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        Welcome to Bitten Point, where the swamp doesn't just keep its secrets, it sometimes eats them.

      

      Take one deadly bite and, bam, a man's life is changed forever, or so Caleb discovers when a loss of control leads to him joining the military and leaving everything behind. Now that he's back, making amends is harder than expected.

      His ex-girlfriend, Renny, is not interested in excuses. Caleb might have returned, but her plan is to keep him at arm's length. Only she can't. Her son deserves a chance to get to know his father, but that doesn't mean Renny is letting Caleb back into her heart. Now if only her heart would cooperate.

      Things get dangerous when a mysterious being starts stalking the residents of Bitten Point. When the monster threatens his son, Caleb knows it's time to unleash his dark inner beast so he can snap at danger, and take a bite out of life.

      
        Immerse yourself in this HOT series, by New York Times bestselling author, Eve Langlais.
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      I can’t believe the dog gets the front seat in the truck.

      Indeed, the big-eyed canine—who barely consisted of a mouthful at five and a half pounds—that his brother called Princess, held the seat of pride inside the truck while Caleb merited the box at the back.

      Forget logic. Caleb had tried to argue at the train station where his brother awaited him, leaning against the blue body of his Ford pickup truck.

      “Hey, Connie,” Caleb had said to his bro upon spotting him, which was the first thing he did wrong, closely followed by his second, “Packed on a few pounds while I was gone, I see.”

      It wasn’t just women who took offense at weight jokes.

      By the time Caleb stated, “Can you get this rat out of the front seat?” things had evolved from awkward to someone was gonna get hurt.

      The frost in his brother’s expression would have made a more easily intimidated man shiver.

      “That is not a rat. That is a long-haired Chihuahua,” his brother informed him coldly. “And my name, since you seem to have forgotten, is Constantine.”

      Caleb might have argued about it a bit more, but given he was trying to make amends with his family—and this particular branch of his family had grown quite a bit since he’d left—he didn’t push the point. He’d wait until later, after a few beers.

      Or we could set the tone for how things are gonna go right now. Caleb’s time in the military had given him a boldness that resulted in more than a few scraps—his version of stress relief. “That is not a dog.” A comment that was met with a low growl and a lifted lip from the fresh appetizer in the front seat.

      A dog? Snort. More like a snack. The snap of a hungry jaw jarred Caleb, and he pushed back against the dark thought.

      No eating Connie’s pet. There were some lines even he wouldn’t cross. Antagonizing his brother wasn’t one of them. “Dude, whatever that funny looking hairball is, it’s in the way.”

      “No, she is not. That’s Princess’s spot.” Constantine reached in and stroked the tiny creature.

      “Princess?” His level of incredulity rose a few more notches and teetered in the I-must-be hallucinating zone. And yet I didn’t snack on any mushrooms.

      “It’s Princess Leia to be exact.”

      Bigger snort.

      His brother shot him a look before turning back to his rat, crooning, “Ignore him, Princess. He doesn’t understand your cuteness.”

      Cute? Had his brother been punched in the face one too many times? “Are you feeling all right?”

      “Fine. Why?” His brother glanced his way while still continuing to pet the hairy rat.

      “I have to ask because I don’t understand why a grown man would want to own something that wouldn’t even double as a proper snack.”

      “Eat my dog and I will skin you and make you into boots.” Judging by the hard flint in his brother’s eyes, he meant it.

      Caleb almost hugged him in thanks. Nice to see some things hadn’t changed, such as their love of bodily-harm threats. Question was, would Constantine follow through?

      Caleb should have let the matter go at that point. After all, loving a poor excuse for a dog wasn’t the worse thing his brother could have done during Caleb’s absence—at least he didn’t fuck up like I did—but the fact that Caleb ranked lower than a pet stung. “It’s a dog. Shouldn’t it ride in the back?”

      “No. And unless you’d rather walk, I’d suggest you get your ass on board. I’ve got better things to do than hang around here arguing with an a-hole.”

      Caleb’s spine straightened, and he faced his brother, unable to hide the flatness in his eyes. “That wasn’t very nice.”

      “Neither was what you did.”

      That stung, even if it was true. “I had my reasons.”

      “And I have mine. So choose.”

