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      “What do you want?”

      Victoria Weston’s smile slipped away at Jamica Trent’s unfriendly greeting.

      So much for the hope that this home health visit would entail less drama than Victoria’s initial evaluation visit. She hadn’t even made it inside the house out of the freezing cold yet. And might not anytime soon with the way Jamica held the door halfway open and blocked it with her body.

      But as Victoria took in the weariness around Jamica’s angry eyes and the tears on her one-year-old baby’s dark cheeks as the boy slid down her hip, compassion replaced any irritation. “I’m here to see your mother for physical therapy.”

      “You ain’t the therapist.” Jamica surveyed Victoria as if she was a solicitor or con artist. “She’s a short, chubby chick.”

      Not the kindest way to describe Ginny Lenton.

      Lord, please give me patience and compassion. After repeating the same request she had prayed when she’d approached the Trents’ house, Victoria forced a smile. “I believe you’re thinking of Ginny, my PTA.”

      Jamica’s eyes narrowed. “PTA?”

      “My assistant.”

      “Jamica!”

      Victoria nearly closed her eyes in relief, although she could have done without the sharpness in Delilah Trent’s tone.

      “Let the woman inside for Pete’s sake! You want me laid up forever? Don’t think so, the way you been carrying on.”

      Victoria held back a smile. Delilah evidently still had as much lively spirit as the day they’d first met.

      Jamica rolled her eyes and left the door to hang open on its own.

      Deducing that was an invitation to enter, Victoria stepped inside, switching her therapy equipment bag to her left hand so she could close the door with her right. Her gaze jumped ahead to find Delilah.

      The sixty-two-year-old patient sat up with both legs extended in front of her on the brown sofa in the living room. A television blared across from her against the far wall.

      The path to reach Delilah was littered with clothing, toys, empty soda cans, and boxes. All potential fall hazards.

      Victoria would evidently need to discuss fall prevention again, though Ginny had said she’d already been emphasizing the problem at each of her visits. “Hello, Mrs. Trent.”

      The woman waved a dismissive hand as Victoria picked her way across the living room. “Told you to call me Delilah last time.”

      “Of course.” Victoria hadn’t forgotten, but since she had only met Delilah one other time at the initial evaluation appointment, she didn’t want to presume the invitation to be informal still held. “It’s good to see you, Delilah.” Victoria smiled as she reached the sofa. “How are you feeling?”

      Delilah harrumphed. “Depends on how much Jamica’s been gettin’ on my nerves.”

      Victoria laid a disposable pad under her bag before setting it on the nearby wooden chair that looked like it had once been part of a dining set. “Family dynamics can be tricky at times.” She retrieved a pair of nitrile gloves from the outer pocket of her bag and pulled them on. “Did Ginny tell you what we’ll be doing at my visit today?”

      “Seein’ if I pass the test, I guess.” Delilah chuckled.

      Victoria smiled again. “No test, I promise. We’re only going to assess how you’re doing and determine if we need to make any adjustments to your exercise and treatment program. I’ll go over your meds with you, too, and make sure everything is good there.”

      Delilah shrugged one shoulder under her pink cable-knit sweater. “It’s all the same.”

      “Good. Then there shouldn’t be any surprises.” Victoria gently drew up Delilah’s loose cotton pant leg until she could see the dressing covering the incision. Thankfully, Dr. Tennison had agreed with Victoria’s recommendation that Delilah keep the wound covered longer than normal due to the questionable sanitation of her living conditions. “How do you feel about your progress since your knee replacement?”

      A snort from behind Victoria prompted her to look over her shoulder.

      Jamica stood about eight feet away with her baby, glaring at her mother. “I can tell you. She just lays there and says she can’t do nothin’. And she moanin’ and groanin’ all the time.”

      “Don’t you tell them lies, girl.” Delilah’s dark eyes flashed as she craned her neck to see Jamica past Victoria. “And you be polite now. We got company.”

      “She ain’t company. She a therapist. And why you need her anyway? I thought the surgery supposed to fix you. Ain’t you supposed to go to therapy like everybody else? You don’t gotta bring a bunch of strangers in here.”

      Victoria straightened and stepped to the side so Delilah could see her daughter. Better not to try to check the incision in the middle of an argument.

      “Why you so edgy?” Delilah’s eyes narrowed at Jamica.

      The girl tried for a shrug, but the obvious tension in her shoulders wouldn’t cooperate enough to convince anyone of nonchalance.

      The notes of Chopin’s Nocturne No. 9 broke through the tension. Victoria’s ringtone. “Excuse me.” She peeled off her glove and grabbed her phone from another pocket in her bag. She’d have to thank the caller who had such perfect timing.

