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      My vampire boyfriend is acting strange.

      Is it the seven-month itch?

      We’ve passed that milestone, but maybe our relationship has become routine. My best friend thinks I should spice things up. That might be easy for a half-siren, but I’m a witch. I can master spells, not seduction.

      My awkward attempt proves it. I'll stick to dancing in clubs rather than my bedroom.

      Although Diego claims nothing’s wrong with us, he’s still distant. He’s keeping something from me, but what?

      Then I learn his gorgeous ex is in Salem, and she wants him back.

      Vamp, please. You had your chance.

      Is she the reason he’s acting weird? I need to up my game and save him from this walking nightmare. The last time they were together, she broke his heart and stole his mortal life.

      I may not have her grace or immortality, but I’m not losing my vampire without a fight.
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      NOVA

      If a siren asks you to go to the beach, just say yes. When it comes to swimming, they are relentless.

      At least Gianna, my best friend and half-siren, was. When she called that morning and starting to sing, “Beach baby, beach baby,” I knew my plans for that day had changed.

      “Hey, you got the lyrics right,” I teased. Although she had a beautiful voice, she screwed up the lyrics to most songs, which had provided me with endless amusement since we were kids.

      “Only two words, so it wasn’t too hard,” she replied. “Come on, it’s byoo-tee-ful out. We must take advantage. Before we know it, we’ll be buried under a New England blizzard.”

      She had a point. I leaned back in the ergonomic chair I’d bought for my setup here on the third level of the house I’d inherited from my aunt. Given my recent concerns about my vampire boyfriend Diego, heading outside for some fresh air might be a good way to get me out of my head.

      I closed my laptop and glanced around the turreted room my aunt had used as her witchy workspace. I’d kept her altar and magical supplies and added an antique desk in front of a window.

      “Sure, I could use a break to get out of this mental funk.”

      “What kind of funk?” she asked.

      I pursed my lips. Should I tell Gianna now? “I’ll tell you later.” Before she barraged me with questions, I added, “It’s nothing, really.”

      “You can’t go wrong with some vitamin D. Beach therapy is the best.”

      Gianna was right. If I stayed lost in my thoughts for too long, I could be swallowed by dark shadows. Basking beneath the sun beside the ocean would be restorative. My growing understanding of the elements had taught me how powerful their effect could be on mind and body.

      As if reading my thoughts, she added, “And it’s perfect for a witch like you. You’ve got earth, air, and water—you know all the elements you use in your magic.”

      “What about fire?” I quipped.

      “Maybe someone will have a bonfire going, but that’s unlikely until dark.”

      “Okay, I can go for a few hours, but I need to head into the Network this afternoon.” I split my time between admin and editorial tasks for a children’s publisher in New York and working here at the Salem Supernatural Network where I dealt with all kinds of situations, from purifying new homes with sage to cleaning up magical mishaps.

      “I’ll pick you up in twenty.” Gianna ended the call.

      I climbed out of my chair and walked to an open window, inhaling the crisp morning air. Diego was safely in his room on the other side of the house, where the windows in the apartment were covered. Dating a vampire had made me acutely aware of the power of sunlight—especially since I’d almost fried him the first time we’d met.

      Summer had arrived and so far, we’d had no more trouble with demons and sirens. Would the bright days keep the darkness from returning? I wasn’t naïve enough to think that, but a witch could dream—or at least visualize a more positive outlook.

      The blue sky was cloudless, and the sun shone brightly. In the herb garden below, Lucas, a blond-haired dragon shifter, pulled out weeds. He lived in the main part of the house with Diego and Sebastian, a wolf shifter. What an odd assortment of beings to have as housemates. Now that I did, I couldn’t imagine not living with this quirky crew.

      “Good morning, Lucas,” I called from the third floor.

      “Hey, Nova.” He shielded his eyes with the back of his hand as he glanced up. “I just cut some lavender, sage, and comfrey.” He raised a bunch of cuttings that he’d put aside. “Do you want any?”

