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        Sinclair Duet, book two

      

      

      In the blink of an eye, the tables turned.

      I’m Damien Sinclair, a man always in control.

      I thrive on the knowledge that my word is the final one—gospel.

      In the millisecond I hesitated… Gabriella Crystal stepped in. I’m damn glad she did, but I will forever be in her debt.

      Ella holds in her hands not only my heart, but also my future, my company, and everything I hold dear. The love we once shared is palpable, a glowing ember in the dying ash. To save my world, that ember must grow, must ignite and burst into the flames of desire.

      She can never know the power she holds.

      It’s the only way to save all I live for.

      Have you been Aleatha’d?

      The Sinclair Duet is a scorching hot, second-chance romance filled with the suspense and intrigue you’ve come to expect from New York Times bestselling author Aleatha Romig.

      

      *REKINDLING DESIRE is book two, the conclusion of the Sinclair Duet.
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        The end of REMEMBERING PASSION

      

        

      
        Gabriella

      

      

      

      As Michael drove us down the winding driveway, Damien called Allen. Thankfully, he and Angie had stayed in Ashland. The pilot said he could have the plane ready in under an hour. Our first stop was our hotel.

      “Don’t take time to change,” Damien said. “We can change on the plane.”

      I heard more than his words. It was as if my hearing was in tune with his soul. From what he’d shared in the past, Damien and his father had a strained history. Despite that fact, each phrase he uttered was laced with worry. Outside my room, I reached for his hand. “I’ll hurry.”

      He looked at where we were touching and back to my face, his expression solemn. “I don’t anticipate being great company. You might reconsider the stop in Indy.”

      My lips curled into a smile as I leaned into his chest. “You can’t scare me away after spending the last week trying to get me back.”

      His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Thank you.”

      Once the plane was in the air, we both changed from our formal wear into more casual clothes. This time we were both wearing blue jeans. Damien spent most of the flight between calls with his sister and calls with Stephen Elliott, an attorney I recalled from Sinclair.

      With my legs curled beneath me in the seat, I sat watching the man I’d tried to forget, seeing him in a way that contrasted the reasons I’d left him. While I’d worked for him, I’d witnessed his anger. It wasn’t directed at me, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t heard his curses or seen the way his face could redden.

      During the duration of the flight, there were bursts of cursing, yet his deep baritone voice stayed resolved, as if he was preparing himself for the worst.

      I thought about Damien’s offer or his proposal. It wasn’t exactly the way a girl dreamed it would be. We weren’t under the canopy of stars or in still water. He didn’t offer me a diamond ring. Although, according to him, that had been the plan.

      “We’re about to land,” Angie said. “There’s a car waiting to take you to the hospital.”

      “I’m going to get my purse,” I said, standing and walking to the bedroom in the aft of the plane. When I turned, Angie was behind me. “I’ll hurry.”

      “I wanted to thank you, Ms. Crystal. I don’t try to eavesdrop, but I know Mr. Sinclair is worried about his father and about the company. I’m so glad you’re with him.”

      I swallowed. “Me too, Angie.”

      The memory of Damien saying the flight crew had witnessed more verbal disagreements came back. “Did you meet Amber?”

      “Ms. Wilmott,” she said with a serious expression. “Yes.”

      “I know you can’t tell me anything…”

      Her smile returned. “I can say we’re very happy to have you back. Take care of him.”

      Take care of Damien Sinclair.

      “I will.”

      Damien was still on the phone as we exited the aircraft and entered the back seat of the waiting car. The cold breezes from up north were replaced with Florida’s humid air. The spring flowers were swapped with palm trees.

      “He finally showed up,” Damien said into the phone. He looked at me and mouthed ‘Darius.’

      I inhaled, wondering what the confrontation would be. It was hard to tell with Darius.

      When Damien finally tucked the phone into the pocket of his jeans, he reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze. “Dad’s still in surgery.”

      I nodded.

      “I could do this alone.”

      “You could. You don’t have to.”

      Palm trees lined the streets and tall lamps illuminated the way. My skin grew tight as the car came to a stop in front of the hospital. Once out of the car, Damien placed his hand in the small of my back and led me through the large glass doors. Without a word, he guided me through the hallways, up an elevator, and through more corridors.