      Relief slid through her as she stepped out of the line of fire and glanced at the caller ID.

      CareFull Home Health.

      She pressed the phone to her ear. “Victoria Weston.”

      Delilah and Jamica restarted their verbal sparring before Victoria could clearly hear the voice on the other end of the line.

      She covered her left ear with her fingers. “Ginny?”

      “Hey, yeah. What’s with all the noise?”

      “I’m at the Trents’.”

      “Oh, gotcha. At it again. At least you know I wasn’t making it up.”

      “I was aware of that from my first visit.” Victoria chose her words carefully, though with the shouting match going on, it was doubtful Jamica or Delilah would hear a word she said.

      “Yeah. They sound pretty heated this time. You good alone there?”

      “I believe so.” Though Victoria wouldn’t mind wrapping up the visit as soon as possible. “What did you need?”

      “Oh, Dr. Tennison’s office called with a question about⁠—”

      A slam cracked through the house.

      Victoria jerked to see the front door bounce back from where it must have been smacked into the wall.

      A tall man in a dark jacket stood in the doorway, a red bandana layered under a black winter hat on his head and fury twisting his features.

      Light glinted off something in his hand.

      Was that⁠—

      The long, silver blade left no doubt. He was holding a knife.
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      “And this is the office area where we all…” Racquelle Leath, the CareFull Home Health clinical manager, let the sentence stall as she led Cillian Doherty around the corner. Probably listening to the high-pitched, female voice infused with what sounded like fright.

      “Are you there? Victoria?”

      The name pierced Cillian’s chest. Victoria. The woman who had brought him here.

      “She just hung up. What should we do?” A young redhead standing by a long desk aimed her panic at a seated brunette, her eyes bugging out of her head.

      “Ginny?” Racquelle hurried toward the two women. “What’s going on?”

      “It’s Victoria.”

      Cillian’s chest clenched. “What about Victoria?” The question launched as quick as a reflex. Why was the girl scared and talking about Victoria?

      “I was on the phone with her, and then there was a loud noise and shouting.” Ginny wrung her hands as words tumbled from her mouth. “And she told me to be sure to file the yellow folder. Then a guy yelled, and she hung up. Or got cut off.”

      “You’re sure she said the yellow folder?” Racquelle’s dark eyebrows dipped as her forehead creased.

      “Is that your code for somebody to check on her?” Cillian looked down at the shorter woman.

      “No. That’s the purple folder. Yellow is the code to call the police.”

      “Did you?” Cillian transferred his gaze to the nervous redhead.

      She glanced at the administrator, confusion mingling with the shock that shaped her features.

      “He’s our new social worker. Cillian Doherty. Did you call the police?”

      Ginny swallowed visibly, strangling her hands. “I wasn’t sure what⁠—”

      Cillian pointed at Racquelle. “Call 9-1-1 now.” He landed his gaze on Ginny as she started to back away. “Where is Victoria?”

      “The Trents’ house…Um, 2401 Blackmore Lane. It’s on the West Side.”

      Cillian had already swung away, breaking into a run to the exit. He wouldn’t need directions to that part of the city. Rough neighborhood. Not quite as bad as the one he’d grown up in, but enough to mean Victoria could be in serious danger.

      Cillian reached his jeep and yanked the door open, jumping in behind the wheel and screeching out of the parking lot. He hadn’t come this far to have something stupid happen to her before he could even say hello.

      At least she was close. With the shortcuts and ignoring the speed limit, he’d make it in five minutes.

      He didn’t slow down until he reached Blackmore Lane. He checked every address, some on the houses and some on mailboxes.

      There. 2401.

      He glanced at the dashboard clock as he drove past the little one-story brown house. Four minutes, forty-three seconds. Not bad for not having driven these roads in sixteen years.

      He pulled up to the curb beyond the house, far enough away that his jeep shouldn’t be spotted from inside. He got out, scanning the property.

      A recent model gray Honda Civic was parked on the street off to the side of the driveway. Victoria’s? An uncomfortable pinch grabbed his chest.

      The driveway held two cars. A dark blue nineties two-door Pontiac and less ancient Toyota Camry. But the Pontiac grabbed his attention. Because the driver’s door hung open.

      Voices carried from the house. Shouts. A man and a woman.

      The yelling woman wasn’t Victoria. But she was probably still in there.

      Cillian walked toward the house, ears perked and head on a swivel.

      The shouted words became clearer as he neared.

      “I’ll see whoever I want!” The woman’s scream blew out the open front door.

      “Yeah? I’m the last face you ever gonna see!” The man’s shout held enough hatred and anger to tense Cillian’s muscles as he slowed by the doorway. “The kid and then you!”

