, I’ll text you first.”

      She snorted.

      “Text me before he kidnaps you.”

      We both laughed.

      The sound filled the apartment with warmth.

      But beneath it, something else stirred.

      A faint pull.

      West.

      Like roots tugging gently toward distant soil.

      “You feel that too, don’t you?” Valerie asked quietly.

      I nodded.

      “The forest is hurting.”

      “Yeah.”

      “And you think it’s connected to this trip?”

      “Yes.”

      She studied me for one more long moment.

      Then nodded slowly.

      “Okay.”

      Okay.

      That was exactly what I needed from my sister.

      Permission.

      Support.

      Witness.

      It was important to me that she was on my side. After all, we were all each other had.

      I hauled the suitcase upright and glanced around the apartment one last time.

      Plants lined every windowsill. Ferns, ivy, and small potted saplings that were thriving under my care.

      They hummed softly in response to my mood.

      “I’ll miss you guys too,” I muttered to them.

      Valerie smiled.

      “You’re going to find something out there.”

      “Hopefully, a dying ecosystem I can fix.”

      She tilted her head.

      “Or something that fixes you.”

      I scoffed.

      “I’m not broken.”

      She raised one brow.

      I ignored her.

      As I stepped toward the door, my eyes flashed briefly—grass-green light sparking under my lashes as magic rippled outward unconsciously.

      The vines on my wrists glowed faintly beneath the glamour hiding them.

      Montana.

      Glacier Park.

      Fire and pine and old earth.

      Something was waiting for me out there.

      Something bigger than corporate retreats.

      Bigger than Coven politics.

      Bigger than apps and awkward small talk and biological clocks.

      I didn’t know what it was yet.

      But I could feel it.

      Calling.

      And for the first time in a long time, my magic answered back.
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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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