      He’d kept my aunt’s garden growing, which was a wonderful way to honor her memory, and also a bountiful way to keep our supply of herbs stocked. All the green witches at the Network loved him for his talents.

      I glanced at the collection of glass jars on a shelf that were stuffed with herbs. The lavender and sage jars were both full, and I had enough comfrey infusions to last a decade. That plant never quit. I loved the pink flowers but would never be able to control the bountiful growth. “I have plenty, thanks.”

      When he gave me a thumbs up, I joked, “Oh look, your thumb is green.”

      He glanced at his hand and teased, “If the green spreads all over my body, you’ll have to call me incredible.” He flexed his bicep and growled like the Hulk.

      “I’m sure Zoe thinks you are already,” I said with a chuckle. Lucas dated the elf detective who’d recruited me to work at the Network.

      He nodded, flashed his signature grin, and returned to the garden.

      Back here in Salem, I finally felt like I fit in somewhere. I’d grown up here as a witch without magic, which had made me feel like an outcast. It wasn’t until my aunt had died last fall that the block on my magical abilities had been lifted, one that my mother had insisted was necessary for my safety. To say I was miffed at being lied to for almost twenty years was as understated as saying that the Titanic had been struck by an ice cube.

      Less than an hour later, Gianna and I held our sandals and trekked barefoot around the crowd through the hot sand of the beach. Seagulls circled above, swooping lower in search of food to steal. They called to each other like football players signaling their next play. When a school-aged girl on a red towel ahead spilled some potato chips into the sand, three swooped down like vultures and darted to catch the fallen food. Startled, the girl dropped the bag into the sand, but her father saved it before the inquisitive gulls could sneak in. Gianna and I walked around the sneaky birds and squeezed into an available patch of sand a couple of dozen feet from the shore and spread our towels.

      When she stripped off her wraparound dress, gazes snapped over faster than a highway pileup. Gianna in a dress was stunning. In a bikini? Forget it. Her purple bikini with black bats showcased her abundant assets.

      I might as well have been her invisible sidekick. If I stripped naked and did cartwheels down the beach, would anyone notice? Doubt it. I’d gotten used to the rubbernecking at Gianna a long time ago. Fortunately, Diego appeared to be into petite, auburn-haired types like me.

      She tossed her glossy, dark hair over her shoulder, leaned her head back, and inhaled. “Nothing like the sea.”

      I settled onto my towel and drank it in. The heat caressed my skin with pleasant warmth, but I wasn’t fooled. The summer breeze was a tease, a whisper of reprieve against the balmy heat. Within half-an-hour, I’d likely need to cool off in the ocean.

      I glanced down at the amethyst heart-shaped pendant that Diego had given me on Valentine’s Day. Sunlight glinted on it. I squinted up at the sun. My relationship with this glowing orb had changed dramatically since I’d started dating a vampire. While Gianna basked beneath the sunshine, claiming it rejuvenated her, Diego shirked from it. It would destroy him—burn him to ashes. Its difference between two people I loved was vast.

      I pulled out a paperback of a local cozy mystery, ready to unwind. Yet, after my mind wandered, and I reread the same few pages multiple times, I gave up on it. My best friend was here with me. If there was anyone I could share my troubles with, it was Gianna. She was great at helping me talk through my problems.

      I rolled over on my towel to face her. “Something’s up with Diego.”

      She turned her head to peer at me. “What do you mean?”

      “I’m not sure how to describe it.” I twisted my hair into a knot as I tried to make sense of my growing concerns. “He’s been acting weird.”

      Gianna nudged down her sunglasses and peered at me over the top. “Good weird or bad weird?”

      I trailed my fingers through the heated sand. “Definitely not good. More like anxious and jittery. It’s not like him.”

      Gianna sat up and her eyes blazed wide. “Do you think he’s cheating on you?” She raised her index finger. “Because if he is, I’ll shred his balls and feed them to guppies.”

