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      Join The Real Werewives for this fun and steamy season with the Alaska Bloodhounds and follow the Werewives as they find love with these wild football players.

      Do you have what it takes to be a Real Werewife?

      Meet the contestants:

      Wildcat

      Hi! I’m Molly.

      So far, my time as a Real Werewife has been a total disaster. I planned to write a book based on my time with the Alaska Bloodhounds, but I’ve been too shy to make a play for any of them. And my deadline is looming. When I find out wide receiver Graham Chase has been reading my super sexy romances, I’m intrigued. I might be in over my head with this dirty talking player, but this lynx shifter is ready to show me what romance is all about.

      Playing to Win

      Hi! I’m Shauna.

      Okay, that’s not my real name. I’m on the run from some goons in Vegas over a gambling debt. My plan as a Real Werewife? Play the long game and never make it on screen. That totally backfires when the three smokin’ hot bear shifters of the offensive line all decide I’m their mate, and production says I need to give them all a chance to stay on the show. But when my past troubles catch up with me, Troy, Corey, and Steele prove they’ll do whatever it takes to keep me safe and win my heart.

      Intercepting Christmas

      Hi! I’m Tessa.

      I’m the executive producer of The Real Werewives of Alaska and my husband managed to surprise me with taping our own episode of the show. Our busy lives have kept us apart, and he’s bringing my daughters and me to a mountain getaway in Idaho for Christmas. But when a rival resurfaces from Cole’s old wolf pack and threatens our family, it rivals any drama we’ve ever had on the show.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WILDCAT

          

        

      

    

    
      Romance readers know me as the sex scene queen, but in real life I’m a shy writer in desperate need of some inspiration after a horrible breakup. I applied to be a Real Werewife to get a little hands-on experience to obliterate a bout of writer’s block.

      It looks like all I’ll get out of this season is stories from the other contestants.

      That’s when I meet lynx shifter Graham Chase.

      This dirty talking player is at the top of his game, both on and off the field. Never do I expect him to wantto film an episode with me. Or for his undivided attention to stir everything up inside me. And when he wants to bring the scenes from my books to life, he’ll give me all the material I need.

      I'm in big trouble.

      Because this bad boy has the power to do more than help me top the charts – he can break my heart all over again.

      

      Find out what happens between the lynx shifter who says he doesn’t believe in fated mates, and the romance writer who’s no longer sure she believes in love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THREE MONTHS AGO

          

        

      

    

    
      “Molly, are you okay?” My roommate Kim dropped her shopping bags in the still-open doorway, her heels clicking as she ran over to me. She stopped short over my body sprawled out in the middle of the living room floor. “Should I call 911?”

      “Only if they send hot, single paramedics.” I’d been in the same pajamas for two—maybe three? —days and was in no shape to be entertaining any sort of company, even if they came armed with a stretcher. “Maybe they’ll give me some inspiration.”

      Kim’s bright pink lips wobbled into a frown. One of those really disappointed looks that bordered on embarrassment. “Writer’s block again?”

      “Yup.” I sat up, smoothing out my hair. “I’ve got to get this book to my editor next week and so far, I’ve got a big nothing burger to send her.”

      “Maybe she can add lettuce and tomato?” Kim chuckled but the disappointment came back when I didn’t laugh with her. She picked up her packages and closed the front door. “Sorry. I wish I knew how to help. I have plenty of dating disaster stories but nothing with a happily ever after.”

      “Me neither.” I wrote steamy romance novels full of alpha males with washboard abs, hot sex, and happy endings. The words came pretty easily while I was in my last relationship. But once my fiancé decided he was actually still in love with his high school sweetheart and he needed to scratch that itch, everything in my life felt like a lie. I realized I had no idea how to get myself, much less my characters, into a forever relationship. The consequences might not be so dire for myself—although I was staring down the barrel of thirty-six with a newly bare ring finger—but it had put my career on life support.

      I’d always been open with my readers when I was living the lie. But now that I was single, I couldn’t bear to come clean with them about why there would be such a gap between books, or why I’d been so quiet lately. I didn’t want them to lose faith in me.

      “The girls will be here soon.” Which was Kim code for get your shit together. Her face brightened. “Come out with us. Drinks and dancing. There’s a new club downtown, but it doesn’t get super crowded. The DJ plays a lot of throwbacks, and the crowd is mellow. I think you’d like it.”

      “You mean old people will be there.” I was ten years older than Kim, and some days it felt like dog years. “Thanks, but I’ll pass. This deadline is no joke. My editor doesn’t have any other open spots until the new year. I already asked. She probably only told me that to light a fire under my butt, and you can see how well that worked.”

      Not only did I not want to feel like the chaperone with Kim and her friends—there was no better reminder I wasn’t in my twenties any more than hanging out with people who were actually in their twenties—but all my going-to-a-club-appropriate clothing was from when I was still with Michael. Every dress, each pair of heels reminded me of a night out with him. I needed a whole life makeover. And I’d do it.

      Once I finished this book.

      “There might be a few old people there. But that’s not why I invited you. I thought maybe you’d get some inspiration—”

      “I’m not picking up a drunk guy in a bar.” I still had scruples, even if Kim had a point. The only guy who I ever invited to the apartment was usually armed with a pizza and, depending on how badly the writing was going that night, possibly an order of mozzarella sticks.

      “No. But people-watching can’t hurt, right? Maybe talking to a few people would give you some ideas for your story. That’s all you need. You’ll figure out a way to make it work in the book.”

      Like it was that easy. Problem was, I had plenty of ideas that sounded great in my head and once I sat down to put them on the screen, there was a logjam. Nothing would come out. And the few words I managed were absolute garbage. I had to keep reminding myself that my editor wasn’t a mind reader, but she could work a miracle or two with some word vomit.

      “I promise I’ll come out with you after I finish the book.” I didn’t even believe it, but it would be enough to end this conversation gracefully.

      “A change of scenery might do you some good.” Kim bit her bright pink lip. I’d lived with her for nine months and I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen her without a full face of makeup. “Hear me out. I saw an ad online for a new TV show. It’s called The Real Werewives of Alaska. They’re looking for women to date the players from that new football team, the Bloodhounds.”

      “The shifter one?” I’d seen the ad too. I hated to admit I was intrigued. I mean, the plot bunnies. How could I not be?