      Dani, Damien’s sister, was the first person I recognized as we approached a private small surgical waiting room. She rushed from her chair and wrapped Damien in a hug.

      “No word,” she said, her words muffled against his shirt.

      With his lips pressed into a straight line, Damien embraced his sister. The muscles in his jaw tightened as he nodded.

      When Dani backed away, she turned to me. “I can’t tell you how glad I am to see you.”

      The two of us embraced. Truth be told, she and I had always gotten along. We’d even met a few times for lunch over the last two years. It was nice to see her out in the open.

      I retook Damien’s hand. “I’m glad I’m able to be.”

      Next stop was Marsha Sinclair, Damien’s mother. When her bloodshot eyes focused on Damien, she too stood and wrapped him in a hug. “Thank God you’re here.” She turned to me. “Gabriella.”

      “Marsha, I’m so sorry about Derek.”

      “Are you two…?”

      Before we could respond, the sound of voices caused us to turn.

      “Damien,” Darius said, calling from the doorway. A tall woman with blond hair was at his side. “We need to talk.”

      Damien’s hand stiffened in my grasp. “I’m glad you’re here for Dad. Nothing else matters right now.” He stood taller and addressed the woman, “Amber.”

      Amber.

      I tried not to react.

      Darius was a little taller than Damien. While they were similar in appearance, Darius’s hair was peppered with gray. He held tight to Amber’s hand. “I have news to ease Dad’s stress.”

      Damien inhaled.

      Amber stared at Damien’s hand holding mine and then shifted her focus up to our eyes. “You two are back together?”

      She obviously had greater knowledge of me than I had of her.

      Before either of us could answer, Amber lifted her left hand. A diamond-encrusted band glistened under the lights. “Congratulate us. Darius and I are married.”

      Damien and I turned toward Marsha who nodded.

      “Do you know what that means, brother?” Darius asked.

      “It means you took the blackmail,” Damien replied. “I’m still CEO. That’s not changing. Dad will be okay.”

      “The addendum,” Amber said.

      I took a step forward and offered Amber my hand. “We haven’t formally met. I’m Gabriella, Damien’s fiancée.”
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        Gabriella

      

      

      

      The halls of the hospital were quiet in the middle of the night—more accurately, in the early morning hours of Sunday. Within the small chapel, that eerie silence was but another element increasing my apprehension.

      I’d made a proclamation upon our arrival to the hospital. The circumstances hadn’t changed. Derek Sinclair was still in surgery. What was changing felt like an out-of-control locomotive.

      Within my ears, I heard the buzzing of the warning signal.

      Caution.

      Caution.

      It rang out, warning that we were moving too quickly.

      I peered around, curious if others heard the alarm.

      My mental fog lessened as I concentrated on the words of the woman before us. She held no special place in our lives, and yet she was the clergy on call—the official who would change our lives.

      “…being as today is Sunday, we will have the license issued first thing Monday morning,” Pastor Becky Abrams said. “In many cases, the clerk’s office will postdate the license to correspond to your ceremony. Hospital weddings are a special entity—a class by themselves. Assuming the clerk’s office will accommodate your wishes, your marriage will be legal as of today.”

      Our marriage.

      “Today?” My once-strong voice was barely a whisper.

      My attention went to Damien’s stare, assessing the churning waters of his blue orbs. There were too many emotions swirling within the murky sea to pin down one or even two. While he had the greater burden of concern regarding his father, I wasn’t a stranger to the sense of uncertainty. Within me, a conflict raged, prickling my skin and speeding my circulation with each passing minute. Contrasting emotions and feelings made my flesh taut, the tiny hairs along my skin stand on end, when all the while my insides boiled, and my skin chilled.

      Damien reached for my trembling hands, holding them to his wide chest. “Ella, look at me.”

      My gaze moved from where he held my hands, up to his tightly clenched jaw, prominent cheekbones, protruding veins throbbing near his temples, and finally to his navy-blue stare.

      “I promise a better wedding—one you deserve.” His tone was deep, his promise reverberating through me as he squeezed my hands. “This one—tonight—it’s just for legal purposes.”

      I looked around the small chapel where the three of us stood. There were no more than five rows of pews on each side. The altar was basic. A wooden cross hung from the wall, highlighted by indirect lighting. Along the side of the room was a table with candles, some lit and others not.

