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            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Ten years ago

      

      

      

      Rogue

      The Santa Ana winds are blowing strongly today, making my skin itch and my soul prickle. Anything can happen when these winds blow. Anything already has.

      The hot, dry wind is making even the tall cypress trees bordering this small cemetery nervous. They’re whispering as they shake and sway, urgency in their swashing. Urgency to feel rain, to be still, to get away. But they can’t. They’re rooted to the soil here. As am I.

      The funeral’s been over for hours, but I can’t leave. Once I do, it’ll be over for good. Over forever. At some point between the priest saying his words and the lowering of Angel’s coffin into the hole in the ground that idea got stuck in my head and I can’t shake it. Complete nonsense though it is. Angel will always be with me. I will never leave her behind.

      She lived fast but she didn’t die that way.

      Anything can happen when the Santa Ana winds blow. I can ride out and find Ghost, the man who took her from me. I can cut him up the way he cut her… until there won’t be much left of him to bury. Just like he did to Angel.

      I could burn his body, let the hot wind make the flames even hotter, make the fire burn bright. Until he’s erased from the earth. Until no one remembers him.

      With no backup, with no friends, alone, I can do it. I will do it.

      And after it is done, I will join Angel in the cold ground where no wind blows. Where no trees whisper. Where there is no light.

      I should’ve insisted she be cremated. Then I could take her with me on this last ride. But her mother is Catholic and she hasn’t stopped crying since Angel died.

      If I had her with me, we could walk together into the funeral pyre I will build for Ghost.

      I have a lock of her hair in my breast pocket and her gold crucifix hanging next to mine around my neck. That will have to do.

      Ashes to ashes. Dust to dust.

      Angel and Rogue, together forever.

      Taken away by the winds.
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        Ten Years Later

      

      

      

      Rogue

      I spent a whole decade trying to find this man. And here he is, trying to make vegetables grow on his sorry little patch of arid desert soil. Ghost isn’t an old man yet, but he sure looks like one. He’s only fifty-five years old but all dried up by the desert heat and bent almost double. Skin and bones, with a gaunt, sunken face that finally makes him look like the monster he is. But I’d still recognize his face anywhere. Because, even after a decade, I can still see it every time I close my eyes.

      We arrived hours ago. The sun is a ball of orange with jagged edges setting behind our backs.

      I only brought Blade, Alice and Creed with me on this job. The only three that understand my need to do this. The only three that have been with me since the beginning. There’s some justice in what we’re about to do, because the bent and broken man down there in his little vegetable patch ruined a lot of lives in his hay day. Mine included, when he ended Angel’s. But mostly, we’re driven by finally getting revenge for our dead lover and friend.

      My club, Rogue Angels MC, is not in the killing for revenge business. Sure, we’re in the Wanted Dead or Alive fulfillment business, but mostly we err on the side of alive. It keeps us honest, keeps our moral compass pointing due north, keeps us from becoming soulless. Because with the sheer number of grievances the members share between us, we’d never stop killing in vengeance if we went down that path.

      But this grievance is older than the MC.

      This grievance is personal.

      From a time when it was just Angel and me, Alice, Creed, Blade and Zane trying to right some of the wrongs of this world. There was no MC yet. Just a group of old friends riding bikes. Isabella was still with us then. She survived Ghost, but not well. And Blade hasn’t smiled much since. None of us have. Maybe after we do this, we will. Probably not.

      Zane was already gone by the time Ghost killed Angel. But he’d been by my side as I raced to save her, and he’d be here now, if he could. I know that.

      Alice and Creed didn’t come with us when Blade and I rode to save Angel. I’ve forgiven them. But they never forgave themselves.

      So much grief. So much pain. So much regret. All thanks to the man down in that vegetable patch, whose skin hangs off his bones like clothes he’d outgrown. He’s outgrown his life.

