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      The ringing in my ears from the gunshot is deafening. I stand, heart in my throat, the business end of Steven’s pistol aimed in my direction. Or rather, aimed at Sutton, who stands just beside me. The warmth of his body lets me know he’s close, though I don’t dare take my eyes off Steven to check.

      My big brother is furious—jaw hard, eyes molten as he glares at me. But even with his firearm trained on Sutton, he’s not the biggest threat. Around us, the pack gathers, their low growls a threat my brother doesn’t seem to pick up on. Thankfully, though, they don’t advance—yet. I have literally seconds before this turns into a bloodbath, and if that happens, no matter which side wins, I’ll lose.

      “Steven, listen to me,” I urge, attempting a calm, steady tone despite the fear burning a hole in my stomach. “Sutton is not the bad guy here. Please put the gun down.”

      “Uh, why is that dead guy missing a cheek?” Allison’s question rings out sharply against the silence, but no one answers her.

      Steven’s glare narrows on where Sutton stands behind me. “Sutton? Is that this asshole’s name?”

      Sutton growls low at the insult, but Steven is not in the least intimidated. No surprise there. My brother would rather die than show cracks in his armor. Which, unfortunately, is exactly what terrifies me now. He kills Sutton, the pack slaughters him.

      There is no winning here unless he puts the damn gun down.

      “It’s not his fault,” I tell him. “Please, believe me.”

      My brother’s gaze shifts back to me. “He’s covered in blood and surrounded by bodies, Ser. In my mind, that absolutely makes him the bad guy.”

      I don’t think about it. I simply move my feet and step directly in front of Sutton, putting myself between Sutton and the gun.

      “Serenity, get out of the way.” Steven’s voice is hard.

      “No.” I stand my ground, and Sutton’s hand goes to my lower back.

      “Get your fucking hand off of her,” Steven snarls, cheeks flushing crimson. He adjusts his aim so the barrel is pointed at Sutton’s shoulder, which is broader than mine and still exposed.

      The wolves growl in unison, a terrifying sound that raises the hairs on the back of my neck. This is about to get ugly really fucking fast.

      Heart pounding, I take a cautious step toward Steven. If I get close enough, maybe he’ll lower the gun. “Steven…” I start.

      “Not a fucking chance in hell I’m listening to anything you say until you get the fuck over here behind me.”

      Allison hurries out from behind Steven. Careful to remain out of the line of fire, she wraps blue-tipped fingernails around my arm. “This is crazy, Ser. Let Steven handle it. Everything is going to be fine.” She tugs, but I don’t budge.

      Seeing her now, I want nothing more than to wrap my arms around my friend and squeeze. But I hold my ground. “No.” I yank my arm away and step back again so that I’m still an obstacle between Steven’s bullet and Sutton’s body. Glaring at my brother, I say, “If you’re going to shoot, do it, but you’ll have to go through me.”

      A low warning growl rips through the pack of wolves who, during my distraction, have inched closer. If it weren’t my brother currently in their warpath, it would warm my heart to know they’re not just protecting Sutton—they’re willing to step in for me, too.

      Steven swings the gun toward the pack, and my blood turns to ice in my veins.

      “Don’t attack him,” I scream, throwing my hands up. “He’s my brother!”

      The wolf closest to Steven stops in its tracks. Gone is the snarling expression, though his golden gaze remains trained on Steven.

      “Thank you,” I tell Phineas, my voice cracking on the words. And then I turn back to Steven. “You pull that trigger and they’ll kill you. I won’t be able to stop them.” A tear slips from my eyes and falls down my cheek. “Please, don’t put me through that. Please, don’t make me watch you die,” I whimper.

      Steven glances back at me, and in eyes I know better than my own, I finally see that he recognizes the threat he’s facing.  “I won’t let them hurt you,” he says.

      Finally, a crack in the armor. “They aren’t going to hurt me, dumbass. They’re protecting me. They’ve been protecting me this entire time.” Well, maybe that’s a half-lie given most of them hated me until Halloween, but my brother doesn’t need to know that.

      He scowls, clearly unconvinced.

      “She’s telling the truth,” Sutton speaks out from behind me.