      “No!” The terror in the woman’s shriek spiked adrenaline through Cillian.

      “Hey!” He launched himself through the open doorway with the shout.

      “What—” Expletives spewed from the loser who held a toddler dangled from one arm and an overly dramatic kitchen knife in the other.

      A girl stood six feet away from him just inside what looked like a living room, her cheeks soaked with tears.

      Two women were in the room behind her. One on a sofa and one standing near her. The elegance of the second woman couldn’t be missed, even in a split-second glance. Victoria.

      Awareness surged Cillian’s pulse double-time, his gaze wanting to linger. But he jerked his attention back to the troublemaker who was endangering Victoria and three others.

      “Who are you? You better get out of here while you can walk.”

      “Wow.” Cillian straightened to his full height, several inches taller than the knife-wielding punk. “I’ve never seen such a show of real manhood.” He raked a derisive gaze over the guy and the toddler. “What are you gonna do after this? Beat up some old ladies?”

      Anger flared the punk’s nostrils. “Maybe. If it’s your old lady.”

      Cillian laughed. “What do ’ya know, he can make a joke. Guess that means you’re a brainy kid. No brawn.”

      The guy’s eyes narrowed like a flinch. Another hit to the dude’s ego. One or two more insults should do the trick.

      “That’s why you take on toddlers and women. Awesome flex, dude. Bet the bullies picked on you all the time, didn’t they?” Cillian laced his tone with exaggerated pity.

      “You better shut your mouth, you—” The punk added a string of unflattering names and expletives.

      Cillian grinned. “You sure talk a lot. I’m beginning to think you’ve never used a knife before, have you? Definitely not on a real man. Somebody your own size.”

      “I’ll use it to cut out your heart, you—” More colorful words followed as Cillian met the punk’s gaze, keeping his grin.

      “Go for it.” Cillian waited. Senses sharp, ready.

      The guy would drop the kid for a better attack.

      The toddler slipped a micro-inch.

      The punk was starting to loosen his hold as he stared at Cillian. The fear in his eyes was a clear tell. He wouldn’t have the guts to go for a lunge. He’d try a slash instead.

      There. His grip on the knife tightened, the shift of the blade giving him away.

      Cillian kept his hands at his side, fingers loose.

      A tiny movement, a slight lean in the punk’s torso.

      Now.

      The toddler fell to the floor as Cillian met the punk more than halfway.

      Cillian darted around the predicted path of the knife, swiped the attacker’s hand away. Gripped his wrist. He twisted the arm around the punk’s back, ready to dislocate his shoulder.

      “Ah, I give up.” The attacker opened his hand behind his back, letting the knife drop to the floor.

      “And that’s supposed to make me not break your arm?” Cillian twisted a little farther. The punk deserved to feel a little pain. Might make him think twice before attacking women and children again. But probably not.

      “Come on, man!” The punk twisted his head, trying to see Cillian behind him.

      “Freeze! Police!” An officer stepped through the doorway, his gun raised.

      “Looks like the cops are your friends today, pal.” Cillian murmured the words by the punk’s head before he met the officer’s alert gaze. “This man used a knife to threaten assault and harm to the child and these women.” Cillian continued to hold the punk as he talked over his shoulder. “I’ve disarmed him, and the knife is on the floor between us now.”

      The cop nodded. “Phil.” He angled his head to signal to the officer behind him, who walked around his partner toward Cillian and the punk. “You can let him go now and back away.”

      Cillian did as the first cop instructed, watching until they had the punk cuffed and the knife in their possession.

      Then he let his attention go where it had wanted to since the moment he’d entered the house. Since the moment he’d arrived in Chicago again. And long before.

      Victoria. Man, the woman made even scrubs look gorgeous.

      Her hazel eyes locked onto his across the distance of the small living room.

      His heart crashed into his ribs.

      He had come back to rescue her. But this wasn’t the kind of rescue he’d had in mind.
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        * * *

      

      It couldn’t be him. Victoria stared across the cluttered room at Cillian Doherty. At least, she thought it was him, though the concept seemed like a scientific impossibility.

      He told his version of what had happened for the third time to another officer who seemed intent on visually mapping out the events. Cillian’s voice—the deep, impressive tone he’d had as a seventeen-year-old—carried to her, fluttering her pulse in that way it always had.

      Sixteen years. Sixteen years without seeing or hearing anything about him. And now, he’d suddenly burst into a client’s house during an altercation?

      She’d nearly had a heart attack when he had appeared out of nowhere. Because it was him. Her first and only crush.

      She’d thought she must be hallucinating for the first few seconds, until he’d quickly scanned the room.