      Ten years ago, he was a serial killer, who had just graduated from murdering prostitutes to preying on Catholic school girls before anyone but us knew he existed. We’d suspected he was finding his victims around our old high school, the Sacred Heart Academy. But we weren’t sure until he snatched our friend, Blade’s girlfriend Isabella.

      We wanted to save her so we went after him. But he knew we were coming. He followed Angel into an abandoned movie theatre where she thought he was hiding. She never made it out of that theatre. I found her in a pool of her own blood on the stage, her beautiful face gone. Her life gone.

      The cops believed us after that.

      But Ghost was gone by then. He slinked into the shadows and never resurfaced again. Until Devil’s Nightmare MC did the impossible and found him in the middle of this desert. I just wish we had found him sooner, because he looks like he’s on his way out naturally.

      The Santa Ana winds are picking up. This is where they originate from. And they’re telling me it’s time to go. Time to lay Angel to rest. Finally.

      The two gold crucifixes, mine and Angel’s, that I always wear around my neck have been singing my skin all day even though they’re cool to the touch. That’s how I know we’re on the right path here.

      “He’s alone, Rogue. No one’s anywhere near,” Blade says softly in his deep bass voice as the last of the sun’s light fades to blue. “Let’s go down and say hello.”

      “Let’s,” I say and check that all my knives are where I put them before we came out here—one on my belt, one up my sleeve and another in my right boot. The one on my belt belonged to Angel. It has the Bleeding Heart carved into the handle. And it’s the one I will kill Ghost with.

      Twilight has fallen, the sky painted in dark shades of indigo and orange as we walk across the sand to the small wooden shack Ghost calls home. It will burn well. He’s long since gone inside. The day is ending. His life is ending. A decade of regret, sorrow and pain is finally ending.

      We spread out as we approach his home. Alice, Creed and Blade will make sure he doesn’t escape through any of the hut’s three small windows. I will walk in through the front door.

      Yellow desert sand is swirling around us in the gusting wind, glowing in the day’s last light as we walk. I smell gasoline that’s wafting from the can Blade is carrying. But mostly I smell the fresh core of the Santa Ana wind. It whispers to me as it did on the day I buried Angel. Quieter and calmer now. Because I am about to give her the revenge I vowed I would one day give her.

      The gate in the bent and broken fence surrounding the hut creaks as I slide it open.

      And then there he is, standing in the doorway, only darkness behind him. And in his eyes as he grins at me, revealing a mouth full of missing teeth.

      “You,” he says and chuckles. “I wondered when you’d come. You took your sweet time.”

      “But I’m here now,” I tell him.

      There’s always this strange cold that hangs around the most depraved killers and it’s hanging thick around Ghost. The desert heat rising from the ground can’t touch it. But fire and blood can.

      “Well, you’ve come to kill an old, infirm man,” he says and steps outside, spreading his arms wide. “Hope it was worth the wait.”

      “Not gonna lie,” I say and grin at him as I take out Angel’s knife. “I wish I’d gotten here sooner too. But this will do.”

      The smell of gasoline grows stronger as Blade begins dousing the hut with it.

      “Go ahead,” he says walking towards me, arms still spread wide. “Get your revenge for that pretty, bright-eyed girl of yours. End my life for hers. You’re not ending much.”

      I already came to terms with that watching him all day. Perhaps living this sorry, sad, lonely existence in the desert heat, surrounded by sand and brittle rock, while he hid here, already took care of some of the revenge he’s owed. But I gave up that hope hours ago. He wanted to be here. He likes it here. Alone. Probably spends his days reminiscing on the good old days when he still had the strength to kill innocent young girls.

      For years, I fantasized about all the ways I will kill this man when I found him. From gouging out his eyes and cutting off all that I could before sitting back and watching him bleed to death.

      But that made sense to the me I used to be. The me who burned for revenge. All that fire has long since turned to sticky, black ash in my chest and in my blood. It has grown cold. Almost as cold as the air around him.

      He’s a beast.

      His own kind will take care of him better than I ever could.

      I’ve long since stopped trying to get answers from killers like him. They have none. What they do only makes sense to them. It will never make sense to anyone else.

