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      Sebastian

      

      The compound smelled like coffee and gun oil, and Sebastian felt a sense of relief at the familiar scent as he dropped his go-bag onto a bench in the equipment room and began breaking down his kit.

      Sidearm cleaned, checked, locked in the safe. Comms equipment powered down and returned to the charging station. Vest inspected and hung.

      Each step was a ritual, each ritual a way to keep his hands busy while his brain downshifted from operational awareness to something resembling normal.

      Whatever normal meant these days.

      He could hear some of the others in the common area—Mack’s low laugh, the scrape of a chair, CB’s voice too big for any room it occupied. The new guy, Reid Huntley, whistling.

      The smell of whatever Ian had thrown together on the stove drifted down the hall. The man cooked with an attention to detail that made you wonder what he’d been like before the teams.

      Sebastian finished stowing his gear and headed for the briefing room instead of the kitchen.

      Garrett was at the long table, laptop open, reading glasses perched on his nose in a way that would’ve earned him merciless ribbing from the team if any of them had a death wish. He glanced up when Sebastian appeared in the doorway and quickly removed them. “Client’s secure?”

      “Delivered to the Bozeman field office at fourteen-thirty. Marshals took custody. No issues.”

      Garrett nodded, closed the laptop. “Clean run.”

      “Clean run.” Sebastian leaned a shoulder against the doorframe. “What’s next?”

      Garrett returned the glasses to the end of his nose and pecked at his keyboard with a gentleness that could make you forget he was a large man who could put you through a wall. He glanced up and gave Sebastian a hard look. Sebastian had seen that look directed at clients, at threats, at the team when they were being stupid. “Next, you take the rest of the day off.”

      “I’m good. If there’s another detail⁠—”

      “There isn’t.”

      “Then I can run the south perimeter assessment. Jasper flagged the camera angles on sector⁠—”

      “Sebastian.” Garrett’s voice was quiet enough to stop him mid-sentence. “You’ve been on for eleven days straight. Go home. Eat something that didn’t come out of a tactical pouch. Take a shower that lasts longer than three minutes. Do something that has nothing to do with this building.”

      Sebastian opened his mouth to argue, then read the set of Garrett’s jaw and closed it again. There was a rank structure at SPS that didn’t appear on any org chart, and Garrett Cross—callsign Wolf—sat at the top of it for reasons that had nothing to do with his name on the paperwork. When Wolf said go, you went.

      He kept his face neutral even as he clenched his teeth. “Copy that.”

      He passed the kitchen on his way out. CB was leaning against the counter with a plate balanced on one big hand, fork in the other, telling a story that involved hand gestures ambitious enough to endanger the food. Ian stood at the stove, spatula in hand, shaking his head at whatever CB was selling. The scene was warm and easy and familiar—the kind of moment Sebastian always watched from the outside, like a man pressing his face to a window in winter.

      “Lynx.” CB spotted him. He liked to use their callsigns, even when they were here at the compound. “Ian made that chicken thing. Grab a plate.”

      “Heading out. Garrett’s orders.”

      “Same here, but he wouldn’t deny us a meal.” CB grinned. He was every bit the Grizzly that his own callsign suggested. “Stay. Eat. Be a human person for twenty minutes.”

      Sebastian almost said yes. The impulse surprised him enough that he shoved it down before it could take root. “Next time.”

      CB pointed the fork at him. “You always say that.”

      “And one of these days I’ll mean it.”

      He grabbed his jacket from the hook by the door and walked out into the late afternoon, Montana stretching wide in every direction.

      The mountains didn’t care about his service record or his face or the fact that he was famous for the worst thirty seconds of his life. He’d moved here for that anonymity. Some days it almost felt like enough.

      His truck was parked at the far end of the lot, a deliberate choice—always facing the exit, always with a clear line to the road. Habits from the Secret Service that he’d stopped pretending he’d outgrow. He climbed in, sat with his hands on the wheel, and stared at the dashboard.

      Do something that has nothing to do with this building.

      The lynx sketch was in the glove compartment box where he’d put it three weeks ago. It was rough, nothing fancy, just the lines of the cat in profile with the geometry he wanted woven through the negative space. His callsign was the one thing the SPS team had given him that actually fit.

      Dom Salazar at Iron Rose had mentioned an artist who did fine-line work with hidden symbolism. He said she was talented and a little prickly, but worth it. Sebastian had filed it away and done nothing about it, just as he did with most things that weren’t operational.

      Today, though. Today, he had an empty afternoon and a direct order to fill it.

