
  
    
      DEMON FLAMES

    

    
      
        M.J. Haag

        Becca Vincenza

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Sneak peek of Demon Ash

      

      
        Series Reading Order

      

      
        Also by Becca Vincenza

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019, 2017 Melissa Haag

      

      All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without express written permission from the author.

      

      
        
        ISBN 978-1-943051-02-1 (eBook Edition)

        ISBN 978-1-973720-95-9 (CreateSpace Paperback Edition)

        ISBN 978-1-943051-27-4 (Paperback Edition)

      

      

      

      The characters and events in this book are fictitious.  Any similar to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

      

      
        
        Editing by Ulva Eldridge

        Cover design by Shattered Glass Publishing LLC

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To every dessert and candy ever invented,

        This is what happens when writing on a sugar high.
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        A world destroyed.

        A species returned.

      

      

      

      
        
        As hellhounds continue to roam and the zombie plague spreads, Drav leads Mya to the source of her troubles—Ernisi, an underground Atlantis and Drav’s home.  There Mya learns that the shadowy demons, who’ve helped devastate her world, are not what they seem.

      

        

      
        Trapped in Ernisi, Mya tries to convince Drav to return her to the surface so she can continue her search for her family.  However, he’s determined to keep her where he knows she’ll be safe.  When Mya falls ill, Drav must choose between her and his people.
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      It was all so surreal.  The continual ringing in my ears added to the despair of realizing the world around us was being bombed to hell.  Drav’s fingers bit into my side with each jarring stride as he sprinted to put more distance between us and the Army base.  But, I barely noticed the ache.

      Staring at the clouds of dust and smoke that rose into the air caused a numbness to spread through me.  I’d survived so much in the last week.  Zombies.  Hellhounds.  Now this.

      In the distance, the second shockwave flattened debris with a devastating force that raced toward us.  I ducked my head down and hung onto Drav with the same desperation he held me.  His arms tightened, and he seemed to run faster.  The force of the impact jostled him, but he didn’t stumble this time.

      I glanced up at him.  Tears caused by the brightness of the sun streamed down his cheeks, dripping from his tense, stubborn jaw.  That stubbornness had saved me.  If he’d left like I’d wanted, I would have died.

      I caught the sun’s reflection off the large body of water to our right while I listened to the north side of Oklahoma City fall to its knees.

      When the shockwaves no longer touched us, I peeked over his shoulder again.  Trees blocked most of the view, but I still saw the smoke and dust-clouded horizon.  My breath lodged painfully in my throat.  My city, my home, was gone.

      My family.

      “Drav, stop.  Put me down.”

      He immediately halted and placed me on my feet.  Before I could look at the phone I still clutched, he clasped my face between his large hands.  His squinted, worried gaze swept over me.

      “Are you all right?  Were you hurt?” he asked.

      The panic in his voice warmed me.  Even with everything I knew gone, I wasn’t alone.  I gripped his wrist with my free hand.

      “I’m fine.  Are you okay?  That first aftershock hit us hard.”

      He nodded and, with a shaky exhale, set his forehead against mine.  I appreciated the sentiment.  My insides still felt like Jell-O.  Leaning into his embrace, I released his wrist and placed my hand on his chest.  Our breaths mingled while we stood in the relative safety of the trees, the distant continuing blasts emphasizing the fate we’d escaped.

      “Drav, I need to call my family.  I need to let them know I’m safe.”

      His hands slid from my cheeks to the back of my head.

      “I need to know you’re safe, too.”  The look in his eyes made my heart stutter for a moment, as did the way he gently trailed his fingers down the side of my neck.  Emotions that I didn’t have the time or luxury to examine raged inside of me.  My breath caught at the feel of his fingers toying with the ends of my hair.  Everything felt confusing when it came to him.

      “I am safe,” I managed to whisper.

      He nodded and pulled back a bit.

      Exhaling slowly, I tore my gaze from his and lifted my phone.  I still had a signal.  I half laughed and half cried as I fumbled to dial Ryan’s number.  Drav stood close, watching me, his thick fingers still playing with my hair.