      Nice choice. Either tell his brother to fuck off and find his own ride, which would really set a tone. Beat the piss out of him and remind him that he was still the oldest? Or let his brother enjoy his petty revenge?

      Doing the right thing really wasn’t any fun.

      I came back to make amends, not make things worse. So Caleb rode in the back while Princess got the passenger seat, perched pleased as punch in her basket that hung off straps wrapped around the headrest. When Caleb asked what the heck that was, Constantine replied, “It’s a booster for Princess so she can see out the window.”

      My brother’s dog has a car seat. Meanwhile, Caleb didn’t, but at least he had a ride, plus, on the bonus side, he and his brother had not yet come to blows, although it had been close.

      I expect before the week is out, we’ll exchange a few punches.

      Constantine harbored a lot of anger and resentment. When Caleb had left home, his brother was just finishing high school, and given there were a few years between them, they hadn’t really hung out much. It hadn’t occurred to Caleb that the skinny runt—who’d packed on a good hundred pounds and a few inches since then—would resent his departure so much.

      If sitting in the back of Constantine’s truck was part of Caleb’s punishment, then so be it. It wouldn’t be the worst ride Caleb had ever gotten. At least this one didn’t have gritty sand stinging at his eyes or snipers taking potshots.

      As a matter of fact, he quite enjoyed the view and humid air until they hit the highway, whereupon Constantine made sure he hit the gas pedal hard. The truck shot forward with a burst of speed. No problem. Caleb leaned against the cab of the truck and crossed his arms. He could handle a little wind.

      The rut in the road, however, almost sent him flying out of the bed of the pickup truck. He landed hard on his ass and couldn’t help his irritation.

      “Bloody hell, Constantine.” Caleb banged on the window partition on the cab. “Take it fucking easy, would you?”

      To which his little brother—who, at two hundred and eighty pounds of mean muscle, outweighed him—replied with an eloquent middle finger.

      A laugh shook Caleb, a rusty sound that took him by surprise. It had been a while since he’d found something worth chuckling about. It’s good to be home.

      Coming home, to be specific, the prodigal son who’d strutted off to war, brash and full of himself, and now returned, a wounded veteran who—

      “Is getting no goddamned respect!” he yelled as his brother plowed the truck through a puddle on the shoulder. On purpose. Little bastard.

      He smiled.

      The muddy water coating his skin and worn T-shirt couldn’t diminish his contentment. Even out here, still practically in the city, the smells of the swamp surrounded him. Moist and thick, the humidity in the air revived him.

      Since his departure from home, Caleb had spent years serving his country overseas in barren wastelands, where the gritty sand got in everything and the heat sucked the moisture from your skin, leaving it tougher than a croc’s hide.

      But he’d left the desert behind months ago. Spent some time up north in Alaska, a shifter-friendly town known as Kodiak Point, as a matter of fact. While hiding out there, he’d scrubbed and scrubbed at his skin until he could pretend the stink of smoke and burning flesh didn’t cling to him. Some stains never came out, but they faded to the point where he now felt that he could face the world—scarred in both body and soul. Time to complete his return to the real world and come home, a home that was the same and yet different.

      A familiar pink billboard caught his eye. Look at that, Maisy’s gift shop still did business on the edge of the highway. The next familiar ad was for Bayou’s Bite, where a person could eat the best crab cakes in town. They also used to make the best deep-fried shrimp and served the coldest beer. He looked forward to seeing if that was still the case.

      What he didn’t enjoy seeing, as they headed toward his hometown, was the appearance of several subdivisions that had popped up along a few miles stretch of the highway. Ugh to progress. Not more cookie-cutter houses and townhomes.

      Who the hell would want to live in one of those?

      Not the folks from his town, that was for sure.

      Welcome to Bitten Point, Florida. A tiny town hugging the Everglades and home to a shifter population that spanned a gamut of species, unlike the city groups that tended to cater to one breed and ran all others out.

      Rumor had it, the wolves controlled New York and some other big cities out west while the lions owned Texas and Arizona. As for Montana and Colorado, that was bear country.

      But down here, where the land was wet and the climate warm to scorching, shifters lived more or less in harmony. Except for that odd flock of Canadian Snow Geese. They spent half their years down south but kept to themselves.