      He pulled out the sketch, looked at it for a moment, then tucked it into his jacket pocket and started the engine.

      The road from the compound to Blackridge wound through country that looked like God had gotten ambitious and then walked away mid-project—big sky, bigger mountains, the kind of emptiness that could swallow a man whole. Sebastian drove with the window cracked, October air sharp enough to taste, and let the radio fill the silence because silence was bad.

      He landed on a country station and a song he didn’t know. Fine.

      The song ended and the DJ’s voice cut in, bright and conversational, making everything sound like a lead-in to a mattress commercial.

      “—remembering today as the anniversary of the assassination attempt on Virginia Galbraith, daughter of former Vice President Harold Galbraith. It’s been six years since Secret Service Agent Sebastian Whitaker made headlines when he⁠—”

      He killed the radio.

      The silence he’d been avoiding filled the cab. His jaw ached. He realized he was clenching it and forced himself to stop. His grip on the steering wheel had gone white-knuckled and he forced that to ease too. Muscle by muscle, conscious control, the way they’d trained him. Regulate the body and the mind follows.

      Six years.

      He didn’t think about the fundraiser. He didn’t think about the weight of Ginger as he shoved her to the floor, or the sound she made. Not the way the bullet hit him like a baseball bat swung by a god. He didn’t think about lying on Italian marble in a room full of screaming people, his hand pressed to his side, blood hot between his fingers, watching a twenty-seven-year-old man die three feet away because Sebastian had put two rounds in his chest as he’d shielded Ginger.

      He’d done his job, but he forced the images and sensations away, pressing his foot harder into the gas pedal.

      Iron Rose Tattoo sat on a block in Blackridge’s industrial district that looked like it had given up on itself sometime around a decade ago. A pawn shop flanked one side, a check-cashing place on the other, and at the end of the street, a laundromat with a hand-lettered sign advertising a broken dryer. Bars on the windows. A neon sign above the door read IRON ROS TATTOO because the “e” had burned out and nobody had replaced it.

      Sebastian parked and assessed the block out of habit. A couple of guys were smoking outside the pawn shop. A woman pushed a stroller with a quick stride of someone who didn’t stop moving in this neighborhood. Nobody pinged his threat radar, but the radar was always on.

      That was the problem.

      The parlor didn’t look like much from the outside, but CB had told him Dom Salazar was former Navy, did old-school traditional work, and was the kind of guy who’d earned every line on his face. More importantly, he respected the ones on other people’s. That’s why so many in CB’s motorcycle club came here. And while Dom had told Sebastian animals weren’t his specialty, his young tattoo artist had a flair for them.

      Sebastian touched the sketch in his jacket pocket, felt the edges of the paper against his fingers, and got out of the truck.

      The bell above the door jangled when he pushed it open. The parlor was small, clean, and better than the exterior suggested. Flash art covered one wall in neat rows—traditional stuff, roses and skulls and anchors, the bread and butter of any shop.

      But the opposite wall was different. Custom work, framed and lit. Fantasy pieces—a dragon coiled through cathedral ruins, a woman in armor standing at the edge of a cliff, an enchanted forest rendered in a linework style so precise it looked like engraving. Someone in this shop had serious talent.

      A woman stood behind the counter with her back to him, organizing ink bottles on a shelf. Her shoulder-length brown hair was loose. A vintage band tee—Fleetwood Mac, the Rumours tour—was tucked into high-waisted jeans. Ink was visible on both forearms, stylized florals winding from wrist to elbow.

      She moved slowly as if she’d already had a long day and was counting the hours until it was over. “Be right with you,” she said without enthusiasm. She didn’t even turn around.

      This must be the young artist. “No rush.”

      She froze, then slowly pivoted. Her brown eyes were big and expressive, taking him in with one sweep from head to toe. She blinked, and every drop of color drained from her face in the span of a single heartbeat.

      She knew who he was.

      There was a specific sequence—recognition, surprise, then the recalibration as people matched the face in front of them with the one they’d seen on magazine covers and cable news.

      That one photograph wouldn’t die, the one of him on the stretcher with blood on his dress shirt. Most people landed on excitement, or awe, or that weird hunger that famous people learned to recognize and dread.

      She didn’t land on any of those. She landed on something cold and sharp. His threat assessment lit up before his conscious mind caught up to it.

      Then he saw the artist’s name printed in clean block letters beneath the custom work he’d been admiring.

      S. Crenshaw.

      The floor shifted under him, the name a blow to the place he’d spent six years trying to wall off.