      “Yes, that one. Stop curling your lip. Have you ever dated a shapeshifter? I had a friends-with-benefits arrangement with one in college. The sex was absolutely insane.” She fanned herself. Now I was definitely intrigued. “But he said he was expected to choose his forever mate, and his pack would want him to find another wolf. I wasn’t exactly thinking about forever at the time, but that’s so hot. And it’s perfect for your books.”

      Kim read all my books once she found out what I did for a living. And then gushed about them and talked about my characters like they were real. I was letting her down in more ways than one.

      “I’ll check it out.” I didn’t have to add the rest of it. Once I finish my book. The entire world waited for me once I typed those two magical words: The end.

      “Promise?” she asked. “Just think, what would your heroine do, and then do that.”

      I laughed. “I wish real life was like books.”

      “Maybe it could be.”

      The doorbell rang, and that was my cue to go hide in my bedroom. Kim’s friends were all adorable, even when they weren’t dressed to impress for a night on the town. My pajamas were a little overripe and I wasn’t sure the last time I’d taken my hair out of this bun. It was my deadline uniform.

      Once in my room, I cracked open my laptop, the cursor taunting me on the blank page. I couldn’t get Kim’s suggestions out of my head. The going out one was easy to ignore, but the rest of the conversation stuck with me like melted cheese on the top of a pizza delivery box. Once the girls cleared out of the apartment, I was definitely ordering a pizza. Until then, what would my heroine do? She’d check out The Real Werewives of Alaska website.

      It was for all inspiration, I told myself as I clicked away from my blank document to the internet. The Real Werewives of Alaska was looking for single women between the ages of twenty-one and forty for potential long-term relationships with members of the Alaska Bloodhounds, a brand new all-shifter football team. The show was run by an all-woman crew, which I liked, and they encouraged everyone within that age range to apply, asking us not to self-eliminate. Interesting.

      A page full of beautiful men with short bios followed. Every one of them listed what kind of shifter they were. There were wolves, lions, foxes, bears, lynxes, and a dragon. I recognized some of the players, like Landon Fox and Graham Chase. Michael, my ex, loved football and I used to watch games with him every weekend. I lingered on those familiar names a little longer, star-struck, and I can’t lie—feeling a little devious at the proposition of dating one of my ex’s favorite players.

      Especially a smoking hot one like Graham Chase. He did not make watching football a hardship.

      I’d never dated a shapeshifter before. There weren’t many living in Boston. Most shifters preferred the country, where they had the room to be themselves. And they’d had fated mates, which automatically took them off the market.

      Which made me wonder why these guys needed the help of a dating show to find their mates.

      I couldn’t deny it sounded like the plot of an amazing romance book.

      It couldn’t be worse than staying holed up in my apartment pining away for my ex, and having my roommate give me that look every time she came home from work and I was still in my pajamas.

      Kim was right. It was time for a change of scenery, a new wardrobe, and a whole lot of other new things. Like maybe a forever mate.

      What would your heroine do? Kim’s question echoed in my head. A pink paw print at the top corner of the page asked the question Do you have what it takes to be a Real Werewife?

      It wouldn’t solve any of my problems with this deadline, but there was always another book to write. In the name of research, I clicked on the link and entered my information.

      And for the first time all day, the story came to me. I’d get this book to my editor and with any luck, then I’d be off to Alaska for my own happily ever after.
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      Graham

      A jaded prick like me could still get butterflies in his stomach. This was the kind of play I dreamed about my whole career. Fifteen years. I finally had a chance to make that dream a reality.

      As long as I didn’t fuck it up.

      The clock ticked away the final seconds of the season. The game was knotted up at twenty-one, and the defense for the Vancouver Vipers growled from the other side of the line of scrimmage. They were out for blood. This next play decided which team got the final playoff spot.

      “Cat! Dog! Cat!” Landon Fox barked from the middle of the line. The words had my animal on point. The ball was coming to me. I trained my whole life for this.

      “Hut!”

      I broke away from two Vipers on the line of scrimmage. They had the good sense to consider me a threat in this kind of situation. Not everyone on the Vipers was a shifter, but they’d given us one hell of a game. I ran my route, just like we’d practiced all week, and looked back to the line.

      Fox gave the ball to Sebastian Connall. The defense froze for a second, but that was all Sebastian needed. Our running back had fire in his veins and anytime he touched the ball, he had to be considered. Respected. The rookie was having a breakout season that was most likely continuing into the playoffs.

      I watched his eyes, waiting for his next move. It was what predators did. They read instincts. Problem was, that was what any playoff-worthy defense did too. There was a gap up the middle of the field a mile wide and Sebastian wanted it. He’d want his name to be intertwined with the glory when everyone talked about this play, and how the Alaska Bloodhounds were going to the playoffs in their very first season.

      He could keep the ball and make a break for it. But he was sixty yards from the goal line and we didn’t have the right formation to give him the protection he needed. Here I was worried about me fucking up, never considering I wouldn’t get that chance.

      Sebastian didn’t fuck up.

      The ball came to me with laser precision, and the only one who saw it coming was me. Even with sixty yards to go, Sebastian Connall was the kind of running threat that made defenses forget everyone else on the field. My defenders were only human, and even though they played a hell of a game, they were no match for the Alaska Bloodhounds.

      They had fifty yards to catch me. But they wouldn’t. And they’d have the entire offseason to think about how they could’ve stopped the Bloodhounds from going to the playoffs. But they didn’t.

      We were going to the fucking playoffs. My guys ran down the field, tackling me to the ground in the end zone in celebration.

      Fifteen years playing in the Continental Football Association and this was my first trip to the playoffs. I was considered one of the best wide receivers in the league—it wasn’t just my ego talking—but I had a way of fucking things up. Mainly because I never learned when to keep my mouth shut. Coaches lost patience and my teammates quit on me because they didn’t think I had their backs. So I wound up on shitty teams in their rebuilding years and getting hurt late in the season because I got myself into stupid situations.

      The Bloodhounds saw through my bullshit. They told me this was possible if I was willing to play in their system. It was time to put up and shut up. This was my last chance in the league and I would not fuck it up.

      I lay on the bottom of a pile of sweaty football players, clutching the ball, happier than I’d ever been in my life.