      Ryan picked up on the first ring.

      “Mya!”  His voice echoed like he had me on speaker phone.  Hearing him cracked the hold I had on my frayed emotions.  He really was alive.

      “Mya, baby, are you okay?” Mom asked.

      “I’m fine.  We barely got out.  I can’t believe I’m talking to you.”  Silent tears choked my words.  Drav’s fingers immediately traced down my hair.

      Mom began to cry, and Ryan’s voice shook when he next spoke.

      “Oh my God, Mya.  I wanted to call you as soon as they turned the phones back on, but I was scared you had your ringer on and the infected would hear.”

      “It’s okay.  I’m okay.  I’m safe.  I promise,” I said.  “Where’s Dad?”

      “When we saw your text saying where you were, he went to try to stop the bombing,” Ryan said.

      I laughed through my tears.  That sounded like Dad.

      “You’ll probably need to bail him out from somewhere.  Where are you?  I’ve been at least a day behind you.  At the house.  The cabin.  The base.”

      “They’re not telling us where we are.”

      “What?  Why not?”

      “Because they’re afraid.”  His voice lowered.  “There are some rumors that it’s not just the hounds and the infected out there.  I’ve heard something else showed up with the quakes.  Something smart.  Something the military’s afraid of.”

      I met Drav’s steady gaze.

      “I don’t understand what that has to do with them not telling you where you are.”

      “Whatever these things are, they can understand us.  Communications went down to stop them from getting any potential information they might be able to use against us.”

      “Then why turn the phones back on?”

      “They weren’t going to.  People here rioted when we heard the military was going to bomb the cities.  Everyone is missing someone and hoping they’re still alive.”

      “Cities?”

      “Yeah.”  Yelling erupted in the background on Ryan’s end and grew louder.

      “Head north,” Ryan said quickly.  “There’s more than one safe zone for survivors.  Stay away from the cities.”

      The line went dead.  Pulling the phone from my ear, I checked the connection and immediately tried calling back.  No one answered.  A moment later, I lost my signal.

      Without warning, I found myself once again holding my bag and cradled in Drav’s arms.  He took off running.  The wind battered my face, but I didn’t protectively duck into his chest again.

      “Wait,” I said, trying to breathe.  “Where are you going?”  I looked around at the blurring trees and the sky, trying to get my bearings.  We needed to head north.  Where in the heck was the sun?

      “We must keep moving,” he said without slowing.

      The trees gave way to a few houses in the rural outskirts of the city as well as a hazy view of the sun before we ran under their cover once more.

      “But we’re going the wrong way.  The sun needs to be on our right side.”

      “Listen,” he said, maintaining his focus on running.  “Do you not hear it?”

      Ducking out of the wind, I concentrated on the sounds around us.  The absence of bird song and animal chatter still creeped me out.  That left the faintly discernible whoosh of our passage under the noise of the explosions going off—getting louder, actually—and the hum of the planes in the sky.

      “What should I be hearing?  The bombings or the planes?”

      “Both.  And they are in the direction you want to go.  You have many cities, and they plan to destroy them all.  You are not safe here.  If I take you north, you will get hurt.”

      My stomach sank as I realized he was right.  He couldn’t take me north.  Ryan had made humanity’s fear of Drav’s people clear.  If Drav tried helping me reach a safe zone, he’d be the one hurt.  I couldn’t risk that.  I had to reach my family on my own.  Yet, the idea of leaving him upset me.  This new world scared me less with him at my side.  And, he certainly wouldn’t like the idea of me going off on my own, either.  However, the bombings would give me the cover I needed to use a different mode of travel.

      “We need to find a road or a car,” I said.

      He veered out of the trees without question and found a quiet stretch of country road within minutes.  He ran beside the worn blacktop, passing the occasional house.  Nothing moved and there were no cars.  I needed to figure out where we were.

      “Stop,” I said when I spotted a road sign.

      Drav did as I asked, but he didn’t set me down.

      We were running alongside 60th Avenue.  Perfect.  Kind of.  We weren’t as far south as I’d thought.