      The power of his presence, the intensity and heat, and those coal-dark eyes as they’d briefly touched on her were unmistakable.

      But why was Cillian Doherty here? In Chicago, the place he’d been desperate to leave behind forever?

      After sixteen years, he’d stepped into her client’s home right at that moment, in time to save her and the others from an attack. The implausibility of the situation was nearly too much for her to process or comprehend.

      Shouts from outside the house pierced her confused stream of thoughts. Jamica. Already trying to plead for her boyfriend’s innocence, from the sounds of it. Never mind that the man had threatened to kill her and her young son only moments ago.

      Delilah still sat on the sofa, now behind Victoria since she’d moved a bit closer to the entryway earlier to relate her version of the events to one of the officers. Delilah argued for the opposite outcome than her daughter, demanding that the officer she spoke with arrest Jamica’s boyfriend immediately and throw away the key.

      But the Trents’ family troubles, their high-volume complaints indoors and outside, sounded like white noise in the background of the moment.

      Perhaps Victoria was experiencing some degree of shock. After all, this was the second hostage situation she’d experienced in only four months.

      But the odd, almost muffled sounds and her lack of awareness of the people around her contrasted with the extremely heightened awareness she had for one person. One man.

      No, she wasn’t in shock. At least not from the danger she had survived again.

      Cillian kept looking her way as he talked to the officer.

      She noticed every glance, each one like a jolt to her nervous system. Why was he here? How could he be?

      He abruptly turned away from the officer. He was walking her way.

      She wasn’t ready. She swallowed, the unnerving feeling of watching a ghost from her past crawling through her.

      But he wasn’t exactly the same. Her mind seemed to latch on to his appearance for something to think about as a defense against his approach.

      The thick black hair he’d let grow to his shoulders as a teen was now tamed into a flattering style that was medium length on top and not too short on the sides. The shoulders she’d thought were broad when they had dated had filled out along with the rest of his muscular physique, matching his increased height. He was taller than either of her brothers, perhaps six foot three, judging from how far she had to tilt her chin to see him—when he stopped directly in front of her.

      His dark brown eyes landed on her, full of the intensity and heat that emanated from him. Still.

      Her breath caught.

      She’d forgotten. Forgotten how handsome he was. How her heart tried to smash through her ribs when he was near. How his presence and attention made her feel things she never had before and hadn’t experienced since.

      “Victoria Weston.” His deep voice oozed like hot lava through her insides. His mouth angled in the lopsided grin she hadn’t forgotten, though she’d tried. Oh, how she’d tried, telling herself he was a boy of her youth. Her first crush. He was simply a part of her coming of age that could be left behind as a distant, forgotten memory.

      But the man standing before her was no teen memory. He had come of age, as well. The results were enough to scatter her senses and⁠—

      “Looks like you’re still getting yourself into trouble.” His grin and tone said he meant it to be humorous.

      But the remark rang with echoes of other words she hadn’t left behind. “You’re going to be in worse trouble if you don’t stop letting him control you.”

      She clenched her jaw against the memory, the pain of it. The many reasons she’d shut out those days came rushing back, the reasons she’d had to close the vault of her heart to Cillian Doherty. And it seemed he hadn’t changed as much as his appearance suggested.

      Whatever his reason for the sudden re-appearance, she didn’t need to know what it was. She needed to excuse herself from him before he led her into trouble again.

      “And you called me a thrill-seeker. If this is what your job is like every day, I guess I should’ve become a PT.” Teasing twinkled in his admittedly hypnotic eyes.

      But it wasn’t working on her. He was clearly still the person she’d known before. Flippant, flirty—a charmer focused on fun and adventure. He’d always preferred to bail on real life, never taking anything seriously, even when her⁠—

      No. She would not walk down that memory lane. She didn’t have to worry. She was no longer an adolescent girl with her first crush. She was an independent, thirty-one-year-old woman who knew better than to be charmed and led astray by any man, no matter how handsome. Ironically, she had Cillian to thank for her first lesson in resisting such men and her own misguided feelings.

      She should make clear to him, as soon as possible, that his wiles would no longer work on her and were not welcome. “I’m sure it still wouldn’t be what you’re looking for. We focus on patient care, not self-centered fun and games.”

      Surprise flickered in the depths of those dark orbs. Likely astonished she had the gumption to answer him back, since she never had when they were teens.

      But then his grin widened, stretching across his face. “I see I have a lot to learn. I may have to shadow you for a while so you can teach me what that patient care looks like.” His suggestive tone curled a shiver through her. Or was it a tremor of trepidation?

      “What do you mean?”

      He folded his arms over his mock-neck blue sweater, challenge glinting in his gaze. “Well, clearly you’re the expert on how to not have any fun and how to take care of everyone perfectly.”