      Once everyone got off me and headed for the locker room to continue the celebration, Landon Fox held his hand out to me. He’d been on some of those same teams—the heartbreakers and the ones that made me question why I put my body and my soul through this year after year. Landon’s hair was gray now, but he hadn’t lost any of his fire.

      “Feels good, doesn’t it?” He slapped my shoulder as we walked headlong into a throng of reporters. A few of them had intercepted Sebastian already.

      “It’s unreal.” We could win the whole thing. It was always the dream, but now it was the reality. “I thought I’d be ready for this, after the season we had. But I can’t fucking believe it.”

      Fox had been to the championship before. Had the big, gaudy ring as a souvenir of his win. The reporters were closing in, and he turned me back to the end zone. The crowd was still going wild in the stands, even more so when I pumped my fist at them.

      “This is my last run.” Fox put his hands on my shoulders. Flashes went off all around us. The reporters knew whatever he was going to say was important. “But it’s your first. Of many, I hope. Don’t fuck this up, Graham. You won’t get another chance like this.”

      I closed my eyes, letting Fox handle the reporter’s questions as the words washed over me. You won’t get another chance like this.

      That was what hit me the hardest. I was all out of chances.
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      Coach liked having us up in Holiday Falls, Alaska. No distractions, he claimed. Ha. Having a new team in the CFA was a big fucking deal, so much that we got a TV show in our honor. The Real Werewives of Alaska. A dating show full of beautiful human women who decided fangs and fur were as sexy as muscles and millions. Some of the guys on the team had settled down with the ladies, claiming they’d found their forever mates.

      I thought it was bullshit.

      A human couldn’t be our forever mate. I’d been with more human women than I ever wanted to count. My animal never said, hey, this woman is the one. No. Instead he said, have a good time because this isn’t forever. Nothing is.

      So I did as I was told. I was a lynx and I didn’t have a pack outside the team. I hunted alone and that included the Werewives.

      Our final regular season game had been on the road and the Werewives made sure we came home to a celebration. Bass pumped out of the practice bubble, which had quickly become party central. More reporters and fans welcomed us back. I’d spent most of the flight doing satellite interviews. Everyone wanted to know what it was like to make the catch.

      Fucking amazing. It was never going to get old.

      I was still floating on cloud nine on my way into the bubble, rehearsing the answers to the questions the local reporters were sure to ask me. And that was how I got tackled by Tessa Williams.

      The toughest player in the league had never suited up for a game.

      “Nice catch, Chase,” she said as she expertly hooked her arm through mine and led me away from the crowd. Let Sebastian and Fox handle the reporters. I had my hands full with Tessa. “You’re the hero of Holiday Falls.”

      For years she’d been a take-no-prisoners sports reporter who saw right through my bullshit excuses about why I never carried my share of the load. Then she’d hung up her microphone and picked up a camera. Tessa was the executive producer of The Real Werewives of Alaska. And I had thought she was tough in the locker room. I had no idea what tough was.

      “No good deed goes unpunished, I see.” I slipped my arm from hers and crossed them in front of my chest. I didn’t have ten other guys on the field anymore. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

      She shook her head with a chuckle. “The whole world heard Fox’s little speech to you on the field after the game. I’d like to extend that concept to my Werewives.”

      Don’t fuck this up… you won’t get another chance like this. I narrowed my eyes in confusion. “I don’t see the correlation.”

      “Of course you don’t. Let me spell it out for you.” Tessa mirrored my posture, crossing her arms in front of her like we were in battle. She circled me. “My ladies are swapping war stories about you. Rumor has it you’re a hell of a lay but you are not forever mate material. They’re warning the newcomers to stay the hell away from Graham Chase.”

      That hit below the belt. “So what’s the ultimatum?”

      “Since you can’t seem to make a choice, I’m making one for you.” Tessa stopped in front of me, looking so fucking satisfied with herself. “Your next Werewife is your last. I’m not letting you use the show as your own personal brothel anymore. Treat her well, Chase. You might be pleasantly surprised.”

      I’d been cut off. “I suppose you’ve got some ideas on who that lucky lady might be?”

      Tessa grinned, loosening her grip on her arms. “If you’re ready for some serious dating, I can make a suggestion.”

      “And if I’m not?”

      She shrugged. “No more Werewives.”

      My animal growled, but I shook him off. I had enough shit to deal with without him making things messier. “Didn’t think you played matchmaker.”

      “Usually don’t have to.” She took a step closer, knowing she had me where she wanted me. By the balls. “Are you going to play nice?”

      “Which one is she?”

      She brightened. “Molly Clarke.”

      I took a second to think about it. “Which one is Molly?”

      “She bartends at Ocho.”

      “The shy one?” If I was thinking of the right lady, she couldn’t even look me in the eye without blushing when she made a drink. No. My animal put his foot down. This was a trap. “I don’t think we’ll be a good match, Tessa.”

      She stopped me by putting her hand on my shoulder when I tried to pass. Tessa Williams had final say over every single thing that transpired between the Bloodhounds and the Werewives. “Did you know she writes romance novels?”

      That was cool. “I didn’t.”

      “They’re smoking hot. Like, shut the door and need a moment to yourself hot. Maybe you should read them.”

      “Maybe I will.” Now I was interested. But I wasn’t giving Tessa the satisfaction of asking for a title. I’d find the books on my own and check them out. Maybe shy Molly would be interested in acting out some of those hot scenes in real life. “Can I go now? There’s a couple of reporters I’d like to talk to before they head out.”

      Tessa taught me a lesson long ago: it was in my best interests to keep the press on my side. I’d been labeled as unpredictable early in my career and I needed all the friends I could get.

      “Yeah, go.” She stepped aside. “And Graham?”

      I turned to face her. She stood alone in the shadows, in stark contrast to the bright lights and the crowd that waited for me. “Yeah?”

      “Don’t underestimate my Werewives.”
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      Molly

      The competition in Holiday Falls wasn’t limited to the gridiron. Battle waged daily in the Werewife compound too. There were very few rules for catching the eye of a Bloodhound, and the ladies played to win. The more elusive the player, the harder the game was played.

      Many Werewives initially had their eye on Landon Fox, until his ex showed up, and then everyone fell in love with Jenna, including Landon. So he was off the market. Now there was one Bloodhound left who the Werewives considered a championship conquest.