      Crenshaw.

      Dom had recommended a Crenshaw.

      He looked her over again. Not the ink, band tee, or the way she held herself like she was bracing for a hit. He studied her face and did the math.

      The age was right. The coloring was right. And the way she was looking at him—like he was something that had crawled out of her worst nightmare and into her place of work on the one day of the year she could least afford it—that was right too.

      Penn Crenshaw’s sister.

      “Get out.” Her voice shook at the edges.

      “I didn’t know,” he said. “Dom sent me. I didn’t know you were⁠—”

      “I don’t care who sent you. Get out of this shop.”

      Every operational instinct he had said disengage, de-escalate, remove yourself from the situation. But his feet wouldn’t move, because the woman in front of him had the same wound he did. He’d never stood this close to anyone else who’d understood what that day had cost him.

      “I’m sorry,” he said, and the words tasted wrong immediately, insufficient and presumptuous and too small for the space between them. “For⁠—”

      “Don’t.” She cut him off, her tone like a scalpel. “Don’t you dare stand in my shop today and tell me you’re sorry. You don’t get to be sorry.” Her chest rose and fell. “You got a medal. You got a freaking book deal. You”—she chuckled without humor—“got to be America’s hero.” She spat the last two words like they’d burned her mouth. “My brother got a body bag.”

      He absorbed the words the way he’d absorbed the bullet—full impact, no flinch, the pain a private thing that he didn’t let anyone see.

      “I didn’t take the book deal,” he said quietly. “Or the medal. I didn’t want any of it.”

      “Oh, that must’ve been hard for you.” Her voice was serrated. “All that fame and glory you didn’t ask for. Meanwhile, I can’t use my own last name without people treating me like a disease. ‘Crenshaw. Where do I know that—oh.’ Every single time. In every room I walk into for the rest of my life.”

      His life hadn’t been the victory lap she imagined, but anything he said would sound like an excuse. “Your brother made a choice that day,” he said, and watched her flinch as if he’d struck her. He hated himself for saying it. “I did my job.”

      “You chose to pull the trigger.”

      “Yes.” No hesitation. He owed her that, at least—the truth without padding. “He had a gun. He’d already fired. There was a sixteen-year-old girl behind me. I saved her life.”

      Pain. Rage. Her face hid none of it. And underneath both, so deep it wrecked him, the exhaustion of a woman who’d been carrying a weight she’d never asked for and couldn’t put down.

      He saw the same thing every morning in the mirror.

      “Get. Out.” Quieter this time. Not a command—a plea wrapped in steel. “Please.”

      The please undid him. He could’ve withstood more anger. He could’ve stood there and taken every sharp thing she wanted to throw. But that single word, dragged out of her against her will, told him everything he needed to know about what his presence was costing her.

      He reached into his jacket pocket. Her eyes tracked the movement, and he saw something flash across her face—not fear, exactly, but the ghost of it—and the fact that his hand going into his jacket made Penn Crenshaw’s sister flinch was a thing he’d hate forever, whether he wanted to or not.

      He set the lynx sketch on the counter. He didn’t know why. An offering. A surrender. Evidence that he’d come here as a man looking for ink, not a monster looking to salt a wound. “I came for a tattoo,” he said. “That’s all.”

      He turned and walked out. The bell jangled behind him, cheerful and obscene.

      He made it to the truck before it fully hit him. The look on her face when he’d said your brother made a choice. The flinch. The way her hands had pressed flat against the counter like she was holding herself upright.

      Sebastian sat in the driver’s seat with the engine off and his hands in his lap.

      Sebastian Whitaker’s hands did not shake. Not when he’d thrown himself in front of Ginger Galbraith’s body. Not when he’d returned fire from the floor with a bullet in his side. Not during six hours of congressional testimony with cameras in his face and senators trying to turn his worst day into a talking point.

      His hands were shaking now.

      He’d thought he’d dealt with it. He’d left D.C. He’d left the Service. He’d driven two thousand miles to a state where nobody cared about his face and taken a job that let him be useful without being seen. He’d built a life—spare and functional and deliberately impersonal, but a life—on the foundation of a simple belief: that what happened at that fundraiser was terrible and necessary, and he’d done the right thing. He could live with it.

      I can live with it.

      Except now there was a woman in a Fleetwood Mac T-shirt with ink on her arms and her brother’s last name on the wall, and she’d looked at him like he was the thing that had broken her life.

      And she was right.

      He sat there until his hands were steady again. It took longer than it should have.