      She resisted the urge to take the bait, the reference to their shared past. Her more alarming concern at the moment was his inference that she still didn’t understand. “Why would you shadow me?”

      “I told you.” His mouth formed a smirk that she itched to wipe off. But that would require physical contact.

      She harnessed the mental control she usually had in spades and focused on the more pressing question. “Why are you here?”

      “To rescue you, of course.”

      Honestly, he had a knack for getting under her skin. She had to fight not to roll her eyes like the teenager she was trying not to be. “And you knew somehow that I was in danger at this particular client’s house?”

      “Yes.”

      She pinched her lips together. She would not meet him at his level. She instead gave him the silent stare that worked on her younger siblings, even Spring. The one that said they knew their behavior was inappropriate, and she would wait for them to do the right thing.

      He chuckled, lowering his arms to land his hands on his hips. “I heard it at the office. I was there when you called in. Or right after anyway.”

      “The office? You mean CareFull Home Health?”

      “What other office do you have?”

      She held back a frustrated grunt. “Do you want to tell me what you were doing there sometime today? Or should I leave now for my next client?”

      He laughed again, a low and familiar sound that threatened to undermine her irritation. “You’re looking at CareFull’s new clinical social worker.”

      The statement hit a wall in her brain, stopping it from being absorbed. That couldn’t be. But Racquelle had mentioned they’d finally found a candidate for the social worker position. Victoria had been too busy to inquire further about the candidate at the time. A fatal mistake, apparently.

      But even if she believed in chance, the odds would be too ridiculous for such a coincidence to be possible. Cillian couldn’t have happened to return after sixteen years and end up taking a job at the very business where she was employed. And he’d never had any interest in becoming a social worker when he was seventeen.

      “Are you telling me you didn’t know I worked there?”

      “No.” He didn’t look away or blink. The man’s confidence, or arrogance, was unshakable. He suddenly leaned toward her, shrinking the space between them. “I took the job because you work there.”

      She blinked, stomach twisting as her pulse thrummed in her ears. Either from his closeness or from the alarming admission he hadn’t even tried to hide.

      She should probably be grateful for his honesty. He’d had plenty of vices, but lying was never one of them and, apparently, still was not. “Why⁠—”

      “How about I fill you in over lunch?” He glanced at their surroundings. “This probably isn’t the best place to rehash old times.”

      She pulled her gaze from him, taking in the police officers, Delilah, and others who still talked and gathered evidence. How had she not heard or seen them from the moment Cillian moved close to her?

      Her reaction to him didn’t matter nearly as much as what he’d admitted. He’d come to Chicago, even taken a job at her workplace, because of her. What did he mean?

      “Expert on not having fun and taking care of people perfectly…Still getting yourself into trouble.”

      What he’d said in their brief exchange returned like sound bites of evidence, clicking into place. References to their past. To the worst part.

      The memory, the thought of what he knew—the secret—squeezed her lungs as if it might choke her.

      She had kept the truth to herself all these years for good reasons. For her family.

      Only one other person knew the secret. And he was standing in front of her, seeming to taunt her with it.

      Was that why he had returned? To expose what had happened as some sort of delayed revenge?

      The possibility robbed her of words, of air.

      “Come on. You’re not afraid to have a little lunch with me, are you?” The daring technique. Always his next tactic when she didn’t acquiesce to what he wanted immediately.

      Well, that kind of persuasion didn’t work on her anymore. “I’m late for my next client as it is.” She pointedly checked her wristwatch, breathing a little easier as she broke from the pressure of his gaze. “I couldn’t possibly meet for lunch.”

      “Dinner, then.”

      She lifted her chin, her strength returning as she thought of an easy answer. “I don’t date coworkers.”

      His grin returned. “Drinks.”

      She should’ve known he’d keep trying. He never did give up until he got what he wanted. “I don’t⁠—”

      “You don’t drink? You know you’re an adult now, right?” The amusement in his gaze irked her enough to solidify her resolve even more.

      “That is why I choose not to consume alcoholic beverages.”

      His lips twitched as he watched her, the grin gone, but apparently not for long. “Okay. Dessert or coffee, then.”

      She couldn’t say she didn’t consume dessert or coffee, since that would be a lie.

      “I promise I’ll tell you everything you want to know about why I’m here.” The confidence in his eyes said he knew that would convince her.

      Which should make her turn and run the other way. She should at least stand her ground and refuse to meet with him or speak to him again.

      But as irritating as it was for her to admit, even to herself, he was right. She needed to learn what he was doing here, what he wanted, and what his intentions were. She had to know if he planned to reveal her secret.