      From his arms, I eyed the quiet expanse of road.  A few abandoned cars dotted the blacktopped length further south, near Highway 9.  In the distance, heading north in our direction, I saw a few infected.  They were sprinting toward the sounds of bombs and their eventual ends.

      “This will work,” I said.  “If we find a car with keys, I can drive north.  The infected won’t bother me much.  With all the bombing, they won’t hear me unless they’re really close.  And in a car, the people bombing will know I’m not infected, and I’ll be safe.”

      I looked up at Drav.  The tears hadn’t stopped streaming, and I wished Phutsy hadn’t head-butted Drav and broken his sunglasses.

      “It’s not safe even with a car,” he said.

      “Look around, Drav.  Nothing’s safe anymore.  Driving a car to where I need to be is the safest option.”

      He studied me for a long, quiet moment before moving toward the first car.  The broken driver’s side window gave a clear view of an infected woman strapped into the front seat.  She didn’t lurch forward or move anything but her head.  Only her eyes tracked our approach, almost as if she was aware she couldn’t reach us…that we needed to come to her.

      “Skip this one.  It’s probably out of gas,” I said, not wanting to get any closer.

      Drav jogged to the next car.  The driver’s door hung open, the inside empty.

      “Let me down so I can see if there are keys.”

      He set me on my feet and took the bag from my arms.  I quickly found the keys in the ignition.  The excitement at finding them died when the engine failed to turn over.  Dead battery.  However, after checking the visor, glovebox, and center console, I found another pair of sunglasses for Drav.

      The dark lenses provided him a measure of relief and stopped the watering so we could continue our search.

      We hit the jackpot with the fifth vehicle parked in the driveway of one of the homes on the road.  The truck started on the first try and had a full tank.  I looked up with a smile, expecting to see Drav standing by the driver’s door.  However, the space was empty.  Across from me, the passenger door opened, and he got in.

      “Uh…”

      “Close your door, Mya.”

      “Drav, you can’t come with me.  Where I’m going—”

      “You need me to get there safely.  Now, close the door.”

      I frowned but did as he wanted.  The sounds of the blasts were growing louder and the infected drawing closer.  We didn’t have time to argue out all the reasons he needed to let me head north by myself.

      Shifting the truck into reverse, I backed out of the driveway and started south.  I would take him as far as possible.  When I found a place to turn west so I could circle around the city, I’d drop him off.

      “Can you open the glove box?  It’s that compartment tucked into the dash right in front of you.”

      I swerved, trying to avoid one of the infected running at us but ended up hitting it anyway.  Blood spattered the windshield, and I fumbled to figure out how to clean it off.

      “What do you need from in here?” Drav asked, drawing my attention from the mess.

      “A map, if there is one.”

      “There is,” he said, pulling out an old map of Oklahoma as I crossed over a deserted highway nine.

      “Good.  Because the only roads I know heading north are the ones that cut through the city they’re blowing up.  See if you can find us a way around.”

      Paper crinkled beside me.  I pressed the wipers again and removed the rest of the blood in time to hit the next infected.  I’d run out of washer fluid at this rate.

      “I can’t read this,” Drav said.

      “What do you mean?  I thought you just needed to see a word to know it.”

      “No.  Once I hear a word, I know it.  Writing is different.”

      “Why?”

      “I’m not sure.  Maybe because we don’t use writing.”

      “Really?  Okay.”  With the road before us clear, I slowed down, not bothering to ease off onto the shoulder.  There was no point without traffic.

      “Let me see the map,” I said, once I stopped.

      “Wouldn’t it be easier if I drove and you told me where to turn?”

      “You can drive?”

      “I think so.  The pedal on the right makes the vehicle go.  The pedal on the left makes it stop.  The wheel gives it direction.  The handle beside the wheel cleans the glass.”

      “There’s a bit more to it than that.  Just hand me the map.”

      Drav passed me the map.  As I studied the map, he began to run his finger lightly up the length of my arm.  I shivered and peeked up at him.  All of his focus remained on gently stroking me.  I swallowed then slowly leaned away and focused on the map.

      After a few moments, I figured out the route I would take to drive around the city so I could head back north.