      We’re done talking.

      I stride towards him, stun him with a fist to the nose, hearing his satisfying yelp of pain as the bone crunches under my knuckles.

      His knees crunch louder as I break those too.

      His screams rent the air then.

      Why is it that the most merciless killers are usually the biggest whiniest weaklings?

      I’ve stopped asking that question too.

      But I’m glad he’s in pain and I’m glad he’s shaking and yelping as I drag him away from the house and through the gate. I lay him against the first sun-scorched boulder I come to. Here he is far enough away that the flames his home is about to go up in won’t reach him.

      I changed my plans for his death. Fire is too good for him. Too cleansing.

      “She screamed your name in the end, when all hope was lost,” he stammers, blood leaking from his nose and spraying as he speaks. “Did you know that?”

      His eyes are still mean and cold. Old age, loneliness and infirmity hadn’t changed that.

      “I didn’t hear her then, but I hear her screams almost every night,” I tell him. “I’ll never forgive myself for letting her go after you alone.”

      A part of me still wants to cut him up into little pieces and watch them all burn.

      But a weight seems to be lifting off my shoulders with each second that passes now that I’m finally taking Angel’s revenge. A weight that’s been driving me into the ground for the last ten years. The wind’s picking it up. The same wind I promised my revenge to all those years ago.

      Or maybe it’s Angel, finally able to take it with her to Heaven.

      I take her knife in my hand and feel her touch against my palm. Soft, warm and so real it makes my breath catch in my throat.

      I feel as though we’re guiding the knife together as I slash open his belly. Not deep enough to kill. Just deep enough to bleed and call closer the beasts that are his kin. The beasts that will come with the night to feed on him.

      I take a few steps back.

      “What the hell are you doing?” he croaks at me. “Kill me. Get it over with.”

      “You have some time yet, before the coyotes come and rip you to shreds,” I tell him. “And once they’re done, you’ll have the eternal fires of hell to warm you.”

      “No,” he whines. “Kill me. Kill me like I killed that Angel of yours. I took her beautiful ocean blue eyes, you know. I took them with me. I still have them in the hut.”

      I figured he might. He liked to take trophies.

      The words are meant to get my blood boiling so I’ll kill him, but they just bounce off me.

      Because Angel is with me now, holding my hand, whole and just as beautiful as the day I fell in love with her, her dark golden hair swaying in the hot wind, her beautiful sky-blue eyes sparkling.

      She’s with me as I light the hut on fire. Stands with us as we watch it burn. Ghost is shrieking, begging for death, but I hardly hear him.

      The house collapses into itself sending a shower of bright orange sparks into the night. Goodbye, the winds seem to be whispering now.

      “Goodbye,” I say as I throw the lock of her hair into the fire.

      The weight of guilt, regret and pain I’ve been carrying for ten years is gone. And Angel is no longer holding my hand.

      I used to think I’d walk into the flames and be with her.

      But that’s not what Angel wants. She wants me to keep on doing what I’ve been doing.

      Since her death, I’ve devoted my life to making sure psychos like the shrieking mess behind me get their due.

      And the job’s not done.
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      Melody

      In a week, I’ll be starting my residency at one of the best hospitals in LA—the Los Angeles County General hospital. And with that, I will have left behind my life in Pleasantville, a town in Northern California and home to Devil’s Nightmare MC. The Devils have been my only family for the last ten years. Leaving them is the only fly in the honey of my plan to start a new life, turn the page, open a new book. But after watching so many of them die in the battle they fought two nights ago, I now know without a shadow of doubt that I cannot watch any of them die ever again. A decade ago, I lost my real family and I can’t bear to lose another.

      This morning, I was being shown around the ER by the Chief Attending when Hunter, the son of Devil’s Nightmare MC president, called that he needed me again. So I grabbed a new suturing kit, some saline, gauze and other things I might need, and hoped no one saw me steal them, while I waited on the sidewalk by the hospital for Hunter to pick me up. I’ll replace it all when I start working here next week. But right then, the men of Devil’s Nightmare MC needed it more.