      Biting my lip, thoughts of those I cared for flooded my mind. There was my mother, father, sister, brother-in-law, and niece. Friends also came to mind: Niles and Jeremy, Rosemary, and so many others who knew both Damien and me. I’d never dreamed of a grand wedding, yet I had imagined more than a hospital chapel in the middle of the night.

      “Miss Crystal,” Pastor Abrams said, her soft brown eyes taking in more than my exterior, as if she could see through to my confused soul. “If you have any reservations about going through with this ceremony...”

      “It’s just a ceremony? Right?”

      She nodded. “The ceremony is symbolic. Once the county clerk’s office opens, I’ll file for the license. Signing the paper is what will make the two of you married.”

      My mouth and throat dried as I tried to swallow. Again, I looked up at Damien, sensing the stress that hung around him like a cloud. It was visible in the small lines around his eyes, the way his chiseled jaw tightened, and the taut muscles showed beneath his skin.

      “Your dad?” I asked.

      He shook his head. “We don’t know. He’s still in surgery.”

      “Sinclair Pharmaceuticals.”

      His nostrils flared. “The wedding could be moot.”

      “Or it could secure your position,” I said as a new thought occurred to me. I longed to call Niles to ask him if he could hear me, if I was still present.

      This marriage had been my idea.

      I’d been the one to announce our engagement.

      “Aruba?” I asked, recalling what he’d recently confessed.

      “I still have the ring, in Indianapolis.”

      Sucking in a breath, I spun toward the sound of the opening door at the far end of the small aisle. Dani came rushing toward us, still wearing the clothes from hours before. She handed me a red rose tied with a ribbon and gave something to Damien.

      “Surely the gift shop is closed,” I said, taking the rose.

      “I pulled some strings. It seems hospital security isn’t unaccustomed to wedding emergencies.”

      Damien looked down into the palm of his hand, closed his fingers around an object, and shook his head. “No.”

      Dani laid her fingers over his balled fist. “Mom said she wants you to use it—to have it.”

      My eyes widened. “What?”

      Damien forced his closed hand toward his sister. “We don’t need a ring to make this legal.”

      “Wait,” I interrupted. “Your mom can’t offer her wedding ring.”

      Dani forced a smile. “She didn’t. It isn’t. The band was our grandmother’s. Since Nana passed, Mom has always worn her ring on her right hand. She wants you to have it, Ella. She wants to be here, but she can’t make herself leave the waiting room.

      “We know this wedding is rushed, but you can’t erase the years you were part of our lives. My brother is the one who needs to make this right.” She feigned a smile. “Like they say, you don’t only marry the person, you marry the family. Our family loves you.”

      I would guess Dani’s new sister-in-law wasn’t a fan, but maybe she wasn’t including Amber in the overall family umbrella.

      Sniffing, I worked to keep my emotions at bay as I looked up to Damien. “If you don’t want to use it, we don’t need a ring.”

      “I want you to have the best. A seventy-year-old band isn’t the best.”

      “May I see it?” I asked.

      Slowly, Damien opened his fingers. The ring lying upon his palm looked too small. Yet as I reached for it, I realized that it was the size of his hand that dwarfed the band. In my fingers, the band looked as if it would fit. I twisted the golden circle, rolling it between the tips of my finger and thumb. I squinted my eyes. “There’s an inscription.”

      “Really?” Dani questioned, reaching for the band. “I never knew that.” She took the ring toward a light and turned it until she began to read, “It says: Don’t let the flame extinguish. Always rekindle.”

      For a moment, the words of the inscription hung heavily in the air.

      Finally, I admitted, “I never knew your grandparents. Rekindle.” The word settled into my psyche.

      To relight.

      To revive—something that has been lost.

      “Rekindle,” I repeated the word and looked at Dani. “Does Marsha really want me to have it?”

      Dani nodded. “She does. Who knew Nana and Papa were romantics?”

      “They sound practical,” I replied. “As if they knew what it took to keep a relationship working.”