      Steven swings back toward us, his weapon lower now but still ready to fire should he need it to. And I’ve seen how well my brother does on a tactical range—there’s no doubt in my mind he’ll manage to take a few wolves with him should things go south.

      “You honestly expect me to take the word of a naked guy covered in blood and surrounded by bodies?”

      “To be fair, those bodies were dead when they got here,” I point out.

      Steven glares at me. "These animals are killers. This man is a killer. Take a look, Ser. The evidence is everywhere.”

      The wolves snarl again, teeth bared as they take another step closer.

      Spots invade my vision as my blood pressure skyrockets. This is going to end—soon. And I’m not entirely sure who I’ll be left with when it does.

      “Stand down,” Sutton orders.

      The wolves fall silent.

      I glance over my shoulder, and Sutton offers me a nod.

      “What the actual fuck,” Steven says, looking from the wolves to Sutton. “These your pets?” he demands. “They do your dirty work?”

      “You have no idea what you’re talking about,” I snap.

      “No?” Steven questions, taking a step closer to me. Sutton growls, but I ignore him. “I know what I see. And that is you protecting a killer. What did he say to make you feel the need to protect him, anyway?” Before I can answer, his expression twists in horror. “Is this the guy you’ve been seeing? Fuck, Ser, has he really brainwashed you this badly?”

      “Sutton’s not a killer,” I say, my temper rising the more he talks.

      He snorts. “You know, Stockholm Syndrome is a real thing.” I start to argue, but he goes on, “Let’s take a look at the facts, shall we? You came here to investigate cold cases no one else could solve. You tell me, you think you know who the killer is, and then, the next time I talk to you, you’ve decided you’re not going to bother investigating anymore. Instead, you’re going to stay because you met a man.”

      “That’s not⁠—”

      “From where I’m standing,” he interrupts, “looks to me like you chose to stop investigating because you didn’t like where it was leading. I was worried you’d get yourself killed or injured, but I have to say I never thought you’d be so fucking stupid as to let yourself get involved with an actual murderer.”

      That does it. I step forward, close enough that he can see my expression easily, but not so close that he can grab me and pull me out of the way. “You listen up, Steven Kellis. The only moron here is you. You’re so hell-bent on focusing on what you think you see that you’re missing a much bigger picture. Do not speak to me like I’m a child, especially when you can’t know the half of what I’ve been through since coming here.”

      “Ser—” Allison starts.

      “Not a word,” I snap. Then, I turn back to Steven. “You might be the big bad detective here, but you’re refusing to see the truth right now. And that makes me really fucking disappointed in you.”

      “Then go on,” Steven says. “Go ahead, and paint the bigger picture.”

      “These wolves are protecting me. Something they have to do because a wi—woman,” I correct, not wanting to drop the witch bomb just yet, “decided she wanted to bottle my blood.”

      Steven’s color pales ever so slightly, and Allison’s eyes widen almost comically.

      “Now, if you want to hear the rest, you’re going to put the gun down and have a civil conversation with me.”

      Steven continues to stare at me, dumbfounded. “Bottle your blood. That’s what you want me to believe?”

      “If you don’t believe your sister or my son, believe all of us.”

      Steven jumps and turns. My stomach twists when I see Phineas in human form once again. “Where the fuck did you come from?” Though even as he asks the question, I can see the disbelief on his face. He knows full well a wolf was standing beside him before. And now that wolf is gone. Or changed, anyway. “And why the hell are you naked?”

      “Oh my,” Allison whispers.

      Nude Phineas holds up a hand. “None of us would ever hurt Serenity,” he says. “What you see here is our attempt to protect her. These bodies were sent to hurt her, and we fought them off.”

      “You mean people?” Steven demands. “Show some respect for human life, man.”

      “No, I mean bodies,” Phineas tells him calmly. “They contained no life when they arrived here today.”

      “Bodies were sent to hurt her. Do you people hear yourselves? Bodies cannot be sent anywhere. They’re fucking lifeless!”

      Before I can try to explain what Phineas means, along with the reason behind him being naked in the first place, Sutton mutters an order, and the entire pack begins to shift.

      Bones pop out of place, fur recedes, and within seconds, a yard full of naked townspeople stare back at us.