      It still wasn’t the right time. The division and problems the revelation could wreak in her family were unthinkable. She couldn’t allow him to expose the truth. She needed to share that at the appropriate time herself, if there ever was a need to do so.

      “Very well. I will meet you at Mason Grill at eight p.m.” Choosing the time and place herself gave her the modicum of control she desperately needed. She could not have him thinking she was as easy to persuade as her fifteen-year-old self, the young girl who had let him lead her into making the most tragic mistake of her life.

      “It’s a date.” He’d likely said that to bait her. Yes, the amusement in his eyes left no doubt.

      But she bit her tongue and stepped around him, holding her head high as she left the house without looking back.

      She had only agreed to learn why he was here. She would likely need the knowledge to counteract whatever he had in mind.

      Cillian Doherty may have materialized at the perfect time to save her life, but she had the feeling his next move would be to upend it.
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      Victoria inhaled deeply, then slowly exhaled as she pulled into the driveway of her next client.

      She braked in front of the wrought iron gate that blocked entry into Thomas Briscoe’s estate. An intercom and button to buzz for entry stood to the left of her window, but she opened her door instead of using them and got out.

      Though it was later in the day than she usually came, already noon now, Thomas likely still wanted her to retrieve his mail.

      A cold wind bit her cheeks as she walked to the cranberry red, ornate mailbox at the side of the road.

      Her foot slipped. She lifted her hands out from her sides for balance.

      Her pulse spiked, but she managed to stay upright, reaching for the mailbox to ensure she stayed that way.

      She glanced down to see the reason for her suddenly poor traction.

      Of course. A thin layer of ice coated the end of the driveway by the mailbox, likely a result of the recent snowmelt and refreeze they’d had. The joys of winter.

      Good thing Thomas always asked her or Judy Kline to retrieve his mail. The housekeeper disliked the task enough, especially in winter, that Victoria was happy to bring in the mail during her twice-weekly visits.

      She’d have to ask Ned Parker about applying salt to melt the ice, if she saw the reclusive groundskeeper today.

      She removed a few envelopes and a flier from the box. Keeping an eye on the slippery pavement, she went to the keypad next to the intercom and entered the access code.

      The gate clicked and slowly retracted, giving her enough time to return to her car and drive through before it closed behind her.

      Tension stood her nerves on end as she followed the driveway to the front of the Victorian mansion that was slightly larger than the house in which she had been raised.

      Breathe. It wouldn’t do to enter her client’s home with frazzled nerves and unease she could spread to others. She wished she could blame the hostage situation—the second she had survived—for her tender emotional state. Perhaps that explanation would make for an interesting story.

      But she knew better.

      The memory of Cillian’s handsome face escaped her efforts to keep it at bay, partially obscuring her view as she followed the curve of the driveway. The dark stubble lining his jawline, the deeper furrows on his brow that only increased the intensity he’d always had. And those eyes.

      A shiver skidded through her. If only the sensation was merely a delayed reaction to stepping into the cold by the mailbox.

      She sighed as she pulled her car to a halt in the parking area past the portico. She shouldn’t let him get to her so much.

      But he was working at CareFull Home Health now. At her workplace. And he’d done so because she worked there.

      Had he returned to expose her secret? The one only he knew.

      But why would he? Why after all these years? If he’d wanted revenge, he could’ve told her father what he knew then, right after she had said she wouldn’t see⁠—

      She pinched her lips together, halting the spiraling thoughts. It didn’t matter. Not right now. She needed to do as she always did while working—set aside her personal life and concerns to serve the client one hundred percent.

      And she was already late, in this case, though she had called Thomas to explain and ask if she should still come at a later time. She’d been relieved he’d said yes.

      She needed the excuse to avoid meeting with Cillian until she could order her thoughts and regain control of her emotions. She could also use the distraction of seeing one of her favorite clients.

      Pushing open her door, she left the car to greet the frigid air once again.

      Two cars were already parked next to hers. Brenda and Ryan must be visiting. Thomas would not be in a good mood with his niece and nephew at the house. But their presence would also mean he’d be even more pleased than usual to see Victoria.

      She walked under the stone portico and took the four steps to the grand double-door entrance that was framed by pillars.

      Seemed odd that an edifice with such a classic, historic grandeur would have an electronic keypad alongside the heavy wooden doors. But Thomas Briscoe was surprising in several respects, including the complete trust he’d placed in Victoria soon after she had begun physical therapy for his recovery from hip replacement surgery.

      She entered the passcode, and the lock clicked as it released. Pulling open one heavy door, she slipped inside, scanning the foyer for any of the visitors evidenced by the cars outside.