      But ignoring those birdbrains—which, rumor held, tasted best when basted with butter sauce—the rest of the shifters lived in peace. And if they didn’t, then Big Jim, the mayor of their town, took them out to the swamp for a talking-to. Sometimes, he came back alone.

      In the shifter world, justice was swift, and often without mercy. A secret like theirs couldn’t be risked. Even though some humans knew of the existence of shifters, such as the higher levels in the military and government, the general populace remained ignorant.

      And everyone worked to keep it that way.

      A swerve of the truck had him gripping the sides as Constantine veered off the highway to take the main road into Bitten Point.

      Getting closer…

      His heart thumped a little bit faster, and his fingers tightened to the point that his knuckles turned white.

      Don’t panic now.

      He’d done so well up to this point. Taking deep breaths, Caleb pushed the crippling anxiety back into its little box, a box that also contained a rather large reptile that wasn’t too happy with Caleb right now.

      Too fucking bad. His beast couldn’t be counted on to behave, so it was best to keep him leashed.

      For distraction, Caleb watched the side of the road. They should be coming across it soon… There it was.

      The welcome sign to town loomed.

      Bitten Point.

      The image on the massive billboard consisted of a large gator head with its jaws wide open saying, “Welcome, won’t you stay for a bite?” The colors had faded since he’d last seen it, and the population on it had moved from seven hundred and sixty-five to seven hundred and ninety-six.

      Life had flourished while he was gone.

      Just past the billboard, he couldn’t help but note that the Itty Bitty Club had gotten a new sign, a neon monstrosity that showed the silhouette of a woman wearing a tiny bikini. An itty-bitty bikini.

      For as much as the more puritan-minded tried to get it shut down, the strip club remained, offering visual entertainment, expensive beer, and jobs to those who didn’t mind baring a bit of skin.

      Main Street remained much the same with the town hall and post office sharing the same building. The grocery store had gotten a facelift, as a chain one had apparently moved in.

      There was the pharmacy, right next door to the vet, whose practice had flourished evidently, given they’d also taken over the video emporium that used to fill the space alongside.

      As soon as they left the main road, a rapid right turn that sent his ass skidding, signs of civilization, at least the modern kind, faded. Out here, this close to the Everglades, greenery took on a life of its own, determined to thwart progress’s encroachment of its territory.

      They were in bayou land now and, even better, shifter land.

      In the movies and books, humans always feared the shifters living in the city, using the paved streets and alleys as their hunting ground. In reality, with the exception of a few groups, most shifters preferred to remain close to nature, to have quick and easy access to acres of wilderness so, when the beast needed to emerge, they didn’t need to fear discovery—or bullets.

      Even then, though, they had to be careful. Being a rather large crocodile in bayou country wasn’t always a safe thing. Caleb didn’t have the scars to prove it—only silver truly ever left a permanent mark, silver and fire to be specific—but he did remember the pain of getting shot.

      Damn Wes and his not-so-funny pranks.

      The truck turned suddenly, but having expected it, Caleb held on to the sides and let out a triumphant yell. “Missed!” A taunt that almost had him biting his tongue as his brother steered into a deep rut. “Bastard!” He yelled it with laughter, a humor that faded with each mile they got closer to his childhood home—and Ma.

      There came that fluttery feeling again. But this was a normal trepidation, not the gut-wrenching fear when he heard the crackle of flame devouring tinder.

      Would his mother be happy to see him?

      Ma certainly hadn’t been too pleased when he’d left, and they’d not talked since. His fault. He cut off everyone in his life. Everyone…

      So how would Ma react to her son coming home?

      He still remembered her parting words…

      “That’s it, leave, just like your father did. He didn’t come back, and neither will you.” She might have thrown the words at him with vehemence, but her voice had also choked with tears.

      It was true his dad had joined the military, just like Caleb, except his dad hadn’t come back alive.

      The flag they presented his mother did not make up for the loss of the man who’d taught Caleb to fish and spit but who hadn’t been around to teach him how to control the beast.

      Not having a father as the reptile within matured, flooding Caleb with its cold views and voracious hungers, meant Caleb didn’t have a mentor to teach him the tricks to remaining in control.