      All the blood, and all the death, and all the futility of what little I could do to save their wounded after the battle came rushing back. Chief among the deathly pale faces of the men I couldn’t save was the bluish face of the man—Edge—who talked me off a ledge and saved my life a long time ago. Along with the memories came the nausea and the shakes, which make an ER doc useless.

      After Edge saved me, he brought me with him to the Devil’s Nightmare MC clubhouse where I stayed as one of their club girls. I was just a freshman at university, who had suddenly and irrevocably found herself alone in the world and with nothing left to lose. They took me in treated me like family. Even convinced me to go back to school once my grief subsided. They gave me something to lose all over again. And it’s been happening a lot since they got caught up in a war.

      By rights I should be the one patching them up now that I’m a doctor. Now that they’re fighting a war they might not win for a long time. And I tried. I really did. Because I owe them my life. I’ve done nothing but try for the last nine months.

      But it’s only gotten harder and harder. Not easier.

      There’s a reason doctors shouldn’t treat their close kin. It’s impossible to stay calm and collected enough to do it. They understand. They’ve let me go. Because they know you can’t do what can’t be done.

      I can’t watch them die. I can’t even see them get hurt. I proved that beyond any kind of doubt when my hands shook so hard I couldn’t even stitch up a single knife cut by the end of that terrible day. Yesterday. The day I finally irrevocably decided to start a new life. Before yesterday, I was still dithering.

      Luckily, Hunter didn’t need me for anything too serious. Just a couple of torn stitches and lots of blood. We were on our way home to Pleasantville, where I still need to pack up my whole life, when he got a call and brought us here, to this rundown dive bar.

      This place must have been a happening place once upon a time, if all the photos of famous people on the walls, which were taken right here, are anything to go by. But that was back when the furniture was still pink and silver, the colors probably chosen to go with the name of the place—Flamingo Saloon. Now my jeans are getting dirty from sitting on the bar stool, and I don’t want to even touch the glass my coke was served in, let alone drink from it.

      Hunter is in one of the booths, talking to a tall, dark-haired man with the most interesting green eyes I’ve ever seen. Each time he looks at me they’re a different color. Sometimes they’re dark like the redwood forest back home, sometimes the color of a calm lake on a sunny day, and sometimes they’re blacker than night.

      I only know so much about the color of his eyes because he can’t seem to keep them off me. He’s been looking at me since I walked in here. But it’s not a lust and desire type of look… it’s more of a pensive thing. Like there’s something about me he can’t quite figure out, but wants to.

      I could get used him looking at me.

      But no.

      He’s a biker. And judging by the well-fitting leather pants and jacket with a set of angel wings on the back, I’d say he’s deep in that world. His clothes fit him like they were tailor-made just for him and he fills them very nicely.

      But I will never be with a biker for two reasons.

      The first is simple… I’m leaving behind an MC that treated me like family for the past ten years, and I’m not doing it so I can climb in bed with some biker stranger.

      The second is something I don’t like to acknowledge too clearly. I was a club girl for the last ten years. And in the biker world, you’re either a club girl or an ol’ lady, no matter how well you’re treated otherwise.

      I learned that lesson the hard way once or twice when I fell in love and wanted more. Which I never got. No hard feelings. Just the way it is. I regret none of my life with the Devils. Becoming their club girl back then was the best decision I could’ve made. It saved my life. Just like leaving it all behind is the best decision I can make now.

      I can’t hear what the guy and Hunter are talking about, but I hope they’ll be done soon. It’s a full night’s ride to get back home and I long to sleep in my bed tonight.

      Their conversation was calm before, but suddenly it gets a lot more animated. They come to some sort of an agreement and get up to leave.

      “We’re going to their clubhouse now,” Hunter says as he comes up to me, the green-eyed guy right behind him.

      I groan. “Do we have to? I thought we were going home after this.”