      “If you ask me,” the pastor said, “I think they are giving timely advice from Heaven. Flames aren’t difficult to ignite, whether of love, desire, or lust. A spark can turn an entire forest to ash. However, that flash is incapable of igniting the forest fire alone. The striking of metal and flint creates a flicker, yet without fuel, the spark dies. To truly ignite the blaze requires other elements. I think your grandparents’ inscription means they understood that to keep the flames burning, it takes work.” Her smile broadened. “All relationships ebb and flow. That is life. Taking the time and making the effort to rekindle the fire—that is what is required for a successful relationship.”

      The buzzing in my ears stilled as I held the wedding band. When I looked up at Damien, there were tears in my eyes.

      His palm gently came to my cheek. “Ella.”

      On the plane to LA, he’d asked me what I would have said if he’d proposed in Aruba. My honest answer was I didn’t know. That didn’t mean I would have said no or yes. I truly didn’t know. There was a time I imagined my forever with the man before me.

      My leaving him was because I felt as if when with him, I disappeared. Maybe if he had proposed, I would have known that I wasn’t invisible—that he saw me.

      “Five months,” Damien whispered. “If what we shared isn’t rekindled, we’ll agree to amicably part ways.”

      Part ways.

      Is that possible now that we’ve both remembered the passion?

      The clergy spoke. “I don’t encourage contingency plans at a wedding.”

      I scoffed. Of course, she didn’t. Then again, she didn’t know our history. I feigned a smile. “Maybe you should. It sets a goal.”

      Damien nodded, the storm inside his orbs settling. “Are you ready?”

      The tips of my lips curled upward as I leaned into his touch. “No, I’m not.” I inhaled. “Let’s do this.”

      Releasing my cheek, Damien’s strong arms surrounded me as with a sigh, he dropped a kiss to the top of my head. Reaching for my hand, we turned to the clergy.

      “Shall we begin?” the pastor asked.

      Damien and I nodded. At the same time, the doors at the back of the chapel opened. We both turned. Damien’s grip of my hands intensified as his spine straightened. There was no attempt at masking his displeasure. His once-supportive voice boomed, echoing through the chapel. “You’re not invited.”

      Amber and Darius came to a stop.

      “You need a best man,” Darius said, “if you want to make this legit.”

      I turned to the minister. “Are witnesses required?”

      “Not by Florida law. However, it is recommended to have two besides the notary.”

      “You and Dani.”

      Dani moved to my side. “I can be both best man and maid of honor. Just remember this, Damien, when you’re sending out thank-you gifts.”

      While I’d hoped that Darius and Amber would leave, they took a seat in the second row. Damien, Dani, and I faced the clergy.

      Pastor Abrams’s voice was steadfast, a calming melody to the storms brewing in our periphery. “It brings me great joy to exercise my ability to bring two people together in matrimony. The timing isn’t as important as what is in your hearts. One last time,” she said, nodding toward me, “Gabriella Crystal, are you present of your own free will?”

      “I am.”

      She nodded and turned to Damien. “Damien Sinclair, are you present of your own free will?”

      “I am.”

      The rest of the ceremony faded into the buzzing of my insecurities and doubts. What held me tight, anchoring my feet and giving me hope, was the pastor’s discussion of the inscription in the ring. It was as if Damien’s nana and papa had anticipated and planned for the multifaceted being of their grandson.

      Damien wasn’t a man who fit into one box.

      At one time, I’d feared I wasn’t strong enough to be his other half.

      Looking at my hands in his, I realized I was.

      I was strong because I’d survived loving this man, endured remembering him, and was determined to do my part to not only rekindle our earlier love, but also our desire for one another. I wasn’t going into this marriage blindly.

      Damien was a man I knew well.

      The usual words were spoken.

      Love.

      Devotion.

      Desire.

      There was no mention of submission, but I knew it would come—but not only from me.

      Damien promised me five months.

      As he slipped his nana’s wedding band on my fourth finger of my left hand, I knew in my heart of hearts, I wanted forever.
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      “You may kiss your bride.”

      Bride.

      The last few hours came back to me in a whirlwind of pictures and snippets of time. The memories faded as I looked into Ella’s blue eyes. “My bride,” I whispered.

      She nodded. “That makes you my groom.”

      Her eyes closed as our lips touched.

      My sister’s applause reminded me that we weren’t alone.

      I squeezed Ella’s hands. “You amaze me.”