      Something thumped into my door, making me jump and squeak.  A boy around my age, stared at me with cloudy eyes.  He swayed side to side on his feet, his mouth gaping open and close.  Behind him, I saw another infected sprinting our way, attracted to the sound of our engine instead of the distant blasts.

      Sliding the shifter back into drive, I took off, continuing south.

      “Is it just me or are they getting creepier?”

      “You’ve always found them creepy,” Drav said, watching the road in front of us.

      “And you haven’t?”

      “No.  Not creepy.  Unpleasant and numerous.”

      I couldn’t argue with that.  The two infected fell behind, and I paid attention to the road ahead.  Because of the river, I ended up driving all the way down to Lexington and through Purcell before heading north-west on I-35, more than an hour after the bombing had begun.

      The attempt to stop and drop off Drav failed completely.  He refused to get out.  I couldn’t say I experienced any disappointment over his unrelenting refusal to leave me, yet I did worry about what would happen to him when we reached our destination.  I didn’t want him to get hurt.

      As we drove, a solid, light grey filled the sky to the east.  Not just above Oklahoma City, but off in the direction of Tulsa, too.  The bombers were destroying everything.  I understood why.  Getting to the military base had been hard.  The infected far outnumbered the survivors.  Bombing had been an easy way to kill them and the hounds.  But what about the shadow men like Drav?  I glanced at him.  They were different, overly clueless about girls, and prone to acts of violence.  Yet, they weren’t all bad.  Especially not Drav.  I hoped his people wouldn’t die because of the explosions.

      Despite the destructive activity to our right, we continued north at a reasonably steady pace.  Some people must have tried evacuating on the highway earlier, because the further north I drove, the more cars we saw crowding the road.  A heavier degree of dust had settled on them, as well.

      A jaw-popping yawn made my eyes water as I navigated through the abandoned vehicles.  I leaned forward, trying to see through my yawns and the silt covering the windshield.

      “You’re tired,” Drav said.  “Stop and rest or let me drive.”

      I was exhausted, and Ryan’s crappy “head north” directions likely meant we had a lot of driving in our future.  It would be easier if I taught Drav how to use the truck now.

      “Fine,” I said, slowing.  I slid the gear shift into park.  “The letter P stands for park, R for reverse, and D for drive.”  I pointed to each one as I spoke then moved to open my door.

      “No,” he said, grabbing my arm.

      I glanced out my window, expecting an infected.  Drav’s hold vanished, and his fingers gently traced over the sleeve of my hoodie.  I looked at him.

      “I didn’t mean to hurt you,” he said softly.

      “You didn’t.”

      He brushed his fingers along my cheek and smiled slightly.

      “I’ll get out.  You slide over.  It’s safer if you stay in here.”

      He opened his door and missed my blush.  Trying to control the summersaults in my stomach, I once again realized how thankful I was that Drav had refused to leave me.

      A second later, he climbed into the driver’s seat and glanced at me, as if making sure I had truly remained safe for those few moments he’d left.  Apparently satisfied with what he saw, he buckled his seatbelt and focused on the truck.  I watched him move the shifter into drive while keeping his foot on the brake.

      “Good,” I said, impressed.  “Now ease off the brake and gently give it some gas with the right pedal.”  The truck lurched forward then smoothed out into a steady acceleration.

      “Go slow until you get a feel for steering and stopping,” I said, feeling a little nervous.

      He wove through the vehicles and even stopped to move one out of the way.  My mouth popped open when I saw him lift the back end of the sedan.  He swung it off the road with ease then got back in and took off without a hiccup.

      “Rest, Mya.  I’m comfortable driving.”

      “You’re not tired?” I asked.  “I don’t want to crash because you fall asleep at the wheel.”

      “No.  I’m not tired yet.  I’ll wake you when it’s your turn to drive.”

      I willingly closed my eyes.  The steady sound of the tires on the road and Drav’s presence lulled me into a restful sleep.
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      The truck slowed, rousing me slightly.  The sound of the door opening and closing finished the job, and I groggily opened my eyes.  The bright light of the sun blinded me.  It took a few blinks to focus and understand why we’d stopped.