      Steven lowers his gun completely and stares at them. Then, he turns his attention to me. His shock leaves him with a haggard expression. “What the fuck are you involved in, Ser?”

      “Listen,” I tell him, “I know it’s hard to believe, but these people mean you no harm.”

      “People?” he echoes. “Is that even the right word?”

      “Of course,” I say. “They might be able to shift into wolves, but they’re still people.”

      He stares at me. “This is insane. You’ve officially lost your mind.”

      “You’ve walked in on something unexpected,” Sutton says tightly, “and obviously at a very bad time for us all. Why don’t we go inside and discuss it?”

      Steven’s disbelief turns to accusation as he looks at Sutton. "I’m not going anywhere until I get some damn answers. Who are you, and why have you dragged my sister into this chaos?”

      Sutton’s jaw tightens. Steven’s hit a nerve.

      “No one dragged me anywhere,” I say. “But Sutton’s right. We should take it inside so all of this can be cleaned up.” I glance down at where the Sheriff still lies near our feet. Dead—twice over now. I’m not stupid enough to think his death will stop Myrtle from using him against us again, though. She could return at any moment. Hell, she could be watching us still.

      That thought panics me even more. I have to get Steven and Allison out of sight before Myrtle realizes they’re here.

      “Fine,” Steven says. “But if you blow any more smoke up my ass, I’ll drag you out of here and shoot anyone who stands in my way.” He holsters his gun, a huge win for me.

      Sutton tenses at my back, but I reach back and touch his arm, nodding quickly. “Deal. Only the truth.”

      It’s not like lying is an option at this point anyway. He’s seen too much for that. And if I tell him the truth about the danger he’s walked into, hopefully, he’ll leave before anything else can happen. Though, knowing my brother? He won’t walk away until I do.

      And I’m not going anywhere.

      Steven motions for me to lead the way, so I step around him, Sutton remaining close beside me as we make our way into the house.

      Allison starts walking on my other side as I pass, and I glance over at my friend, relieved she’s here yet terrified she came at the same time.

      “You’re not going to yell at me too?” I ask.

      “Still deciding,” she admits. “I am looking forward to hearing your story, though.” She hip-bumps me as we near the front door of the bed and breakfast. “I get the feeling you left some important details out of our calls.”
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      Sutton opens the front door to Yvette’s bed and breakfast and steps back to let us pass. I give him what I hope is a reassuring smile before leading Steven and Allison into the B&B. Phineas and the rest of the pack remain outside, but I have no illusions of privacy. Given all that’s happened, they’ll be listening to every word we say inside these walls, and I can’t blame them for it.

      What happens next doesn’t just affect Sutton and me. It affects this entire town.

      Once in the foyer, I stop and wait as Sutton closes the door and moves inside. His strained expression is the perfect representation of the level of shit we’re about to have to deal with. My brother being in Midnight Falls is difficult enough.

      But a homicide detective who just witnessed an entire town of blood-streaked wolves turn to men while surrounded by a sea of dead bodies? Catastrophe.

      “Maybe you want to clean up first,” I tell Sutton.

      “Hell no,” Steven snaps. “I’m not letting him out of my sight until I get some answers.”

      “Seriously, Steven? Where the hell do you think he’s going to go?”

      “I have no fucking clue, but I’m not taking any chances.”

      “Listen—”

      “Serenity, thank goodness!” Victoria’s words echo through the room several seconds before she appears out of thin air and rushes forward. She throws her arms around me, and I’m surprised to find I can feel them—sort of. Mostly, it’s cold like a draft when someone leaves a window open.

      I manage to recover quickly from the surprise, but Steven and Allison? Not so much.

      “Oh, and you brought new guests,” Victoria adds excitedly, drawing back to look at them.

      Before I can answer, Lance pops into view, and Allison screams.

      “Apologies,” Lance says hastily. He looks at me, adding, “We were very worried when you ran out of here, into the fight.”

      Steven gives me a look that seems to say, “I was right; you’re insane. And now I am too because your crazy is clearly contagious.”

      I ignore it.

      “I’m okay,” I assure Lance. He glances at Sutton, his eyes widening at the sight of all the blood coating his skin, and I add hastily, “We both are.”