      No one to teach him how to let the beast out safely.

      Could he have asked for help from someone else? Yes. Did he? No.

      Instead, I lost control.

      Took a bite.

      A bite that changed the course of his life. A fatal bite that forced him to leave the small town he’d grown up in, abandoning his family and deserting the one girl—

      He punched himself in the leg, the hard blow veering his attention because he was not going there. For years he’d forced himself to not allow thoughts of her.

      Don’t start now. Renny is better off without me.

      Chances were she’d gone on with her life. Settled down with someone. Someone who could treat her right and make her happy.

      Who made that growling sound? Apparently it wasn’t just the croc in his mind rising from his mental prison to snap its teeth that had a problem with Renny being with someone else.

      Time hadn’t diminished some things, such as his jealousy issues. He’d always had a she’s-mine problem where Renny was concerned. Prettiest girl he’d ever seen and she’d chosen him.

      But they couldn’t tell anyone about it, not with her dad crazier than batshit, especially after a drinking binge, and his ma determined that he go to college and make something of himself instead of “Settling down too young and missing out on life.”

      At the time, all the reasons not to be together had made them only more determined.

      Nothing better than sneaking out to her place and giving her a hand—on account he was such a gentleman—so she could climb out the window. The memory of those hours they spent under the starlight still had the power to arouse.

      People often resorted to pills or toys or weird fantasies to bring excitement to sex, but Caleb still thought the hottest kind of fuck was the type where you were afraid of getting caught by someone’s father. A man who kept a loaded shotgun by the door.

      The tame sex he’d enjoyed later on, in a bed, just never could compare.

      Or was it because no one could compare to Renny?

      Don’t go there. He gave himself a mental slap, and yet, no matter how many times he told himself to forget Renny, his thoughts always seemed to stray back.

      The truck rolled to a stop, the crunch of gravel louder for a moment than the singing of the frogs and crickets.

      Shit, I’m home.

      For a moment, his breathing quickened, his pulse raced, and it wasn’t the humidity that dampened his skin.

      Don’t panic. Breathe, dammit. Breathe.

      Spots danced in front of his eyes, and he felt himself losing his grip. The croc swam to the surface, veering for the weakness and looking to escape.

      No. I mustn’t lose control.

      Stupid anxiety attack. He’d hoped he was done with those. It had been weeks since his last good one.

      This simmering bout proved all wasn’t well yet in his mental landscape. But he could handle it. The doctor in Kodiak Point had taught him tricks to calm himself. And when all else failed, there were the heavy-duty pills.

      But he couldn’t just pop a few blue sleeping agents and drop off into a coma for a few hours. He needed to man up.

      Step one. Take a deep breath.

      Step two. Scratch his balls to remind himself he wasn’t a prissy fucking princess.

      Step three—

      “What the hell are you doing?” Constantine said, snapping him back to the here and now.

      Doing? Why having a panic attack, of course, but that wasn’t something he was about to admit. “Just taking in all the changes to the place.”

      And there were plenty to provide distraction. For one, they now actually had a driveway of crushed stone rather than the mud and flattened weeds he recalled. The house that had once sported weathered, gray planks and mismatched shingles was still there, but massively face-lifted with white vinyl siding and a light blue metal roof.

      “Are those fucking shutters?” Caleb asked in disbelief, taking in the new windows that had taken the place of the wooden-silled ones.  How he’d hated those damned things. When it got truly humid they swelled so tight that they refused to open. When one did open, he’d smashed his fingers in them too many times to count because he didn’t get the block of wood wedged under it in time.

      “Not just any shutters, but hurricane-grade ones,” Constantine replied, his upper body hidden within the truck. When his brother leaned back out, he had his little dog tucked under his arm.

      “So that’s what you did with my paychecks?” Just because Caleb had left home didn’t mean he didn’t try and improve his mother’s lot in life and, by default, his brother’s too.

      “Not exactly. Mom used the checks to put me through college.”

      “Yeah, because you need a college degree to fish for shrimp and crabs,” Caleb couldn’t help but retort. Full-time college had never been a possibility for him when he finished high school. He’d gone straight to work to support his family and then struggled through the part-time classes at his local college until he quit them to be with Renny.