      The foyer appeared empty and quiet, the brown and cherry wood and intricately patterned encaustic tiles gleaming from Judy’s conscientious care.

      “Stop your hovering, woman.” Thomas’s irritated voice carried to the foyer.

      Victoria smiled as she followed the sound.

      “I’m not an invalid, and I never will be, no matter how much you and that brother of yours would love it if I was.”

      Victoria’s smile transitioned to a wince as she neared the open doors of the library. Sounded like she would have her work cut out for her today if his relatives were getting on his nerves that much.

      Footsteps clinked across the library’s parquet-patterned hardwood floor toward the doorway, and Brenda appeared, muttering under her breath as she glared ahead. Until her gaze landed on Victoria.

      The transformation was quick and smooth as Brenda stopped in front of Victoria, a polite smile shaping her red-lipstick-covered lips. “Ms. Weston. So glad you could make it after all. Uncle was so disappointed when you missed your appointment.”

      As always, Brenda’s apparent friendliness was undergirded by barely disguised criticism.

      Victoria smiled. “No more than I was, I’m sure. But I won’t keep him waiting any longer.” She watched Brenda, hoping the woman would take the hint and step out of the way.

      Victoria could go around her. But such an action would only irritate Brenda and make any peacemaking efforts Victoria might need to attempt all the harder.

      Brenda’s mouth tightened at the corners as if she was tempted to say something more.

      “Did you need anything before I go in?” Victoria delivered the question in a professional tone.

      “No, of course not.” Brenda moved aside and extended her hand toward the library. “Please.”

      Victoria let out a quiet breath as she entered the room, inhaling the scent of old books as she took in the floor-to-ceiling shelves packed with early editions and favorites she and Thomas shared.

      “So, you finally decided to show up.”

      Victoria laughed and crossed the room to the distinguished gentleman who sat in an armchair in front of the grand fireplace, facing away from her. His tone assured her his remark was the opposite of Brenda’s—critical words that disguised fondness, welcome, and humor.

      She rounded the chair and gazed upon the client she’d come to think of as a friend.

      His gray beard and hair refused to thin with his eighty-four years, though his slight body, shrinking stature, and pale, milky skin tone made him hard to recognize in the portrait of the young, strapping shipping magnate that hung above the mantle.

      But his eyes twinkled through his glasses with more merriment and kindness than the serious, cold young man he appeared to have been when the painting had been completed.

      “Yes, I did. Despite the welcome I knew I would receive.” Victoria gave him a smile.

      A single laugh burst from Thomas, and he slapped the leather arm of his chair. “About time somebody with some wit arrived. I’ve been having to put up with these imbeciles and their simpering all day.”

      Victoria cast a glance beyond the chair.

      Brenda still lingered at the library door, looking in their direction. She could probably hear every word her uncle said.

      “I believe Brenda can hear you.” Victoria lowered her voice as she set the mail on the nearby end table, then placed a pad under her bag beside the letters.

      “I hope she can.” Thomas raised his volume louder. “Maybe then she and her brother will stop their sickening patronizing and find something to do instead of waiting around for me to die.”

      A predictable response from Thomas. But Victoria still frowned as Brenda turned away and left, disappearing from sight. Knowing Brenda, she was likely going to remain somewhere within hearing range.

      “Perhaps she has better intentions than you think.” Victoria returned her attention to Thomas.

      He harumphed. “The only intentions she and Ryan have are to see me dead within the year so they can get their hands on my fortune. They might even want to help it along if either of them was smart enough to think of how to do it.”

      “Thomas.” Victoria stared at him. He often criticized his niece and nephew, but he’d never suggested they would do anything to harm him, beyond pestering him to death. “You don’t mean that.”

      “Don’t I?” He placed both hands on the arms of the chair and leaned forward. “You are the only one I can trust, Victoria.” His voice lowered to a secretive tone she hadn’t heard him use before.

      She had never seen such urgency shape his features either. Her chest pinched, and she took a step closer. “What do you mean?”

      “Are they watching? Listening?”

      She checked the doorway. “I don’t see anyone.”

      “Come closer.” His voice dropped in volume even more as he beckoned her near with his fingers.

      She crouched in front of his chair. “Thomas, what is it? Are you all right?”

      “No.” He glanced to the side, then locked his gaze on hers. “Well, I may not be. I can’t trust anyone. They’re all after money, and they’ll do anything to get it. Anything.” He hissed the last word.

      Had someone threatened him? It was hard to believe his own niece and nephew, practically Chicago royalty in their standing among the wealthy families, would engage in anything sinister or criminal. Perhaps Thomas was simply being dramatic. It had to be difficult that his two heirs only pretended to care about him.