      Hunter didn’t even hear me because he’s already striding out of the bar, but the other guy stopped beside me. His eyes are still searching mine like he’s trying to pry out all my deepest secrets, but now he’s smiling as he does it. And the smile does things to his face I didn’t expect. Takes years off, for one thing. Years of torment and pain, I’d guess. It also does something to the color of his eyes, which are sparkling like the clearest emeralds now.

      “At least the clubhouse is cleaner than this place,” he says as I climb off the barstool.

      “Can’t get much dirtier,” I say and smile him.

      He laughs, and it’s a much happier sound than I expected to hear from him. Given the pain in his eyes, which is very clear from this close.

      “Truth is, I could use some dinner,” I add. “And a bed.”

      I can’t believe I’m flirting with him after all the promises I made myself just minutes ago. It’s not even in what I’m saying. More the way I’m saying it and the way I can’t seem to look away from his eyes which right now look just like gems do when sunlight hits them. But flirting is a reflex I’ve developed with bikers. It doesn’t mean anything. And it’s certainly not anything that’s gonna lead anywhere.

      He grins. “We got those things too. I’m Rogue, by the way.”

      “Melody,” I say and finally manage to peel my gaze away from his eyes.

      I start walking out of the bar before I flirt some more.

      “Figures,” he says as he falls in step with me.

      “What does?” I ask, glancing at him, but otherwise keeping my eyes on the door. Not looking at his eyes is the only way I will be safe.

      He pulls the door open for me like a perfect gentleman.

      “That you’d have a real pretty name to go with the rest of the beautiful package,” he says and makes my breath hitch.

      I’ve already heard all the lines guys use to get in a woman’s pants and then some. So his words aren’t the reason I’m having trouble catching my breath or finding something to respond with.

      It’s the way he said it. With such raw honesty and with just enough feeling to make me believe it came from the heart. And there’s just the right level of surprise in his eyes as the words hang between us like he can’t believe he said it either. Like the words just came out because they had to.

      What the hell am I thinking?

      I’m reading way too much into all this, and I almost give myself a hard slap across the cheek to snap out of it.

      The tiredness, stress, and the gut-wrenching pain that’s been the last couple of days is causing me to see and hear things in his words that can’t possibly be there. And why I’m seeing them in the way he looks at me too.

      “Thank you,” I say and give him one last smile as I walk out into the parking lot and climb on the back of Hunter’s bike.

      I’m not a club girl anymore. And I’ll never be any biker’s ol’ lady.

      That’s just how it’s gotta be. No regrets. But that part of my life is over.
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      Rogue

      I decided to help the Devil’s Nightmare MC guy Hunter get his girl back. I figured it’s the least I could do and besides, the guy who took her is the same guy my MC has been trying to put behind bars for years. But then one thing led to another and I made some hasty choices, which left me with huge gunshot wound in my side and the most beautiful doctor I’ve ever seen taking care of me. Not a bad deal after all.

      We’re in one of the vacant rooms at the clubhouse, and I’m pretty sure the entire MC is out in the hallway, chattering and sighing, and sounding like they expect me not to make it. But she’s the only one I really see. Just like it was a couple of hours ago at the Flamingo Saloon when I first laid eyes on her.

      “So, I’m gonna make it, right?” I ask her. “Dr. Melody?”

      She gives me the most exasperated look I’ve seen since my mother last gave me such a look. It makes her big blue eyes ripple as beautifully as the Pacific Ocean.

      “It’s Dr. Lockhart, actually,” she says soft, moving her long, light brown hair out of the way and continues stitching up my side. I don’t feel a thing. And I don’t think it’s just because of whatever painkiller she gave me. It’s also because she has such a gentle touch.

      She hasn’t smiled at me since we left the Flamingo Saloon and I really wish she would.

      “Wow, a pretty last name to go with a pretty first name,” I say. “You really are the whole package. But I already knew that.”

      She purses her lips and shakes her head. “Hold still or the stitches will be lopsided and you’ll have a huge scar instead of a small one.”