      Then he started the engine, pulled away from Iron Rose Tattoo, and drove toward the farmhouse he refused to call home. The lynx sketch was still on her counter. He didn’t go back for it.
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      Sutton

      
      The bell above the door had barely stopped ringing before Sutton’s knees quit on her.

      She grabbed the edge of the counter and held on, fingers digging into the laminate until her knuckles ached. Her breath was coming too fast—shallow little gulps that weren’t getting oxygen to the places that needed it.

      She’d had enough panic attacks in the year after Penn died to recognize the opening act.

      Not here. Not now. You’re at work.

      She forced her hands to feel the solid surface under her palms and counted to ten the way her campus counselor had taught her, back when her problems were finals, financial aid, and whether she’d finish her sequential art thesis on time. Back when the name Crenshaw just meant her.

      Her gasps echoed in the room. She needed air.

      The stoop behind Iron Rose overlooked the alley with a dumpster and the back wall of the check-cashing place. Someone had tagged it with a spray-painted rooster of genuinely questionable artistic merit. Not exactly a meditation garden. But the air was cold and smelled of October rather than ink and cleaning solution. When she sat down on the concrete step and put her head between her knees, nobody was watching.

      Sebastian Whitaker had been standing in her shop.

      Sebastian Whitaker. With his sharp blue eyes, his pressed jacket, and his hands that had held the gun that killed her brother—he’d walked into Iron Rose on the anniversary of the worst day of her life and said I’m sorry.

      AS if those two words could bridge the distance between his life and hers—between the book deals, magazine covers, congressional handshakes, and her cramped studio above the laundromat where the pipes rattled and the heat cut out in February.

      I didn’t take a book deal. Or the medal. I didn’t want any of it.

      She shoved his voice out of her head. She didn’t care what he wanted or didn’t want. She didn’t care that he’d looked at her like she was a wound he didn’t know how to stop bleeding. She didn’t care that when she’d mentioned her brother got a body bag, something behind his eyes had cracked open for half a second before he’d sealed it shut again.

      She didn’t care about any of it. She was going to sit on this stoop until she could draw a solid breath, and then she was going to go back inside and finish her shift. Use the ink, the art, to wipe it all away. Afterward, she’d go home and drink some wine and sketch dragons until the day was over.

      A manageable plan.

      The back door opened, and Dom leaned out, a toothpick in the corner of his mouth, his reading glasses pushed up on his forehead. “You good?”

      “Yeah.”

      He didn’t push. That was the thing about Dom. He’d given her a job when her portfolio was thin and her references were nonexistent. She’d shown up to the interview with dark circles under her eyes and a chip on her shoulder the size of Montana. He’d looked at her work, looked at her, and said, “Tuesday through Friday, noon to close, we’ll see how it goes. “

      He’d never asked about her past. Never googled her, as far as she could tell. In a town this small, that was either remarkable restraint or genuine indifference, and she’d never been sure which. Either way, it was the reason she’d stayed.

      “That guy who just left,” Dom said, adjusting the toothpick. “The one who walked out of here like the building was on fire. That the fella I referred to you? From the security outfit?”

      Sutton’s stomach dropped. “You sent him?”

      “Yeah, Whitaker. Good kid. Quiet. Rents the old Hadley farmhouse out on Miller Road.” Dom said it matter-of-factly, no subtext. Because to Dom, that’s all Sebastian Whitaker was—a new guy in town who worked at the security compound and needed ink.

      Dom didn’t watch cable news or follow politics. He probably couldn’t pick the Vice President out of a lineup, let alone the Secret Service agent who’d made headlines for saving the former VP’s daughter.

      And apparently, he didn’t know that the artist he’d hired for his shop was the sister of the man that good kid had killed.

      “He didn’t like my portfolio,” Sutton said. Her voice came out flat enough to pass for normal.

      Dom grunted. “His loss. You need anything?”

      “Nope. All good.”

      The door closed behind him with a click. Sutton sat on the stoop and sucked in cold air. Once she could breathe again, she tried to reassemble herself into something that could function for four more hours.

      When she went back in, the lynx sketch was still on the counter. She picked it up. The drawing was rough but confident—clean lines, good instinct for negative space. The lynx was in profile, geometric shapes woven through the body like architecture. It was the kind of sketch an artist would make, not a client. She’d have loved it if it had come from anyone else.

      She crumpled it in her hand and pitched it at the wastebasket. It hit the rim and ended up on the floor. With one of her boots, she stomped on it like it was a roach.