      “I’m going to put something on,” Sutton says, aiming a pointed look at my brother.

      Steven opens his mouth as if to argue, but Sutton stops him. “Serenity’s right. You know nothing about what you’ve just walked into. I don’t owe you an explanation for it, either, but I’ll give it anyway because I care for Serenity. Rest assured I will return in a moment. I don’t make a habit of leaving the most important people in the world to me behind.” Steven’s expression tightens at that, but Sutton turns and heads for the stairs, adding, “Besides, if we’re going to fight over her, I’d rather do it fully dressed.”

      Steven doesn’t say a word as Sutton disappears up the stairs. Then, one by one, everyone turns to look at me. A moment of awkward silence descends, and I hurry to smooth it—and buy time. My plan is to ask about their drive up or some other form of small talk, but what comes out of my mouth is: “What do you get when you cross a sports reporter with a vegetable?” When no one answers, I continue, “A common-tater.”

      Victoria snorts, but neither Allison nor Steven looks impressed. With that in mind, I decide to start laying it all out there. Might as well rip the bandage off. “Right. Lance, Victoria, this is my brother Steven and my friend Allison.”

      “Hello.” Victoria offers her hand, and Allison reaches for it.

      “Best friend,” Allison corrects, clearly having recovered from the ghostly pop-in. But when her hand passes straight through Victoria’s, she pales.

      “Whoops,” Victoria says, tucking her hand away with a sheepish smile. “Looks like I’m spent for now.”

      Steven looks ready to shoot something again. “Serenity.”

      “Would you mind giving us a bit of privacy?” I ask, looking at Lance. “Family business.”

      “Of course.” He takes Victoria’s arm and leads her around the corner. I’m grateful they’ve made a normal-looking exit, but when I turn back to Steven, I know it won’t matter. The damage is already done.

      “They’re …" He can’t seem to finish the sentence.

      “Specters,” I finish for him.

      Steven glares at me. “Ghosts.”

      I wince at the bite in his tone. “They prefer the first term, but yes.”

      “They’re dead though,” Allison says warily. “Like, actually dead.”

      I sigh, flicking a glance toward the stairs as Sutton returns. He’s wearing a pair of sweatpants that hang low on his hips, and despite the tension of this moment, I can’t help but notice how sexy he looks. He pulls on a t-shirt as he descends the last of the stairs, pulling it down over rippling abs that, even covered in blood and zombie guts, make my stomach flip in appreciation.

      I swallow hard, shoving away the attraction and trying not to think too hard about what it says about me, considering he’s coated in filth and my brother is literally a couple of feet away.

      “Serenity?” Sutton questions. He’s frowning at my expression, and I realize I’ve let my thoughts creep into my face.

      My cheeks heat. Right. “Maybe we should start from the beginning,” I say.

      “Maybe,” he agrees.

      I turn to Steven, who is waiting impatiently.

      “Well,” I say, unsure what to say and especially how to say it. “You’ve already seen for yourself that werewolves are real. And specters,” I add. “But the truth is: Lance and Victoria and the wolves aren’t the only supernatural creatures in this town.”

      “You trying to tell me Big Foot lives down the block? Does the Chupacabra attend Sunday dinners?”

      I do my best to ignore Steven’s sarcasm. “No, but the house you’re standing in belongs to a witch.”

      Allison’s eyes widen, and she turns in a circle, scanning the room as though she’s expecting someone else to have popped in. Honestly? Stranger things have happened in this damn town.

      “What does this witch have to do with you getting involved with murderers?” Steven demands. The fact that he didn’t laugh in my face bodes well, though, because it means he’s not refusing to believe everything he saw earlier.

      Sutton tenses.

      “This town is cursed,” I say because, fuck it, there’s no going easy where Steven’s concerned. I can see he’s determined to make this difficult. In fact, if there was a level above impossible, it would be named after Steven Kellis’ stubborn ass.

      “Cursed how?” he asks.

      “A hundred years ago, a witch named Myrtle got angry when her daughter fell in love with Sutton.”

      Steven puts up a hand to stop me. “Hang on, a hundred years ago? You expect me to believe this fucker is a century old?”

      “I expect you to shut up and listen,” I snap. He rolls his eyes but keeps his mouth shut.