      Graham Chase.

      Many Werewives had tried to nail him down, but all had failed. Graham Chase was a smokin’ hot wide receiver who’d made a career of eluding tackles. His skill in his professional life translated into his personal life. Graham was a lynx shifter who refused to take a mate.

      A hot fuck. A dirty talker. A giant red flag.

      I couldn’t lie, I wanted him.

      But I was terrified. Not of Graham Chase. On the surface, what was the worst thing that could happen? I’d have some super-hot sex and get a wild tale for my book. And I’d get to spite my ex, so bonus points for that. On paper, Graham Chase was just what the doctor ordered.

      But what if I couldn’t figure out a way to get a character like Graham across the happily ever after finish line? I wasn’t thinking about my books anymore. I wasn’t asking for a friend. This was about me. My latest book still wasn’t done, the season was coming to a close, and it was looking like I didn’t have what it took to be a Real Werewife.

      I didn’t have writer’s block. It was a full-on assault on my belief in love and I had no idea how to fix it.

      The tiny crowd at Ocho went wild when the Bloodhounds pulled off their trick play in their regular season final game, against the Vipers. Sebastian Connall was supposed to run the ball. My opinion was shared by the defense, who froze in place as he let the ball fly, sailing over their heads and into the waiting arms of Graham, who ran it into the end zone as the clock expired, punching the Bloodhounds’ ticket to the playoffs.

      “Champagne for everybody.” Jenna tackled me in a hug, then reached behind me and handed me a bottle of champagne. Not the cheap stuff that we used when couples came to celebrate special occasions, either. She owned the place so she could give out the good stuff. The Werewives were just as much a part of this win as the guys on the field.

      “Even Fiona?” I cocked a brow. Jenna and Landon’s daughter was barely old enough to be a Werewife, but that didn’t stop her from immediately snagging a Bloodhound. She was decked out in the jersey of her mate, Tyler Jones, dancing in the middle of the restaurant with our show producer, Tessa.

      “Hell no.” Jenna laughed, shaking her head. “She’ll probably wind up doing body shots off Tyler at the party later tonight. There’s no need to give her a head start.”

      I nodded, jumping when the cork popped out of the bottle. I was envious of a girl half my age. Not because she found her mate, but because she was completely fearless. No matter what she did, she couldn’t fail.

      “Hey.” Jenna leaned against the bar and handed me a glass of champagne from the line of them I filled. She clinked hers against mine and took a long sip and waited for me to do the same. “There are a lot of football left. These guys are going all the way and so are you.”

      Our Real Werewives of Alaska contracts plainly stated if we didn’t find a mate by the end of the season, we were done with the show. Even though some unsuccessful couples would get an episode, they were only interested in the couples with compelling stories.

      I understood their reasoning. I was also in the business of selling the fantasy.

      And my fantasy was totally broken.

      “I don’t want to go home.” I didn’t have a home to go to. What I’d left, my life with Michael, even my room in the apartment with Kim, no longer existed. “And I don’t want to tell my readers I couldn’t find my forever mate.”

      Or that I had no idea how I’d finish this book, the one about my own life.

      “It’s scary to put yourself out there,” Jenna said.

      “I came to Alaska.” Four thousand miles from home.

      “Yeah, but have you been out with any of the guys?”

      I shook my head. I’d interviewed a lot of the Werewives and I’d watched the dates like some sort of creep in the name of research, but I failed to capture the imagination of any of the Bloodhounds. I couldn’t blame my age—Jenna was older than me, and Delilah, another Werewife who’d found her mate, was my age. I took good care of myself. I could’ve skipped the occasional pizza or desert or this glass of champagne that was already empty, but I liked those things too much to deny myself. Mostly, I was still suffering from the blunt force trauma of the end of my last relationship, and that voice that wasn’t so little anymore that screamed it was my fault.

      And I was fangirling over Graham Chase. I couldn’t even look him in the eye when he came to the bar.

      “Tonight I want you to at least go talk to one of them. Congratulate him on the win. Totally easy way to break the ice. Shifters like the hunt, remember that. But not one of them will notice you if you don’t pursue him. There’s too many Werewives sending strong signals. They don’t have to come looking for us. Go out there and get what you want.”

      I miscounted in the excitement so there was one full glass left on the bar. I snatched it, telling myself I was doing a good deed by downing it before Fiona got her hands on it. “Okay.”

      What did I want? Scorching hot passion mixed with some sweet moments wrapped in a sexy package. All the things that critics said made romance novels unrealistic. I thought I had it with Michael until he sent my world crashing down around me.

      “I couldn’t help overhearing your conversation.” Tessa gave me an apologetic smile when I jumped. I’d been so wrapped up in Jenna’s challenge and my own fantasy, I never saw her coming. Good thing I hadn’t been out on the field today because I would’ve been run over.

      “If you have a Bloodhound in mind, I can make it happen. We’ll spotlight you tonight.”

      My heart skipped a beat. Even if nothing came out of her offer, the exposure on the show would be good for my career. Every day I fought to get my name out there as an author. That’s why I was here. Nothing like being on the top-rated show on TV to move a book or two.

      But then I’d have more people looking for this new book that I couldn’t finish.

      I glanced back at Jenna, who nodded in her mom-like way that said she thought this was a good idea.

      “I’m in,” I said.

      Tessa’s grin was a mix of surprise and relief. I had a feeling she’d come over to tell me to book a flight home. This was my last chance. Just like the game. Fourth and season.

      “Which Bloodhound do you have your eye on?” she asked.

      “Graham Chase,” I blurted out before I could second guess myself. Holy shit, what did I just do?

      Jenna gasped and grabbed my shoulder. The champagne had gone straight to my head because the room kept moving even after I stopped.

      “Are you crazy?” she asked.

      “Maybe.” I shrugged, giggling. No more bubbly for me. “I want to see if the hype is true.”

      “You’re setting yourself up for disaster.” Jenna shook her head.

      “Maybe not.” Tessa drummed her fingers on the bar. I realized that last glass of champagne I’d poured was actually for her. Whoops. “Maybe my shy author is just what the lynx needs.”

      “Don’t you dare put her in the line of fire for ratings,” Jenna said.