      A few of the guys nearby who had been stealing glances at Gianna turned away. One adjusted in his beach chair, appearing to shield the goods between his legs.

      “Easy, tiger shark.” I motioned to her with a slow gesture to calm her. “No, I don’t think it’s that. I trust him, and I don’t think he’d ever betray me.”

      “Then what do you think it is?” Gianna asked in a more reasonable tone. “Something at work?”

      I took my water bottle out of my beach bag. “I don’t think so. He usually tells me if something’s stressing him out.” I took a swig of water before I formulated my concern. “Maybe it has something to do with us. I’m worried he’s having second thoughts.”

      “No way,” Gianna denied with a wave. “He’s crazy about you.”

      I chewed my bottom lip and voiced the trouble that had been gnawing at me. “What if he wants to break up with me and is trying to work up the nerve to do it?”

      “Wha-a-at?” Gianna’s mouth opened wide as a whale’s. “Why would you think that?”

      “I don’t know how to explain it, but it’s this sense.” I fluttered my fingers. “He gets skittish and then distant. It’s not a good sign.”

      “I’m sure it’s something else,” Gianna attempted to assure me.

      “Like what?” I arched my brows.

      She turned to face the ocean and sighed. “I don’t know, but we all have things that make us act out of character or are hard to talk about.”

      “I hope that’s all it is.” I followed her gaze to the shore. Kids laughed as they jumped at the waves rolling in. They appeared so carefree. I longed for that ease of mind. “Are you going to swim?” I asked Gianna.

      “Yeah, when I get too hot.” She fanned herself and then motioned down the front of her body. “It’s not as much fun in this form anymore,” she muttered in a lower tone.

      Gianna had discovered this past winter that she could shift to her siren form, and now preferred swimming with her tail and fins. I’d seen her during a skirmish with demons and sirens, and it was beyond impressive. Her long, sleek tail wasn’t just beautiful, but powerful. She’d kicked ass with it, including thwacking a demon.

      Gianna had seen me fly on a broom for the first time that night, so it was one of many mind-blowing firsts. Since our side had won that battle against demons and sirens trying to seize control of Salem, our lives had settled down to be less eventful. Less chaotic.

      Less exciting?

      Wait, maybe that was it…

      I sat up straighter. “I thought of something else.”

      “What?” Gianna asked.

      “Diego and I had all that demon drama to deal with when we started dating. We were constantly dealing with chaos. Now that things have calmed down...” I exhaled. “Maybe he’s bored.”

      Gianna slanted her head and released a thoughtful sound. “Oh, that’s something you can rectify.” She raised her hand and snapped. “Spice things up.” Her lips curled up with a naughty edge.

      I sensed the directions she was going. In a lower tone, I asked, “You’re going to say, ‘In the bedroom,’ aren’t you?”

      She chuckled. “It’s a good place to start.” She lifted her index finger. “And a lot of fun too.”

      Did she have a point? I thought our sex life was great. Sure, we repeated things. We stuck to familiar moves, techniques, and positions, but that’s because we liked them, right? I know I did, but maybe it was getting too routine for Diego.

      It wouldn’t hurt to try something new.

      “Do you have any suggestions to make things more exciting?” I asked Gianna.

      Her eyes gleamed with excitement. “Ooh, yes. Now we’re talking.” She rubbed her hands together, and her expression brightened with glee. “What are you thinking of? Toys? Some light bondage? Maybe some role play?” Although she attempted to keep her volume down, it crept up, garnering a few more surreptitious interested glances—especially from the guys.

      Wicked bats and flying monkeys. “Um, I haven’t really thought about that. Does this have to involve a shopping trip?”

      “Not necessarily. You could start with different positions. Or locations. Do you ever go anywhere besides your beds?”

      I rolled one shoulder. “Not really.”

      “That would be a good place to start. Try a different room. Or use different parts of your room. The chair. Up against the wall. Or go sneak around and find someplace off limits outside.”

      I groaned. “With all the freaking security cameras around, no, thank you.”