      Possessively placing my hand in the small of Ella’s back, we thanked Pastor Abrams for her time and services as she again promised to come through with the license. Turning, I met the stare of my brother. He and Amber stood and made their way to the front of the chapel.

      Darius offered his hand. “Congratulations on your marriage. Sunday wedding and all. Hope you can make it legal.”

      Refusing his handshake, I pulled Ella to my side. “Dad is going to recover.”

      He turned to Ella. “If that’s the case, you chained yourself to this guy for no good reason.”

      “I have a good reason,” she replied with her chin high. “It’s called love.”

      Amber huffed.

      That’s right, bitch. The rebuttal was on the tip of my tongue. Instead, I spoke to both of them. “And I hope you’re both very happy with one another. Your marriage won’t secure Sinclair for either of you.” I turned my stare to Amber. “And I hope you’re happy with a downgrade.”

      Amber lunged forward, her palm striking my cheek.

      Ella’s body stiffened beneath my touch as Darius pulled his wife a step back, keeping his arms around her.

      Without a flinch, I added, “Discussions of Sinclair Pharmaceuticals as well as the addendum are officially tabled.”

      Struggling against Darius’s hold, Amber pressed forward. “My mother is calling the members of the board for an emergency meeting. It’s going to happen.”

      Taking a step closer, I stood tall. My words came staccato, seeping from between my clenched teeth. “All. Business. Will. Wait. Until. We. Have. More. News. About. Dad.” My nostrils flared. “This discussion is over.”

      Darius attempted to return civility to the conversation. “As a family, we need to show unity and make a public move before consumer confidence—”

      My volume rose, reverberating throughout the small chapel. “I am CEO. Dad’s condition—" My hands balled to fists at my side. “This conversation is over.”

      There were too many things happening out of my control.

      My skin felt taut as my inability to fix everything or anything ate at my insides.

      I reached for Ella’s hand. “Come with me.”

      Ella nodded as I led her out of the chapel and down the empty hallways.

      I’d been in this damn hospital for more than a few days before, yet I wasn’t sure where I was leading Ella until I saw the sign.

      “Damien?” she questioned as I led her toward a single bathroom.

      “Privacy.”

      Ella seemed to accept my answer.

      As I pulled open the door, the rush of emotions from moments ago raced through my circulation. There was the elation that Ella was now mine in every way. That said, I couldn’t ignore the nagging sadness and worry about my father. Those emotions were far from the only ones coursing through me. There was the continued shock at Darius and Amber’s announcement. Rage that Amber and her mother planned to take advantage of Sinclair during this vulnerable time.

      However, as Ella stepped inside the ten-by-six-foot room and I turned and bolted the door, one sensation overtook the others. Control. I needed it. I thrived on it. I’d let it slip away, and I wanted it back. Before Ella could say a word, her chin was in my grasp, my hand lifting her mouth to mine.

      Wife.

      Husband.

      We’d both promised our ‘I dos.’

      Fuck yes.

      She was mine.

      With my world crumbling beyond the bolted door, Ella was the sun, the giver of light and life. More than that, Ella filled me with warmth. No, stronger than that. Extreme heat.

      Embers that were nearly extinct since the news about my father were now a raging inferno.

      My tongue sought entrance between her lips as our kiss deepened. In a matter of seconds, my hunger for this woman intensified. I was ravished, famished beyond reason. Snaking my arm around her waist, I pressed against her, flattening her breasts and grinding my growing erection against her. Small mews and moans echoed within the tiled room as our breathing hastened. Her fingers wove through my hair.

      Our surroundings no longer registered.

      Ella was my bride. She’d sacrificed her independence for me, for my position at Sinclair.

      My future had been slipping through my fingers, and now I had a tight grip.

      Tugging her top from her jeans, my hands roamed over her velvet flesh. Without thinking, I pulled the shirt over her head and dropped it to the floor. Pushing the cups of her bra down, I tweaked one nipple and then the next. Each ministration earned me a whimper.

      “Wife,” I growled, allowing the word to sink in.

      “Damien.”

      With my fingers on the button of her blue jeans, I paused, lifting my gaze to meet hers. “Are you sorry?”

      Ella was a vision, her blue eyes wide, her cheeks flushed, and her lips pink and swollen. Her answer began as a shake of her head until finally her verbal reply filtered through the air. “No.”