      “I can hear you.” I appreciated Jenna looking out for me, but I wasn’t that much of a lost cause. To snap out of my funk, I needed the major shot of adrenaline that only a hot-as-fuck player like Graham could provide.

      Tessa glared at Jenna. “You know I’d never do that. I’m saying I see potential. If Werewives have taught me anything this season, it’s to trust my instincts.”

      Jenna shook her head. “As the person responsible for raising the female version of Graham Chase—”

      “Who’s now mated to the sweetest guy on the Bloodhounds—”

      “True, but lightning doesn’t often strike twice.” Jenna sighed. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had to pick up the pieces for guys like Tyler who weren’t so lucky.”

      They were back to talking about me like I wasn’t even in the room. “There won’t be any pieces to pick up. It’s strictly for my book. Who says I can’t play the player?”

      Tessa and Jenna shared a look that said neither of them thought I could play the player.

      “Nobody’s asking me to do anything I don’t want to do,” I reminded them. “Maybe the lynx doesn’t have a fated mate. But I have three sex scenes that need to be written for my next book and I’m out of ideas.”

      “That’s my girl.” Fiona appeared behind Tessa and frowned. “No more champagne?”

      Jenna groaned. “No. And don’t go giving her suggestions for the book, either.”

      “You’re the one who started the dirty book club, Mom.” Fiona wriggled her eyebrows. “What is it that you say, Tessa? You don’t script but you’re not afraid to give us a shove in the right direction?”

      “It’s a nudge,” Tessa said. “Whatever happens tonight, I’m excited that you want to take this chance, Molly. All the Werewives love you and your books and it’s about time one of the Bloodhounds sees you for who you really are. Even if it is Graham Chase.”
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      “I think you should ditch the little black dress and go for a strategically altered Graham Chase jersey with nothing underneath.” Fiona frowned at my reflection in the mirror.

      “Those are see through!” I cried. The player jerseys were full of holes so the guys wouldn’t overheat on the field.

      She shrugged. “If the night goes as planned, he’ll be seeing a lot more than that.”

      “Fiona,” her mom grumbled.

      I hated to admit Fiona had a point. This dress was a total snooze. I might have worn it to a funeral. “This is worse than trying on bathing suits. And the whole world gets to see it.”

      Tessa and her crew huddled on my roommate Shauna’s bed. She’d already headed to the party.

      “Your readers will love it.” Naomi, Sebastian Connall’s mate, had joined us, sitting on my bed with Jenna. I had my own personal judging panel. “They’re real people just like you. And now they get to see the behind the scenes story of how you find your mate. I would’ve loved some footage like this for Naomi Harts Travel.”

      Naomi ran a travel blog and was much better at promotion than me.

      I pulled the dress over my head, cameras be damned. “There’s got to be a happy medium between this and Fiona’s suggestion. Something that means I don’t have to wear Spanx. Nothing’s less sexy in the heat of the moment that a hot guy trying to get me out of my girdle. This thing will snap us both against the wall.”

      It was time to get naked with an Alaska Bloodhound. That meant not hiding behind overly aggressive spandex or my misconceptions about love. If I wanted to move forward, I had to let it all hang out.

      Jenna and Naomi mobilized, taking to my closet. They pulled things out, shaking their heads and shoving the garments back in.

      I was losing control of this situation fast. “There’s a sparkly blue dress in the back of the closet. I bought it during a drunken online shopping spree and I’ve never had a chance to wear it.”

      Not exactly true. It was far sexier than anything I'd ever owned. I bought it the night I received the invite to be a Real Werewife. In my wine-soaked logic, it was the dawn of a new era. One where I wasn’t too shy to look Graham Chase in the eye when I served him his beer. But when I arrived in Alaska, I fell into old patterns. I’d packed my fears and self-imposed limitations and brought them with me when I left Boston.

      My epic breakup wasn’t the wakeup call it should’ve been. It was the writer’s block. I’d been dumped before. Michael wasn’t the first one to blindside me. But I always still believed in love, for myself and for my characters. It would take a lot more than pretty dresses and CFM heels for me to change my mind.

      Going after Graham Chase was career suicide.

      The girls whistled low when I put the dress on. I had to agree, I looked hot. I’d curled my long, dark hair, and had half a tube of mascara framing my green eyes. Fiona swiped some sparkly pink gloss on my lips.

      “You should wear this every day,” Naomi said. “You’ll have every single Bloodhound drooling.”

      “All it takes is one.” Jenna grinned, spinning me away from the mirror so the camera could get a better angle on the dress.

      “I’d love to see them fighting over you.” Fiona pushed a curl over my shoulder. “Once the offseason starts, I think Coach should make them all read your books. Holy hell.”

      “They’re already reading them.” Naomi wiggled her eyebrows. “Oh, and I meant to tell you, thank you. From me and Sebastian.”

      “I don’t have until the offseason. If I don’t find a mate before the last game, I’m off the show.” And if the Bloodhounds didn’t win their next game, next week I’d be emptying out my closet for a very different reason.

      “Oh,” the girls all said. I had no trouble making girlfriends and starting a new life in Alaska. But I was also the freeloading Werewife who’d racked up zero dates. I’d kind of missed the point of the show.

      “I’ll make sure that doesn’t happen,” Tessa said.

      Fiona turned to her. “You don’t script shows.”

      “No, I don’t, but I’m not afraid to take things into my own hands when it’s best for the viewers, and especially for my Werewives. Molly’s an important part of our community and production won’t let me keep her here if she’s not actively trying to find a mate. So we’re going to actively help her.”

      I kept my groan to myself. I’d refused this exact kind of help before. I wasn’t willing to admit the dating game had changed while I was with Michael. Or face the fact that whatever I was offering wasn’t enough. After all, I was a catch, damn it.

      The romance writer was afraid of another rejection.

      “Ready to go?” Tessa asked. “I need to get the crew set up at the practice facility before the team arrives. Molly, you’re not bartending tonight. Don’t worry about anything but having fun with the girls. I’ll take care of Graham.”

      That’s exactly what I was afraid of.
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      Molly

      Tonight, I was the predator. Constantly looking over my shoulder, waiting for the Bloodhounds to arrive. Tessa’s suggestion to have fun with my friends would be short-lived. The minute the guys walked in the door, all mated Werewives would flock to them in congratulations. I wouldn’t exactly be alone. There were other Werewives on the bubble, as they said in the football world, in danger of not making it to the next round.