      “Do you ever try reverse cowgirl? Or⁠—”

      “Oh geez,” I cut her off. “Have I woken up the monster in you?”

      “You knew I’d like this topic,” she said with a laugh. She ran one foot through the sand and lifted it so grains fell from her toes. “We can go to an adult store after we leave here. You can pick up all sorts of goodies for inspiration.” She tapped my arm. “Try them and tell me all the juicy details.”

      “Absolutely not.” I picked up my book and pretended to read. “Besides, I thought you said we could avoid shopping. I think I’ll close this can of worms before they all wiggle out and bite me in the ass.”

      “Okay. Wait, how about a striptease?”

      I furrowed my brows and pictured it. I liked to dance but hadn’t done so like that. “That would be new.”

      “You’ve never tried one?” Her eyes widened with incredulity.

      “No. We’re not all as uninhibited as you, my siren friend.”

      “It’s easy. You’ve been to Lucas’s club. Just dance slowly to the music and take off your clothes.”

      Hmm, she had a point. Lucas had worked as an exotic dancer before he met his mate Zoe, and we’d gone undercover to his club while searching for a demon. It didn’t look that difficult. Maybe I could in the privacy of my own home.

      “What would I wear?”

      “Anything you want.” She slanted a gaze over at me and then pursed her lips. “No, not anything. Your usual leggings and long tops might be comfy but definitely don’t give off a seductive vibe.”

      I chuckled. “I can find something better than that.”

      “Just make sure it’s an outfit you don’t need to fumble with to take off. And wear heels. None of your ballet flats or slides.” She shook her head. “Those are seriously not sexy.”

      “Oh, come on, I’m not going to strip with slides. I’m not that clueless.”

      She grinned. “Find a slinky dress, some heels, and a slow song.” She rubbed her hands together. “Simple.”

      “I’ll think about it.” Although a part of me felt ridiculous as I pictured myself trying to seduce Diego that way, it was worth giving it a go. After all, how bad could it be?

      “Okay, it’s getting hot around here.” She fanned herself and chuckled. “I’m going into the water to cool off.” She strolled towards the waves rolling in, nabbing the attention of countless gawkers.

      Alone with my thoughts, I rolled onto my stomach and closed my eyes. Could I pull this off?

      Sure. I could handle slowly swaying while I undressed, right? What could go wrong?

      I smiled to myself, scrolling through my mental playlist for the perfect song.

      Things were about to get spicier in Salem.

      DIEGO

      After I’d awoken late morning, I went downstairs. Lucas and Sebastian were playing a video game in the living room. Lucas’s gray cat, Shadow, was curled up beside him. Wide-eyed and dressed, they appeared like they’d been up for hours. Lucas had his blond hair pulled back into a ponytail and wore a black Metallica T-shirt. Sebastian wore black jeans that he probably ironed and a plaid button-down shirt. I was still in a pair of black pajama bottoms and a well-worn T-shirt from a Cure concert.

      “Hey, man, what’s up?” Sebastian said without looking away from the TV.

      “Just waking up.” I rubbed sleep from my eyes. The adjustment from sleep was not my favorite part of the day, unless I had Nova in bed with me. Then I could press against her and warm my cold body against her warm flesh. She preferred to get up earlier in the day to get stuff done for work and whatnot.

      “The life of a vampire,” Lucas noted in a light tone. “Up all night, sleep all day. Like a rock star.”

      “If so, I might be shaking off a hangover rather than craving some Type O.” I headed into the kitchen and pulled out a pouch of blood from the fridge.

      Once I finished drinking it, I returned to the living room and sat on the sofa. Shadow rose to four legs and nudged my hand for a chin rub before settling back down on the cushion.

      “I’ve been thinking about something.” Thinking might not be the best word. More like mulling over or even obsessing at times when my nerves got all hyped.

      “What?” Sebastian asked.

      I tapped my lips and then voiced it. “Proposing to Nova.”

      Lucas paused the game and dropped the controller on the coffee table. “Shut the front door. For real?”