      “You’re fucking mine, Ella. I need to be inside you.” Before she could protest, I laid my finger over her perfect lips. “In some cultures, consummating the marriage is required.” I bent down, sucked a pert nipple, pulling it between my lips.

      Goose bumps swept over her exposed flesh.

      “I’m going to show you what you do to me.”

      “Your family…”

      I turned us toward the mirror, the one over the sink. Within the reflection, I was far removed from the man on top of a wedding cake. Hell no. I appeared crazed. Derangement gleamed in my eyes and adrenaline coursed through my circulation. By contrast, Ella was a vision, her dark hair loose around her shoulders and her breasts on full display. “Look at us. We are the only family that matters.”  Reaching around her, I unclasped the button of her blue jeans and lowered the zipper. “Hands on the sink.”

      For a split second, Ella hesitated. My lips went to her sensitive skin behind her ear. Each word blowing a puff of warm breath onto her neck, I lowered the tenor of my voice. “Don’t disobey me, Ella.”

      I needed this.

      It wasn’t an admission I could make aloud; nonetheless, my silence didn’t lessen that need.

      Control.

      Dominance.

      I craved them.

      Watching Ella’s reaction in the mirror, I witnessed her submission. A nod. A visible shiver coating her skin in more goose bumps. Her nipples tightened, and her areolas grew a deeper red. The golden band on her left hand glistened in the artificial illumination.

      “Hold on tight. Don’t move your hands.”

      Her knuckles blanched as her grip of the porcelain tightened.

      Crouching down, I removed her shoes, one at a time. Tugging the jeans to her ankles, I pulled one leg from the pants. It was as I lowered her panties that I knew she was as willing to give me control as I was to take it.

      Her essence shimmered in the bright illumination, and her sweet aroma filled my senses. I pushed a finger between her folds. As the room echoed with her gasp, a smile curled my lips. “I love how wet you are.”

      Positioning her feet farther apart, I tugged her hips toward me, my tongue delving where my finger had just been.

      “Oooh,” she shrieked.

      As I stood, I peppered her ass, back, and neck with kisses. Meeting her gaze in the reflection, I said, “I remember the way you liked this—stealing away for a quick fuck.”

      Her neck straightened as she inhaled, and yet there wasn’t a syllable of protest.

      Unbuttoning my jeans and lowering the zipper, I scanned from Ella’s sock-covered feet to her mussed hair. Her body was perfection like no other. Kicking her feet even farther apart, I pressed her spine, lowering her torso to the sink and lined up the head of my cock with her pussy.

      Yes, I wanted this, the complete control, yet I wasn’t a monster. Ella would enjoy this as much as I did. One raw, animalistic thrust buried me deep inside her warm, wet cunt.

      “Fuck,” I growled as she called out my name.

      Her pussy clamped down like a vise around me.

      The last few hours disappeared as I thrust in and out.

      This ritual was more than sex. It was an exorcism of the last two years. Each prod was an eraser, expunging our time apart. The fastness and fury of my fucking was Ella’s punishment for leaving me. My cock glistened with her juices as I watched each time I pulled out to the tip and pushed back in, her pussy swallowing me whole.

      Our bodies covered with perspiration and audibly slapped together as I pounded, her hips banging against the sink’s edge. As I reached around and rolled her clit, her body shuddered, signaling the end to the punishment.

      We both reaped the reward of our reunion.

      In the reflection I beheld the beauty of her bliss. The way Ella’s orgasm drew her lips to a bow while her core continued convulsing and her body trembling. A few more thrusts as my fingers blanched with the pressure I was applying to her hips and the world around us exploded.

      No longer in a hospital bathroom, we were floating in the bliss of the tropical Florida sky. The star-covered darkness filled with fireworks. Detonation after detonation flashed behind my eyelids as my balls tightened and my cock throbbed.

      With my heart beating in double time, I leaned over Ella and peppered her shoulder and neck with more kisses. “I’ve missed this.”

      Her blue gaze met mine in the mirror. “You forgot a condom again.”

      Disconnecting our union, I pushed my erection back into my jeans, and reaching for her shoulders, I stood her up and spun her toward me. My cheeks rose in a lopsided grin. “Don’t clean yourself. While I’m
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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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