      I couldn’t think about that.

      But when the first cheer rang through the room, over the music, I froze. The DJ changed the song to the one played at the stadium every time the Bloodhounds scored a touchdown.

      They were here.

      One by one, they filed in. The uniforms were long gone, replaced by button-down shirts and suit jackets. Graham walked in with Landon, and my heart skipped a beat.

      Graham looked good enough to eat. His shaggy dark brown hair was mussed like he’d just run his hand through it, and he had the beginnings of a playoff beard.

      I imagined the burn of his whiskers against my skin, and what those strong hands could do to the rest of my body…

      Tessa squeezed my hand. The girls, as predicted, had disappeared into the arms of their mates. I’d been lost in a daydream and I wished I had a chance to follow it to the end. I wanted to excuse myself so I could write it all down, but with this kind of grip, Tessa had already decided I was a flight risk.

      “I talked to him,” she said, winking at me.

      Oh, no. “What did you say?”

      “I suggested that he talk to you, that’s all.” Tessa’s face lit up when Graham glanced over at us.

      My body tensed. I’d never experienced anxiety like this before. Well, maybe before a book release but never about a man. It wasn’t that Graham was one of the most celebrated football players in the Continental Football Association. Or that Michael used to wear his jersey during the games and curse him when they lost the games.

      It was me.

      “He’s really just a big teddy bear. The key is you can’t put up with his shit.” Tessa’s voice was tunneling out and then getting louder. “I’m not supposed to influence any of the pairings, but all the Werewives love you and I want the viewers to get the chance to do the same.”

      I broke away from her before I lost my nerve. I couldn’t feel my legs as I approached Graham. He stood alone by the bar. I couldn’t believe none of the other single Werewives had approached him yet. Graham Chase might not have a forever mate, but I seldom saw him alone. I had no idea if he’d realize I was the same woman who pushed drinks at him from behind the bar at Ocho without giving him a second glance. Or if I even wanted to be that shy girl who was afraid of the big cat anymore.

      I couldn’t believe I was doing this.

      “Congratulations,” I blurted out. I had no idea what to do with my hands.

      Heat radiated off Graham as he leaned against the bar. He looked like a guy who belonged in one of my books. Too good—or in this case, bad—to be true. That was why it was so hard to look at him. It was like seeing a lie come to life.

      “Thanks.” His gaze raked slowly over my body. Nope, he had no idea who I was. “That’s quite a dress.”

      “I bought it when I was drunk.” I did not just say that.

      He burst out laughing. “What else do you do when you’re drunk, Molly?”

      So he did know who I was. The feeling returned to my legs, along with a tingling between my thighs that was practically begging me to tell him to do something about it. “I write books.”

      He nodded. The air between us had become electrified. How did that happen?

      “I haven’t had a chance to read them yet, but the guys on the team rave about them,” he said.

      “Really?” The Werewives started a Molly Clarke book club, and crowned me the sex scene queen, which I loved. So much. But I couldn’t picture a bunch of football players doing the same.

      “Really. And we’ve all been wondering how someone who writes books like that can be so shy in real life.”

      The heat was spreading from my lady parts—if this was one of my books, I’d use a much stronger word for that region—through my veins. My skin was about to melt right off me.

      “Because the books aren’t real life.” I wasn’t sure if he’d even hear me. Heat singed the words, making them a whisper.

      “But you’re not shy tonight.” Graham reached for my hand. If I thought the heat inside my body was unbearable, it was nothing compared to his touch. He really had walked out of the pages of one of my books, playing the part of the one no woman could tame.

      I was losing my nerve as he ran his fingers over mine. There was nothing innocent about the way the rough pad of his thumb rubbed my skin. His gray gaze burned into mine as he repeated the motion, and all I could think about was him doing the same thing to my lady parts.

      Graham stepped closer, tightening his grip over my hand. Just like Tessa, he knew I was a flight risk. “Did you come to play with the wild cat?”

      He leaned in, his breath hot against my neck. He was going to kiss me. Or do... something.

      I pulled away from him. “I just wanted to say congratulations.”

      Spinning on my heel, I ran into the crowd, bouncing off Naomi and Sebastian, straight into Fiona and Tyler. I prayed they’d been too busy, lost in each other, to see what I was running from. And I didn’t want Graham to follow me. I hadn’t expected anxiety to come down like a hammer. I wanted that kiss. To see if I was like Sleeping Beauty and his kiss was the thing to break this horrible spell over me.

      I stumbled over to the couches in the corner. It was still early and they hadn’t been filled with frisky couples looking for a little privacy away from the cameras yet. I sank down on the cushion, burying my head in my hands. This was it. I didn’t have what it took to be a Real Werewife.

      But the problem was, I knew I did. Those sex scenes I wrote, those desires, they were inside me, begging to be set free. But if I walked away first, Graham couldn’t reject me.

      I felt the heat before I looked up. How did I already know his scent? It was a mix of something woodsy and vanilla, like he’d just come out of the forest instead of getting off a plane. Or he’d baked something delicious. Damn Graham Chase for smelling like every good thing.

      “I’m sorry,” I said when I picked up my head. He was even bigger when I was sitting down. “I just—”

      He shook his head and sat beside me. “Sometimes I come on a little strong.”

      It wasn’t an apology, it was a statement. And I also knew Tessa had put him up to this. Which I realized made him totally safe. That concept wasn’t often associated with Graham Chase.

      “I had a really bad breakup. Didn’t see it coming,” I said.

      “And you don’t know what the hell you did wrong.” Graham finished the story for me. “You keep going over it in your head until you realize everything was fucked up from the get go. And it’s like a holy shit moment but you have no idea how to fix it.”

      I couldn’t believe he managed to get me to laugh. My relationship was still an open wound, festering in the light. And he identified my major malfunction immediately.

      “Exactly. And it makes me…not sure I believe in love anymore. Which wouldn’t be such a problem. But I haven’t been able to write because I don’t believe my stories can have a happy ending.” Why was I telling him all my troubles like he’d brought me into the Werewives confessional room?