      Two abandoned cars sat crossways in the road, blocking our way.  I frowned at the odd sight.  No way they’d been left like that accidentally.  The thought had barely formed before Drav lifted the back of one and took a step toward the shoulder to clear a path for us.

      In the space of a heartbeat, four infected emerged from the new gap between the cars and ran at Drav.  My mouth fell open in shock.  Drav dropped the car and ripped off the head of the first one.  The spray of blood bathed the remaining three as Drav tossed the head away.  The infected didn’t seem to notice the loss of their companion as they circled Drav.

      One lunged at Drav from behind, its teeth snapping at Drav’s sizable biceps.  Drav turned swiftly, barely avoiding being bitten.  However, the other two used the distraction to charge forward.  My heart jumped, and I shouted a warning.

      With a burst of speed, Drav pivoted and moved behind the snapping infected.  While he ripped off its head with a quick jerk, one of the remaining two gave up on him and sprinted toward the truck.  Toward me.

      I slammed the locks down.  It didn’t matter that the infected couldn’t open my door.  Going from a nice, peaceful nap to a zombie attack had freaked me out, as had the idea that the cars had been positioned in the road on purpose.  But, by what?

      Breathing hard, I looked up and came face to face with an infected.  The woman’s stringy brown hair hung over her pallid face, but not enough to stop her milky white eyes from tracking my movement inside the truck as I eased away from the window.  Drool spilled from her gaping mouth.

      One moment her dead eyes stared at me, and the next, Drav stood in her place, his green eyes full of life and anger.  He chucked her severed head over his shoulder and stalked around the front of the truck.  It took a moment for me to see he’d already moved both cars.

      I unlocked the door, and he slid into the driver’s seat, his leg pressing against me.  Even with the way clear, he didn’t immediately start driving.  He gripped the steering wheel tightly and stared straight ahead.

      “Drav?”  Hesitantly, I reached over and touched his arm.  The hard muscle twitched under my fingers.

      “Are you okay?”

      “Do you see how dangerous it is for you?” he asked, not looking at me.

      “Yes, I do.”  I patted his arm soothingly.  “But you don’t need to worry.  I’ll be safe with my family.  Where they are is safe.”

      He turned and met my gaze.  The intensity in his eyes, behind his sunglasses, made my stomach flutter.

      “I will protect you, Mya.”

      I wasn’t sure if he said it for my sake or his own.  Giving his arm a gentle squeeze, I scooted back to my side of the bench seat and buckled up.

      Drav put the truck into drive and focused on maneuvering us through the scattered vehicles. After the past week of being in the dark, it felt odd being awake while the sun still sat high in the sky.  As more miles passed quietly, I relaxed and closed my eyes, lulled by the motion of the truck.

      Blood spattered dreams, showcasing my family with milky white eyes, plagued me until the truck slowed.

      My door clicked open, jolting me, and the cool air brushed against my skin.  I blinked my eyes, trying to focus.

      “I have you, Mya.”  Drav’s gravelly voice brushed against my ear.

      I turned my head toward the sound and found him leaning over me to unhook my seatbelt.  Once freed, he scooped me against his chest.  I looped my arms around his neck, snuggling close with a sigh.  Something brushed my temple.  It took a moment for the sensation to have meaning.  A kiss.  The gesture warmed me.

      “I can walk,” I said, making no effort to pull away.

      “This is safer.”  He started moving, and the steady motion comforted me more than it should have.  Traveling in Drav’s arms sure did feel safer.  I relaxed and started to drift sleepily, but my stomach growled loudly and brought a measure of reality back.   I was hungry because we’d been running since sunrise.

      I lifted my head and glanced around.  The sun hung lazily on the horizon.

      “Why did we stop?”

      “The truck stopped making noise.”

      I bit back a groan of frustration.

      “We probably ran out of gas.”

      I studied our surroundings.  We were stuck in the middle of nowhere, and there wasn’t another vehicle in sight.  A vehicle had been ideal while near the cities, but as those four infected on the road had proven, we were hitting quieter areas.  And with the sun rapidly dropping, the noise of a vehicle would not only attract the infected but also the hounds.