      “Yeah.” I fidgeted on the sofa. Ever since I’d started contemplating this idea, I’d wrestled between excitement and nerves. Anytime I tried to bring up our future, I’d get anxious and chicken out, changing the subject.

      What if Nova said no? Sure, we’d been happily in love since the fall, but proposing to her was huge. I was a vampire, immortal, bound to darkness. Would I ruin her life by asking her to commit to the undead?

      “Perfect. You and Nova are great together,” Sebastian said.

      My lips twitched into a smile. “Thanks, man. You don’t think I’m making a mistake?”

      I glanced away, gaze roaming over to the thick curtain-covered windows. The last time I’d been engaged, it had literally destroyed my life. The mortal one at least. Not to mention the scars on my soul I never thought would heal. That was until I’d met Nova.

      “Nova isn’t Diana,” Sebastian replied with a decisive head shake. “You can’t compare them or the situation.”

      That was for sure. My ex-fiancée had convinced me to become a vampire like her so we could be together forever. Forever equated to mere months in her book before she tired of me, leaving me a walking corpse with a broken heart.

      I’d never do that to Nova. I’d never ask her to change for me. Even if I wanted to be with her, I couldn’t ask her to be cursed by darkness.

      “You don’t think it’s a bad idea considering what I am?” I continued to pet Shadow to give me something to do with my hands. Shadow arched his back but didn’t jump off the sofa in protest.

      “Nova’s an adult,” Sebastian said. “She knows what she wants.”

      “And if she’s crazy enough to want you, that’s her choice,” Lucas added with a chuckle.

      I grunted. “Thanks for the support.”

      “Anytime,” he grinned, immune to my sarcasm. “Did you get a ring yet?”

      “The dragon wants to see the shiny jewels,” Sebastian teased. “What a shocker.”

      Dragon shifters loved to collect things, especially shiny objects. Lucas preferred amassing more albums for his record collection.

      “No. I’ve looked online at some options but don’t know what to get her.” I rolled my neck, attempting to work out a kink in my muscles that had been building up with my rising nerves. “How do I pick the right one?” I shrugged. “Anyone want to go with me to the jewelry store?” I turned to Lucas.

      “Of course. I’ll make sure you get something she’ll like.” Lucas nodded with a smug expression, as if he’d been certified to examine gems.

      I’d call him out on it, except I could use his help. “How am I supposed to know what kind of ring to get Nova? If she says yes, she’ll be wearing it for the rest of her life. It has to be one she likes.” I rubbed my jaw. “Talk about pressure.”

      “Of course, she’ll say yes,” Sebastian replied with assurance. “Why wouldn’t she?”

      “Um, let’s see. I’m a vampire.” I tapped one finger on my palm. “I can’t go out in sunlight.” I tapped another finger. “We can’t have children.” I tapped a third.

      “Okay, I get it,” Sebastian said with an amused smirk. “You’re far from a catch.”

      “Thanks, my furball friend. I appreciate the ego boost.”

      “Wait.” Lucas lifted his hand to his temple and turned to Sebastian. “Does this mean it puts the pressure on us to propose?”

      Sebastian stared off toward one of the curtain-closed windows and then brought his gaze back to us. “I’d marry Gianna quicker than I can shift to wolf form, but she’s hardly going to leap at that offer. She loves me but craves her freedom and doesn’t want to rush things.” He scowled. “Including the mating bite.”

      Lucas cracked his knuckles. “Who would think a woman wouldn’t want to have her skin pierced by the shifter she loves, leaving her with a scar that marks her for life?”

      I laughed. Although I could relate to the urge to want to bite Nova, it was for a far different reason than my shifter roommates. A vampire craved blood, and the craving for Nova’s blood was almost blinding. The times she let me taste her almost made me delirious, drunk on exquisite pleasure.

      Sebastian turned to me and cocked his head. “When are you going to do it? And how?”

      “Propose?” I asked.