      At two-fifteen, a woman named Jackie wanted a memorial piece for her mother—a hummingbird on her inner wrist, small and precise. Sutton prepped her skin with the stencil, gloved up, and let the needle take over.

      The buzz was a frequency she could disappear into. That was the mercy of this work. When the needle was moving, the ink was flowing, and every atom of her focus was trained on getting the line right. There wasn’t room for anything else. No dead brothers. No blue-eyed strangers with steady voices. No anniversaries. Just the hum, the line, and the slow emergence of something beautiful on skin.

      Jackie teared up when she saw the finished piece. “It’s perfect,” she said, her voice thick. “She would’ve loved it.”

      Sutton smiled warmly enough to be genuine, contained enough to keep her own grief behind its wall. “I’m glad.”

      After Jackie left, she cleaned her station and checked the schedule. One more client at four, then nothing. Dom had a supply run in Ridgeline and was heading out early, which meant she’d close alone. Good. She’d put on her playlist and turn it up loud to block out the silence.

      She ate a granola bar from her bag and called it a late lunch. The studio apartment above the laundromat didn’t lend itself to meal prep—the stove had two burners, one of which worked on a schedule only it understood, and her refrigerator was the size of a dorm fridge and currently held coffee creamer, a questionable yogurt, and three cans of sparkling water. She’d gotten good at not eating much. You saved money that way, and money was a language she’d learned to speak fluently since the day her life split into before and after.

      Before: art school in D.C., a shared apartment in Adams Morgan, a brother who’d buy her coffee, argue about panel composition, and show up at her crits to heckle from the back row. A future that had direction.

      After: this. Loneliness, granola bars, endless days.

      She caught herself at the crumpled, smashed lynx sketch and tore her gaze away. She grabbed her sketchbook and roughed in a new design—a woman made of thorns, curled around something small and glowing, protecting it or hiding it, the distinction deliberately unclear.

      At four, her last client came in—a trucker named Dale who was slowly building a sleeve of Americana. She added a section of Route 66 signage and didn’t think about Sebastian Whitaker or Penn or the anniversary of his death.

      Dale was done and out by five. Dom left at six with a wave and a reminder to lock the cash drawer. “See you Tuesday, kid.”

      “Tuesday.”

      The door closed behind him. The parlor went quiet. Just Sutton and the hum of the neon sign. She pulled up her playlist and piped it through the speakers. At closing time, she began the familiar routine—locking the door, sanitizing the stations, restocking, running the register tape.

      The knock came at seven-fifteen, a full fifteen minutes after she’d flipped the sign to CLOSED.

      Sutton was behind the counter, counting the cash drawer, when the sharp rap on the glass made her jump. She looked up and saw a young woman standing on the other side—early twenties, red hair pulled back in a ponytail, wearing a North Face jacket that cost more than Sutton’s monthly rent.

      She had the polished, scrubbed look of someone who’d grown up in a house with a lawn service and a college fund, and she was standing on this block in Blackridge’s industrial district as if she’d accidentally fallen through a portal from a different zip code.

      Sutton pointed at the CLOSED sign.

      The woman knocked again. Leaned close to the glass. “Please. It’s not about a tattoo. I need to talk to you about Penn.”

      Sutton froze, the cash drawer open in front of her, a stack of twenties in her hand. Her pulse racheted up and the floor tilted.

      Nobody in Blackridge knew her. That was the entire point of staying here—two thousand miles from D.C. and the cable news cycle. A world away from her parents and the look people got when they connected the dots between her face and her brother’s crime.

      She should ignore the woman. Walk out the back and go home.

      The woman pressed her face against the glass. “Please, Sutton. I know you’re Penn’s sister. I have information about him. I think he was involved in something bigger than what made the news.”

      The desperation in the woman’s voice sent a chill down her spine. Or maybe it was the words themselves. …he was involved in something bigger…

      Sutton put down the twenties, heart racing. The universe had apparently decided that today, of all days, every ghost she’d outrun was going

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Shadow Secrets, Shadow Point Security Romantic Suspense Series, Book 4
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Want a FREE Book?
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Want a FREE Book?
      


      		
        Thrilling Romantic Suspense & Mysteries
      


      		
        Visit My Store
      


      		
        Meet Misty
      


      		
        Note from Misty
      


      		
        Join my small, curated ARC team
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Shadow Secrets, Shadow Point Security Romantic Suspense Series, Book 4


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Contents


      		Thrilling Romantic Suspense & Mysteries


      		Meet Misty


    


  


OEBPS/images/bpp-logo.jpg





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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