      Constantine saw right through his cruel taunt. “I don’t work in the bayou. Haven’t since you left, really. Ma wanted to make sure I had a different set of choices when I graduated.”

      In other words, she didn’t want a second son going off to war.

      “The place looks good,” he grudgingly managed to say.

      “Thanks. Come on. We should go inside. Ma’s probably got dinner ready for us. She’s been cooking all day.”

      Just ignore the drool, as if he could help it at the thought of one of his ma’s home-cooked meals. How long had it been since he’d enjoyed real food?

      Stomach leading the way, Caleb vaulted from the truck bed and followed his brother toward the house.

      Faced with a front door painted a dark blue, Caleb froze. This wasn’t his home anymore. So much had changed. His home. His brother. Me.

      Caleb wasn’t the same guy who’d left years ago. And he never would be again.

      I’m damaged goods. Both physically and mentally. He could handle the scars on the outside, even if within he cringed every time someone winced or grimaced at his appearance. What he still had a harder time with was the damned nightmares and panic attacks.

      Was he so selfish that he would dump himself, and all his problems, on his brother and mother, who had obviously flourished in his absence?

      “You know what. I think I should pop into town first. Maybe grab some groceries. Or flowers. Yeah. I need flowers.” Caleb turned on his heel and had his hands on the raised edge for the bed of the truck to climb in when he found himself yanked backwards.

      With a firm hand on each of Caleb’s shoulders, Constantine frog-marched him to the front door. “Don’t be such a pussy. Buy flowers?” Connie snorted. “Ma doesn’t need anything but your ugly mug. Why, I don’t know.”

      Neither did Caleb. They’d exchanged such ugly words. Angry ones. Hurtful ones.

      Given he couldn’t tell her the truth, they’d not spoken since. As a matter of fact, he’d not spoken to anyone in Bitten Point until he called a number he knew by heart and his brother answered.

      With his eyes closed and spots dancing behind his lids, Caleb had asked, “Can I come home?”

      To his surprise, Constantine said yes.

      And now, here he was, shaking like the biggest fucking coward.

      Before Constantine could force Caleb to climb the painted porch steps—with an honest-to-god railing—the door opened, and there was his ma.

      Unlike the rest of home, she hadn’t changed. Sure, there might be a few more gray hairs and a crease or two, but the blue eyes, the trembling smile, and the outstretched arms were—

      Caleb took the steps in a single bound and yanked her into his grip.

      In a voice choked—with a bug, dammit, never tears—he murmured, “I’m home.”
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      One more stop until I can go home.

      Pulling into the driveway of the executive home, Renata Suarez—Renny to her friends—sat for a moment before getting out of her car. Every minute of every day it seemed as if she was rushing somewhere, having to do something. Sometimes she worried she’d get so damned busy she’d forget to breathe.

      Heck, I’m lucky if I remember to feed myself sometimes.  Good thing Luke was around to remind her that sustenance was required or she might have wasted away.

      Yet, somehow, despite all the trials, she was making it. She was providing for her and her son, but at what cost?

      I’ve barely seen him grow up. While the daycares she’d relied on over the years were great at taking pictures and videos, the sad fact was, Renny had missed Luke’s first step, the first pee in a potty, and so many other milestones. But what other choice do I have?

      The bills wouldn’t pay themselves.

      At least now that she’d returned home, she had Melanie caring for her son before and after school, and at a totally rock-bottom rate. Nothing.

      As Melanie explained it, “I’m stuck at home anyways because of my hellions. Might as well have your angelic one here, too. You never know, maybe he’ll rub off on my little demons.”

      How I love that girl. Melanie was the only reason why Renny hadn’t left Bitten Point once her dad died. Her best friend was the only thing helping Renny keep her sanity right now, and given all Melanie had done to help, she shouldn’t abuse her good will.

      Stop lazing around, and go get your son. Exiting the car, she took a few strides to reach the door. Renny walked right into Melanie’s house, just in time, too, judging by Melanie’s shouted, “I’m going to make you both into rugs if you don’t behave.”

      What were the boys doing now?