      “Forget about the ending.” His hand was on top of mine on my thigh. This time it was much more natural for him to be touching me. Like we had some sort of connection. That was dangerous. “Concentrate on all the stuff in the middle. That’s the good shit.”

      “You mean the sex.” I laughed. I didn’t think Graham read too many romance books.

      “Of course I mean the sex. The guys skim the books looking for the good parts.” The skin around his eyes crinkled when he teased me. A mix of confidence and experience, and it was sexy as hell.

      “It’s all the good part.” This was the problem with writing sexy books. All anyone cared about was the sex. I put so much time and care into crafting my characters that they became real to me, and I got a little overprotective toward them.

      “What’s your favorite part of your books?” he asked.

      Easy. “The moment the characters realize they’re in love.”

      Graham tipped his head. “Then why are you so concerned with getting to the end, like it’s more important than the rest of the story?”

      His question took my breath away. “Good point.”

      I could’ve told him it was because I never got the ending right, but if the story was good, no one ever wanted it to end. Readers would beg me for another installment, for more time with that couple. But I didn’t, because for the first time in my entire career, I realized the end didn’t matter.

      Mind blown.

      “So I think, before you ran away from me, we were talking about that dress and the things you like to do when you’re drunk.” The lights from the dance floor reflected in his eyes.

      At the beginning of this conversation, that would’ve rattled me. Not anymore. “Actually, I came over to congratulate you on that amazing catch.”

      “So you know I’m good with my hands.” He squeezed mine before letting it go. “That catch means so much to me because I’ve never been to the playoffs before. Fifteen years in the league.”

      “Wow.” He was such a good player, that seemed impossible.

      “I’m not good at endings either, Molly.” I thought he’d try to kiss me again, but he didn’t. Instead, he got up and walked away.
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      Graham

      She looked into her lover’s eyes, and he gave her a slow, sultry grin before he picked up the bottle of oil from the warmer. Her body rose from the bed as the first drops of hot oil hit her skin. It sent a flood of sensations through her body, ignited by his touch. He ran his hands over her breasts, circling her nipples before leaning down to take one into his mouth. She knotted her fingers in his hair, pulling him closer to her, wishing she could keep him forever.

      But she knew she couldn’t.

      Molly Clarke kept me up all night. And I didn’t even bring her home with me. I lay in bed, with my phone in one hand, and my cock in the other. Ever since I’d walked away from her at the party, mumbling some bullshit about being bad at ending things, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. My lynx was so pissed at me. She’d stuck a nerve, with that sparkly dress and her naked candor.

      And I didn’t know what to do about it. She’d stirred a feeling inside me that I was completely unfamiliar with.

      I’d been out with a few of the Werewives and got labeled a player. Some of the ladies considered me something to be conquered. My animal liked that, in the moment, but now he couldn’t stop thinking about Molly.

      The two of you are exactly alike, he said.

      What? She was shy and unsure of herself and I was anything but.

      That shit doesn’t matter. My animal never hesitated to give it to me straight. And you know exactly how you’re like her. It’s the reason you walked away from her.

      I couldn’t be bothered with my lynx’s shit when I had a book to read.

      He didn’t give a fuck what I wanted. You’re afraid you’re never going to find your mate. That’s how you’re alike.

      But you did. He added when I didn’t answer him. And you walked away from her.

      What the fuck? I didn’t have a forever mate. Not Molly, not any of the Werewives. Or did I? I lay in bed, the watery morning light casting shadows over my body. I put my phone down, let go of my deflating cock, and closed my eyes, imagining the scene I was reading before I was so rudely interrupted by my animal.

      But as the scene progressed, it was my hands massaging the oil into Molly’s stomach, her thighs, and tracing the cleft between her legs. It was easy to picture her shuddering, like she didn’t want to let herself go but my touch was overwhelming. I wanted to tear her walls down and make her believe in herself.

      Oh, shit. My animal was onto something.

      Of course I am. You have to believe in yourself first, my animal said. Or else she’ll never buy it.

      Shut up, lynx. Stop getting in the way of a perfectly good fantasy.

      Where was I? Oh yeah. Imagining how that scene ended. My lips were on her nipple, drawing it to a hard peak with my tongue before moving down her body. Her stomach rose and fell with each breath, like a storm raged inside her, begging to be set free. She grasped my cock as I crawled on the bed, and now that storm was inside me, too. Her hand moved the length of my shaft. But I didn’t stop to position myself to fuck her mouth, like the selfish prick I usually was. I kept moving until my tongue reached the line of hair above her cleft, darting into her pussy.

      It wasn’t just the sex scene that had me hot and bothered. The book was good. I was falling in love with the woman on the page, because the author had shown me just enough of herself that I could tell the character was autobiographical. The guy was nothing like me though. He was way too nice.

      Now I needed to see how Molly ended the scene. See if we were really alike after all.

      A notification covered the text. Tessa. Fuck.

      Meet me at my office as soon as you get your ass out of bed.

      You fucked things up again… my animal groaned. The difference was this time I cared. Not that Tessa was going to cut me off from my Werewife supply, but because I wanted to see Molly again, and I had a feeling the way I ended last night looked a lot worse than I meant it to.

      I wasn’t lying when I said I didn’t know how to end things.

      Either I’d lay in bed and follow this fantasy until I came all over my sheets, or go hear my sentence. At one point in the season, I would’ve blown Tessa off. Played a literal game of cat and mouse with her until she came for me. Because I liked to see how far I could push things. I liked to watch the edges crack before I decided if I wanted to put them back together.

      But this time, I wasn’t going to let her use Molly as a pawn in her game. No. I thought over last night, wondering what the hell she did to cast a spell on me. If it was as simple as my lynx said—that we were both afraid we’d never find our mate, or if it was the way she unapologetically told me she was drunk when she bought the dress I complimented. After reading her book, I knew she had a passion inside her that was bursting at the seams, begging to be set free.

      Coach made us dress up for travel. A button-down shirt and a suit jacket were the minimum. He’d let us decide if we wanted to wear a tie or jeans, but he said that we needed to show respect for the game. Look like professionals. That was exactly how I was going to treat this meeting. Because after fifteen years in the league, I could say one thing with absolute certainty—Tessa Williams was no joke.

      When I walked into her office an hour later, she raised an eyebrow. “You look good.”