      “It’s probably for the best.  Are you tired yet?  Should we find somewhere to rest?”

      “No.  You need to eat.”

      Instead of arguing that he’d gone days with little sleep, I tugged the bag from his shoulder and cradled it on my stomach so he could run without making any noise.  He picked up his speed, and I turned my face into his chest.  The wind whipped past, whistling in my ears for several minutes before he slowed.

      Glancing up, I saw an old farmhouse.  He placed me on the screened-in wraparound porch and told me to stay while he checked inside.  The world remained eerily quiet while I waited.  However, the sound of all those explosions continued to haunt me.  Were the planes still out there destroying cities?  I wrapped my arms around myself and hoped the bombings had stopped.  It would be one less problem I needed to worry about.  I still had to figure out how to find one of the safe areas without Drav getting hurt in the process.

      As if my thoughts had summoned him, he returned.  In the fading light, his gaze swept over me.  I could see the tender concern in his eyes.

      “Come,” he said softly.  He held out his hand, and I threaded my fingers through his.

      He led me into the little house’s foyer where stairs led up to the second floor.  Passing by those, I followed him through the house to the kitchen in the back.  I spotted a switch and turned on the lights.

      A small breakfast table was tucked next to the big picture window.  He told me to sit while he searched the cabinets.  I glanced out the window at the lowering sun, and my stomach tightened both with hunger and nerves.

      My family waited for me out there somewhere.  How would we ever find them?  We had so much working against us.

      The thump of Drav setting a couple of cans of food on the table interrupted my thoughts.

      As I looked down at the fruit, tuna, and Spam, I finally noticed the infected blood speckling Drav’s hands.  Hands that I’d just held.  I quickly looked at my own.  Although the blood didn’t appear to affect Drav, it still posed a threat to me.

      “Wait, we need to wash up.”

      I stood and went to the sink, scrubbing my hands with soap.  After I finished, I turned and found Drav just behind me.  I squeaked and looked up at him.

      Infected blood splattered his forehead and cheeks, several little dots close to his eyes and mouth.

      “Wow.  You really got them good.  Or, I should say, they got you good.  Just a sec.”

      I searched the drawers near the sink for a towel.  Finding one, I wet it with a bit of soap then faced Drav.  He hadn’t moved.  Mid-way to handing him the towel, I changed my mind.  Without a mirror, he’d never get it all.

      “Let’s move to the table after you wash your hands.”

      He quickly scrubbed his hands free of infected blood.  His shirt remained spattered.  I considered digging in my bag for a clean one then changed my mind on that, too.  If he didn’t plan to spend the night here, he’d probably just get dirty again, anyway.

      As soon as he sat at the table, I stepped between his open legs and began to wipe away a small spatter of blood closest to his eyes.

      He exhaled slowly.  A tug on my sweater caused me to look down.  Drav’s fingers curled around the hem and held tight.  I knew it wasn’t fear.  He just liked hanging on to me.  I might have smiled a little when something started to swirl in my belly at that thought.

      Moving to the other side, I continued to clean away the blood spatter.  When I finished, I took a new cloth and wet it to rinse away any soap residue.  His fingers once again toyed with the bottom of my shirt.

      I hated knowing that he would be in even more danger now because of me.  Any human who spotted us together would think Drav had taken me and was dangerous, just like Charles had.  Drav would not only need to work at keeping me safe from hellhounds and infected, but he would need to keep himself safe from humans, as well.  We had so much stacked against us.

      When I finished, I pressed my forehead to his.  He closed his eyes at the contact.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      “For what?”

      “For everything.”

      I went to place a kiss on his cheek, but he turned his head at the same time so my lips landed on the corner of his mouth instead.  His hands suddenly gripped my sides.  Not painfully, but possessively.  I pulled back quickly.  His gaze held mine for a moment while my face heated.  Then, he slowly released me.

      Escaping, I returned the towel to the sink before washing my hands once more.  I took my time, letting the warmth in my face cool and the butterflies in my stomach calm.  When I felt more
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"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.