      Stepping into the living room, Renny caught her best friend since kindergarten with her hands on her hips, hair wisping in curls around her face, and her dark brown gaze focused on two little boys perched on the backrest of the couch.

      Those two imps eyed their mother, expressions rife with mischief. Without saying a word, Rory and Tatum leaped.

      Melanie screeched, “Demon spawn!” and the boys laughed. The two mini acrobats bounced on the sofa cushions, not at all repentant.

      It was hard not to smile, so Renny averted her head, lest the children see her amusement. She sought out her son, Luke, and found that he sat in the corner at the play table, head bent as he scribbled away. She stared at him for a moment, but he never looked up. He ignored her. It was so obvious by the tight set of his shoulders and the furious stroke of his crayon.

      Her son was mad at her, and with good reason. She was late. Again.

      I won’t be winning the mother of the year award. But in her defense, she worked two jobs, and neither of them would cut her slack. “We’re short staffed, which means you need to work later today.” Saying no wasn’t an option when she needed that money to survive.

      However, she did long for the day that she could tell Benny at the supermarket to take his job as a cashier and shove it in a very nasty spot. As for her nighttime waitressing, despite the late hours, that job she enjoyed, even if some nights her ass was slapped a few too many times for her liking. At least those nights meant good tips.

      Renny snuck up behind her best friend, counting on the chortles from the twins to hide her approach.

      Then she made Melanie jump. “Having fun again, are we? And yet you’re thinking of popping the third?”

      Visibly jarred, Melanie whirled. “Dammit, Renny, don’t sneak up on me like that. I think I just wet myself.”

      The twins took that moment to listen to their mother, and their mouths made the roundest O of surprise, but not for long before they went into spasms of giggles, Rory chortling, “Mommy peed her pants.” A pause then a yell from Tatum, “Again.”

      Melanie glared at her brood. “It’s a good thing you’re cute or else...”

      Before anyone could think Melanie was a witch of a mother, it should be noted that she doted on those boys, and while she did mock-threaten them, she was the first to encourage them to explore the world. In other words, climb. Just not the furniture in the house. Her poor curtain rods couldn’t handle any more abuse.

      “Tickle monster attack!” Melanie yelled before diving at her boys. They scattered, high-pitched squeals along with the thump of bare feet on wood floors. Her friend wiped her arm across her forehead. “Whew. Those two are way too full of piss and vinegar today.”

      “A little wound up, were they?”

      “More like unhinged,” Melanie grumbled. “Must mean a storm is coming.”

      “When isn’t a storm coming?”

      “Good point. Given the silence, I’ve only got another minute or two before I need to hunt them down. The last time they disappeared for more than five minutes and were quiet, they slathered hand soap in the hallway and were using it as a slip and slide.”

      The antics of Rory and Tatum never failed to entertain. Luke didn’t tend to such wildness, although, of late, his moods were more erratic. “How was Luke today?” Renny asked before kneeling by her son. He pointedly ignored her, the crayon dropped on the table so that he could thumb his Nintendo DS. He loved that toy, which made the scrimping she’d done to get it for him for Christmas worthwhile. But while he loved the game, it was now also a weapon he used to shut her out.

      Ever since he’d begun school, her son had changed. Her shy and cuddly son now no longer wanted her to hold his hand in public, and he no longer crawled into her lap for stories.

      He’s only four. So young, and yet very much his own person. A little man without the guidance of a father, something he’d only begun to notice.

      His immersion in the big wide world of the public school system meant he got to see how the world worked. How other families lived. Not quite five years old, but perceptive for his age, he’d finally asked her not long ago the one question she never wanted to answer.

      “Who’s my daddy?”

      “Why do you want to know?”

      Luke had fixed her with a stare. “Other kids have a daddy. Who’s mine?”

      Did a no-good jerk who’d taken off and never looked back count? What about a guy who couldn’t run away fast enough, breaking her heart while, at the same time, leaving her the biggest trial and treasure of all?

      A son.

      A son who had resorted to the silent treatment when she copped out and said, “I’ll tell you when you’re older.” Weak. So weak.

      Parenting fail, and yet telling him the truth now would not change anything.

      For all intents and purpose, Luke’s daddy was—

      “Did you hear? Caleb’s back in town.”

      Crouching
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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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