      “No, go waterskiing naked under the pale moonlight.” He rolled his eyes in mock exasperation. “Of course propose. What else would I be talking about?”

      Ignoring his question, I snapped my fingers. “First, I need to get a ring. Then I’ll worry about the next step. I have to come up with a romantic way to propose.”

      “I have an idea.” Lucas chuckled. “Why don’t you throw a stuffed animal at her with a ring hanging from its bloody fangs?”

      “Har har,” I replied. Okay, I might have thrown a plush bunny onto the bed with Nova in the past. We’d watched Monty Python and the Holy Grail together, and I thought it would be a fun private joke. She’d laughed, though, and kept it in her bedroom, so I didn’t bomb too badly. She understood my odd sense of humor.

      Sebastian laughed. “You should run your plan by us before you go off the rails with the macabre.”

      “Funny.” I snorted and crossed my arms. “All right, maybe I’m not the prince of romance and all that, but I’m not an idiot. I’m not going to propose with a plush figure with blood dripping off its fangs.”

      “Well, you are a vampire…” Lucas gestured at me.

      I groaned. Roommates. “Thanks for the identification. I’d been walking around wondering why I’d acquired a taste for blood and shied away from the sun.”

      “Anytime.” Lucas ignored my tone and patted my back.

      Maybe telling Sebastian and Lucas had been a bad idea. Then again, I probably should run any proposal plans by them, lest I come up with something in poor taste. I was trying to get Nova to spend her life with me, not run to the other side of the planet.

      “I’ll come up with something good,” I vowed. “It will be romantic. It will be perfect for Nova. And it won’t involve any blood.”
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      NOVA

      You can do this.

      I stared at myself in the full-length mirror in my bedroom. I’d chosen a little black dress that I’d be able to slip off without too much fumbling—I hoped. Beneath it, I wore a black satin bra and panties. Nothing too crazy.

      Although I didn’t often wear heels, I put on a pair of strappy ones that Gianna had convinced me to buy. They’d been sitting abandoned in my closet for months. Walking in them for a few minutes in the comfort of my bedroom shouldn’t be a challenge.

      Diego was on the way over. He didn’t have to work tonight, so we had the night to ourselves.

      “Nova?” he called from the living area on the first floor of my side of the house.

      I poked my head out of my bedroom. “I’m upstairs.”

      “Okay. I’ll wait here.”

      We’d talked about going out for a walk and then taking it from there. Not tonight. I smirked at my reflection. Wouldn’t Diego be surprised at the hot change in plans?

      “Come to my room,” I said in the most seductive voice I could muster.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Yes, why?”

      “You sound like you have a sore throat.”

      Mission failed. I cleared my throat and tried to pull off a dark, smoky tone. “I have something to show you upstairs.”

      Did that sound better? If Diego ran up with a bag of honey-flavored cough drops, I’d have my answer.

      He entered my room without any sore throat remedies, so we were in positive territory. He fixed his bright blue eyes on me. He wore black jeans and a dark-green button-down shirt. For him, that was a wild color scheme. When I met him, he typically wore all black. Since his hair was almost that dark as well, the only color that stood out were his eyes.

      “What are you doing?” His gaze moved from my head down. “You’re all dressed up.”

      True, I often chose to dress for comfort with the softest fabrics I could find, so this sultry little number wasn’t in regular rotation. I strode over, somewhat wobbly on heels, which I didn’t wear often for a reason. I raised my chin, attempting to project false confidence to mask my awkward approach.

      Once I reached Diego, I ran my hand over his chest and then peered up at him from under lowered lashes. “Do you like it?”

      His pupils dilated, swallowing some of the blue. “Yeah.”

      “Good.” I steered him back toward my bed and pushed him to sit down on it. “Then sit back, take off your shoes, and enjoy the performance.”

      Turning away from him, I picked up my phone from the dresser and played the song I’d selected earlier. The intro to Whitesnake’s “Still of the Night” surrounded us with my Bluetooth speaker. Diego had sung along in a dramatic rendition of David Coverdale while
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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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