      We were in the living room of one of the condos at the Werewife Compound. I’d lingered in my car for a little too long, hoping to catch a glimpse of Molly on her way to work. Like I was back in junior high and I didn’t know how to get a woman. Now that I had that skill mastered, I had to learn how to keep one.

      “I figured this might be the last time I was on camera.”

      Tessa sighed and motioned for me to sit. “Tell me what happened.”

      “What did she say?”

      She shook her head. “Not what I asked, Chase. Tell me your side of the story.”

      So I did, complete with the drunk shopping and her confession that she didn’t believe in love. “How much do you know about shifters?” I asked.

      “Enough that I won’t think it’s bullshit if your animal told you to hightail it out of there.”

      “He didn’t. He’s pretty pissed at me.” I knotted my fingers together in my lap, hesitant to say the words out loud. “I like her.”

      “Listen, I can work with things not being smooth as long as you give me something to work with. It actually makes for better TV.”

      I picked my head up. “Are you filming now?”

      “No. This is off the record. Think of it as a production meeting.” She scribbled something on the notepad in front of her. “And I’m glad you’re giving me some good TV, because if I can’t get Molly an episode, I have to send her home.”

      No, my animal said. “So it’s a double elimination.”

      “Sort of, only I can’t get rid of you.”

      “You’re the one who came to the Alaska Bloodhounds, looking to find us love.” I never thought the hard ass sports reporter I spent my career avoiding would be the one to find me a mate.

      Hell, before now, I never thought I had a forever mate. Now I was entertaining the idea, and I liked the possibilities.

      “Just like you, I like to exploit opportunities. Run through the openings no one else sees.” She sighed. “I didn’t think it would be mission impossible.”

      Tessa had been such a good sports reporter because she knew how to draw things out of players they wouldn’t tell anyone else. It wasn’t that she was first with the story, but she always got the good stuff. That was why people were tuning into The Real Werewives week after week. She knew how to get the story.

      “I have no idea how to do this.”

      She drew back, narrowing her eyes in confusion. “Do what?”

      “I’ve never dated anyone with the long game in mind.” It was hard to say out loud. “I’m always out to get what I can for the night.”

      “Do you want more?” she asked. Her edges softened every time she got the truth out of me.

      “Yeah.” I thought about what brought on the change. I’d only talked to Molly for a matter of minutes. But my lynx knew something I couldn’t put into words. “Before this season, I never thought I’d be on a team that made the playoffs. I figured once I retired, I’d be forgotten. I wouldn’t have the titles or the rings. So I was getting what I could. But it wasn’t enough. Being on this team, I know there’s more. And I’m finally ready for it.”

      “I wish I recorded that. That was damn good.” Tessa leaned forward. “I have an idea. Let Molly take the lead. She’s here because she’s having trouble writing her books. Maybe the two of you could do things like she writes in her one of her stories.”

      I closed my eyes and my lynx purred, that scene from this morning burned into my memory. “I like that idea.”

      “I really thought I’d be tossing you off the show on your ass after last night.” Tessa grinned. “You’re surprising me, Graham. And I like it.”
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      “Have you ever written a shifter romance?” I startled Molly with my question. Back in the daylight, behind the bar at Ocho in her jeans and T-shirt, she wasn’t as bold as she was in the nighttime.

      Good to know. My damn lynx was always on the prowl. Listening to him, running around on nothing but animal instinct had gotten me into trouble in the past. And it was what brought me here.

      She shook her head, avoiding eye contact as she wiped a rag on the bar. I hadn’t noticed last night that her nails had been painted the same sparkly blue as her dress. That part of her was still there. “I’d never met a shifter before I came to Alaska. Didn’t put one in a book because I didn’t think I’d get it right.”

      Now I was intrigued. “Does that mean all your books are based on things that actually happened?”

      Her cheeks pinked as she looked up at me. “Don’t I wish.”

      Make it happen, my lynx rumbled.

      The rag stopped moving. Those glittery nails were the center of my universe. “Have you read my books?” she asked.

      “Just the one with the hot oil.” I expected her lips to part. And damn if she didn’t look like she did in that fantasy I had about her this morning. She was beautiful, especially with just a touch of makeup and her hair piled on top of her head.

      Wild, my lynx agreed. Teach her not to be afraid of her power.

      That was exactly what I could do for her. Even if we couldn’t go all the way. If Molly could affect me like that with a fictional character, I was downright excited to find out what she could do in real life.

      “But that wasn’t the only thing that made the story hot. I can’t remember the last time I read a book. And it definitely wasn’t a romance.” I chuckled. Molly’s books had been making the rounds in the Bloodhounds locker room and I stupidly hadn’t believed the hype. “You made me care about those characters. I wanted them to be together. And I saw a little bit of you in Carrie’s character.”

      “There’s a little bit of me in all my characters,” she said. Her body had relaxed. Molly was more comfortable talking about her books than herself. So I’d talk about her books until the lines blurred.

      “Are all your books that hot?”  If they were, I had a goddess standing in front of me. My animal was excited about that, and for once, we were on the same page.

      A slow smirk spread across her face, the worlds colliding. “I may have been called the sex scene queen a time or two.”

      My cock threatened to burst through my jeans. “And you’re telling me this now?”

      She shrugged, that delicious flash of confidence waning. “I didn’t think the kind of guys I write about exist in real life.”

      “But you wrote about them. And you didn’t write about shifters for the same reason.”

      Her gaze was far away. I wondered what was going on in that head. “I never pictured myself with a shifter.”

      “Can you?” I asked. “Picture yourself with a shifter?”

      Her gaze was as bold as it was when she marched up to me last night. It raked over me, like she was memorizing every detail of my body. This woman had my imagination running wild.

      “Can now,” she said softly.

      I pressed my lips together to keep the purr inside me. Even though I had a feeling Molly would like that a lot. But there would be an art to showing her my wild side. Art was something a writer understood. It was imperfect and messy, but it was beautiful because only the creator could bring it to life in just that way. And I’d let her show me how to do it. Stroke by stroke.

      “Why don’t we pretend we’re characters in one of your books. Show me what kind of date a shifter would take his girl on.” I ran my hand over my beard. I was usually clean shaven, but I’d been waiting my whole life to grow a playoff beard.

      Her eyes
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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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