      I try again, silently bracing myself for Tabitha to show up. This is her story, after all. “Myrtle confronted them and tried to attack Sutton, but her daughter, Tabitha, got in the way. Tabitha died—" Allison gasps. “—and Myrtle blamed Sutton for it. After that, she cursed him and this entire town. Now, they’re all trapped here, and Myrtle uses them to renew the curse by killing someone once a year on Halloween.”

      “The murders you came to solve...” Allison’s expression softens as she puts it together. “This Myrtle woman killed them.”

      “Yes.”

      Steven’s not quite so empathetic. His eyes flash with accusation as he glares at Sutton. “So, you broke a girl’s heart a century ago, and her mom wants revenge? To top that off, instead of dealing with your problems, you dragged my sister into it and put her in danger.”

      “You know nothing about me. I would do anything to protect Serenity.” Sutton’s words are an angry growl.

      I put a hand on his arm, and both men fall silent. Steven’s gaze is locked on my hand where it touches Sutton.

      “Sutton didn’t drag me anywhere,” I say firmly. “He tried to make me leave, in fact. More than once. But I stayed, and now... I’m trapped here too.”

      “This is insane,” Steven says. “You know that, right? I mean, do you hear yourself? Witches, curses, trapped in a town?” He snorts. “I don’t know what the fuck is in the water here, but you’re coming home with me, and that’s final.”

      He reaches for me, and I jump back, leaning into Sutton when it throws me off balance. He wraps both arms around me, and I don’t miss the hurt in Steven’s eyes when he realizes Sutton is protecting me from him—my own brother.

      “Serenity—” Steven starts.

      Rather than fear, it’s anger I feel. “Okay, that’s it.” My patience, already worn thin, snaps. “Do you hear yourself?” I shoot back at him. “You literally saw those wolves shift into men outside. There are zombies littering the front yard. And you just met two of the three ghosts who currently reside in this house. Yet, you’re still going to gaslight me into thinking I’m the crazy one?”

      Steven tries to respond, but I’m not having it.

      “You will leave,” I say. “Now. Today. Both of you.” I flick a glance at Allison, who’s gone pale at my outburst. “You will not breathe a word of this to Mom and Dad or anyone else. And you will not come back, no matter what happens. I have a lot of shit going on, and I don’t have time to hold your hand through the stages of big-brother-assholery while you process this new reality. You can do that back in New York. Do you understand?”

      For a moment, no one speaks.

      I take a deep breath, aware of the pounding of my own heart as I wait for Steven to do as I asked. This was a stupid idea on his part to begin with. Now, all that matters is getting him out of danger as quickly as possible. If I have to be a bitch to do it, then I will.

      “This witch,” Steven says slowly, and I brace myself for another declaration about how we’re all insane, “she’s the one who sent all those people—zombies—to kill you today?”

      I don’t answer.

      Finally, Sutton speaks up. “Yes. She used magic to reanimate their corpses and attack us.”

      “Why?” Steven asks. He’s infuriatingly calm now, and it makes me want to hit something. “What does she want with Serenity? With her blood?”

      He’s looking at Sutton now, clearly realizing he’s pushed too far to get anything more out of me.

      “She wants to use Serenity’s blood to recast the curse,” Sutton says. He hesitates and then adds, “As it turns out, Serenity has magic in her blood too.”

      Allison shoots me an incredulous look. Steven merely frowns, and I have to bite back a scream. Sutton should have left that part out. It’s only going to make my brother dig in his heels that much harder.

      “I see.” Steven’s expression is unreadable now, but he’s looking at me again. “Do you know where I can find her? This witch who seems so obsessed with your blood.”

      “Why? So you can interrogate her for more proof that I’m crazy?” I snap. “Not going to happen.”

      “No,” he says, his voice even and his energy deadly calm, “So I can kill her myself.”

      I’m caught between a weird sense of affection and buoying hope. “So, you believe me?” I ask.

      Steven snorts. “I believe you believe this nonsense. And if I have to follow you down this rabbit hole to get you back, I will. You’re my sister, Ser. I love you.” He glances at Sutton, adding, “And I’ll do anything to protect you—even if it’s from yourself.”