      “That’s fine,” I say as I lay my head back down on the pillow. “I’m used to carrying around big scars.”

      Her eyes snap to my face but I don’t meet them. She keeps looking at me though, like she’s trying to read something more into my words. She won’t. I’ve already said too much.

      I still have no idea what it is about this woman, but the moment I saw her, I wanted to talk to her, get to know her, touch her. She’s the first woman that struck me so strongly in that way in a very long time. A very, very long time.

      I can’t explain it, and I don’t want to try anymore.

      She’s right to be stand-offish. It’s nothing real. And nothing that will last. The women in my life come and go. Mostly they go. I don’t do relationships and I don’t form attachments. Not because I’m still hung up on Angel. She’s gone and I know that. It’s because I couldn’t handle losing another woman I love. My heart’s not strong enough for that. So, this desire for getting to know everything there is to know about Melody is just part of my residual giddiness left over from finally getting the revenge my soul yearned for these last ten years. It’s not anything more than that.

      “Give me something to put me back in action as soon as you’re done stitching me up,” I tell her. “Tonight’s job’s not done yet.”

      She scoffs. “That may be so, but it is done for you. You’ve lost at least a liter of blood, so you’re down for the count, I’m afraid. Sorry.”

      “No, never,” I say.

      The thing is, Hunter still desperately needs my help to save his girlfriend and I’m gonna give it.

      When Angel was in trouble, when she bit off more than she could chew by going after Ghost on her own, I begged everyone I could think of to help me find her. My uncle the detective, the cops from my dad’s MC, friends in a gang who had the manpower to help. None of them believed that I needed their help as badly as I did. They all thought we were going after some innocent history teacher and not a deranged serial killer. So she died.

      I’m not gonna let Hunter get killed trying to save his girl on his own. Not after he told me where to find the man who took Angel from me—the only present I ever wanted. And he gave it without asking for anything in return.

      This is what I’m giving him in return. The aid of my entire MC to do whatever he needs.

      “Why do you bikers always have to be so damn stubborn?” Melody asks as she ties off the last of my stitches. “You’re all the same.”

      “Nah, I’m not like any biker you’ve ever met before,” I tell her with a smirk. She’s a very beautiful woman, especially when her eyes are shooting these angry little sparks of lightning like they’re doing just now.

      She scoffs and shakes her head as she peels off her latex gloves. “I very much doubt that.”

      A part of me wants to just grab her, lay her down on this bed and show her I’m telling the truth. And I haven’t had that kind of reaction to a woman in a very long time. It’s worth pausing over it. But not doing more than that.

      “I’d love to continue bickering with you, but I have some unfinished business to take care of,” I say and swing my legs over the side of the bed, wishing that merely sitting up in bed didn’t make my head so fuzzy and my vision so blurry. I bite the inside of my cheek to steady myself. “And your friend Hunter will be very grateful to me when it’s done. So will you give me the shot of adrenaline or whatever, or do I have to ask the paramedics to do it?”

      She shakes her head and stands up, moving the chair she was sitting so I can stand up easier.

      “Have the paramedics do it,” she says. “I’m done with bikers and your crazy strong death wishes.”

      “Do I detect a hint of worry for me in your voice?” I ask. “Don’t worry. I’ll be back soon.”

      She scoffs again, but not before her eyes locked on mine and grew a whole lot softer.

      “I’m sure your friends will be very happy about that,” she says.

      I would honestly love to keep bantering with her for hours to come, but she prevents it by striding out of the room, her hair swinging and her hips swaying. I wish she wasn’t walking away from me. But only a small part of me is wishing that. The rest knows nothing can come of it if she stayed. And that’s exactly as it should be.
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        * * *

      

      The sun’s coming up blindingly bright somewhere behind the tall wall that we’re trying to breach. The wound in my side is throbbing slightly, but otherwise I feel more alive than I have in a good long while.

      For the first time in over five years, the MC is set to take on
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
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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