      Hope and affection are ground to dust beneath his words. My temper flares, and I let it. It’s either that or heartbreak. As much as I want him to be safe, I don’t want us to part on such terrible terms. But it looks like I’ll have no choice.

      “If that’s what you truly believe, then you won’t have any trouble leaving,” I say.

      “Serenity,” Allison begins, but I hold up my hand.

      “Both of you. Now. You can let yourselves out.”

      I head for the stairs. Between their disbelief and the danger they’re in just being here, sending them away is the only thing I can do, but I don’t have to watch it either. Today has already been exhausting. I can’t take much more.

      “I won’t leave,” Steven says at my back, “Not without you.”

      I stop and turn back, trying to think of something else to say. Something terrible enough to chase him off.

      “Why don’t we go into the kitchen,” Sutton offers. “You’re probably hungry from the drive. And we can talk more after we’ve eaten.”

      I glare at him for trying to make peace. Normally, I’d appreciate it. Right now, it feels traitorous. Especially when Steven’s been a king-sized asshole to him.

      “No thanks,” I tell him and begin climbing the stairs again.

      “That’s enough,” Steven booms from behind me. I pause, turning back to see his face has flushed red. His patience has snapped too, and he looks a lot less stable for it than I feel. “Look, this is insane. You can either come with me now, or I’ll bring enough police that even your little wolf pack can’t stop me from dragging your ass home. It’s your choice.”

      “Steven…” Allison begins.

      “Don’t,” he says so forcefully that she takes a step back.

      Sutton growls at that.

      “You don’t scare me,” Steven says, which is probably the least safe thing he could have said just now. “I won’t let you poison her against me.”

      Sutton’s eyes narrow.

      I return to his side and grab his hand before he can do something stupid.

      “She’s told you the truth, and you’ve rejected it and her,” Sutton snarls at my brother.  “I haven’t poisoned anything. You did that all by yourself.”

      “You’re both talking about impossible things,” Steven says. And I hear it then. A small sliver of doubt has crept into his voice. I blink, shocked to realize what’s really going on. He’s not in denial. He’s afraid. He won’t admit any of this is true because, if he does, he’ll have to accept how much danger I’m in. Slowly, I make my way back down the stairs and over to him.

      “Steven…” I begin, reaching for him, but he yanks back.

      “Werewolves, witches? What the fuck, Serenity? How can you possibly expect me to take this all seriously?”

      “You’ve seen the proof with your own eyes,” I say gently. “You both have.”

      “She’s right, Steven,” Allison offers.

      She takes a step toward him too, but he backs away from us both, eyes wide, head shaking in more denial.

      “It’s not that simple,” he says, and my anger drains away.

      “It’s okay to be afraid,” I say.

      “I’m not afraid,” he declares. He looks at Sutton. “Besides, if what you’re saying is true, this is all his fault for rejecting that poor woman to begin with. She's the real victim here.”

      “Tabitha is no victim,” Sutton says vehemently.

      The air around me turns suddenly cold, and I tense. No one else seems to notice, but the energy ripples and I know we’re not alone anymore.

      “Sutton’s right. Let’s go into the kitchen,” I say, my stomach twisting as I realize there’s only one resident we haven’t laid eyes on yet. And I really wouldn’t mind if I never saw her again. Unfortunately, Tabitha has other plans.

      She appears just behind Steven, and our eyes meet. Her dress is the same dated gown she wore in the portrait, and her hair is still styled as if she’s stepped right out of the early nineteen-hundreds. She looks from me to Sutton and back again. Then, she winks.

      “I can’t just accept all this,” Steven is saying.

      He falls silent as Sutton snarls.

      Before I can speak, I watch as Tabitha leans in close to Steven’s ear.

      Allison squeaks in surprise then clamps her hand over her mouth in shock.

      “What?” Steven demands.

      “Don’t freak out,” I say, trying to remain calm for my brother’s sake. But Tabitha’s eyes are gleaming with mischief.

      “Why the hell would I freak out?”

      “Tabitha,” I say, “Don’t.”

      She grins at me and blows on Steven’s ear.

      He jumps clear off the ground, whirling to face her.

      She raises her hand and wiggles her fingers in a coy wave. “Boo.”
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The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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