      “But what about Mr. Glenn?” Victoria had met the museum curator once when he’d arrived to meet with Thomas after a PT session. Thomas had acted friendlier and more pleased to see Clinton Glenn than anyone she had observed Thomas with before. “And your attorney, Mr. Neely. Surely, he’s trustworthy?”

      “Bob? Yes.” Thomas looked off to the side, as if staring at the fire without seeing it. “I think so. I may show him what I discovered.”

      Discovered? Victoria held back more questions. It wasn’t her place to pry into a client’s personal life. “I’ll pray for wisdom in the situation. Whatever is happening, the Lord can help you navigate it. ‘The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.’”

      “‘…all those who practice it have a good understanding.’”

      Victoria smiled. At least he wasn’t so disturbed as to not finish her Scripture quote, as per usual. “Well, shall we get started? I’ll have you come to stand.” She moved closer in case he needed any assistance, though she didn’t expect him to. He’d made excellent progress in his balance. More than he seemed to realize.

      Thomas leaned his upper body forward and stood as she had shown him, minimizing effort and ending with better skeletal alignment.

      “Well done. I have a new exercise I’d like you to try today that will focus on your balance when⁠—”

      A grand two-toned bell rang through the mansion. The doorbell.

      Thomas’s body stiffened. He reached for Victoria and gripped her wrist.

      “Thomas? What is it?”

      “Not now.”

      Voices carried from the hallway. Two males.

      Thomas darted a glance over his right shoulder toward the open doorway. “Will you come back tomorrow morning?”

      “I was planning on Wednesday, since we’re having a session today.” Their usual schedule was every other weekday.

      “No. You can’t stay. I need to do this.”

      Victoria followed his gaze to the foyer outside the library. And to the figures that appeared there.

      Two men entered the library and strode toward Thomas and Victoria. Ryan Briscoe and Clinton Glenn. Why was Thomas acting almost…afraid of his nephew and the curator she’d thought was his friend? Or was only one of them making him so tense and uncomfortable?

      “Please, come back tomorrow at nine.” Thomas whispered the request with a fierce squeeze of her hand. “I’ll explain everything then.”

      “Uncle, your friend is here to see you.” Ryan gave the unnecessary explanation as if his uncle was blind as he and Mr. Glenn paused halfway into the large room. “But I see you’re busy with your therapy.” Ryan seemed unable to help the condescension that laced the word, therapy. No wonder Thomas so easily saw through his and Brenda’s supposed affection.

      Thomas looked in the new visitor’s direction. “Victoria was just leaving.” He returned his gaze to her, his eyes peering deeply into hers, full of urgency she’d never seen in him before.

      “Yes.” She returned the squeeze, her hand still in his. “I’ll be back.” She said the words in a normal tone, looking directly at Thomas so he would know they were meant for him—her promise she would return in the morning as he’d asked. Good thing tomorrow was her day off, or she might have had to refuse due to already scheduled appointments.

      She scooped up her bag and the disposable pad. Giving a nod to the two men, she passed them and headed for the library doorway.

      “Thomas, so good to see you.” Mr. Glenn’s tone was as warm and friendly as the last time she’d seen him visit Thomas at the estate. Perhaps there was nothing wrong, and she had misread the situation.

      Relief eased some of the tension in her chest as she neared the foyer.

      “Leave us, Ryan.”

      Victoria paused at the almost unrecognizable voice.

      Thomas had never sounded so cold, so grim. Not even when discussing his disappointing niece and nephew.

      Should she turn back? See if Thomas needed her? Perhaps if she understood the problem, she could offer her help.

      “I’ll see you out.” Ryan’s statement at her shoulder made her pulse jump.

      She glanced at him, catching the disapproval in his eyes, as if he thought she was intending to eavesdrop.

      He was apparently judging her in the light of his own character, at least from the two times she was sure she’d caught him listening outside his uncle’s office when Thomas had been on the phone. But confronting him on that point would do no good at the moment.

      She allowed him to lead her to the front door and shut it behind her. Her thoughts, however, remained inside, with Thomas. And she did the only thing she knew could enable her to let go of worry and the things she couldn’t control.

      Lord, You know what Thomas meant. You know what trouble he’s facing. Please give him wisdom and Your peace. Help me to leave this matter and all things in Your hands.

      The last request in her silent prayer was one she should have prayed earlier. She would need the Lord’s help to make it through the rest of the day, knowing that in seven hours and forty-six minutes, she would meet with the man she had never thought she would see again. The one she had allowed to occupy her heart, only to regret it for the rest of her days.

      She would have to be very careful this evening. She could not let herself commit the same error twice.
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      Cillian couldn’t take his eyes off the woman seated across the table from him. It was obvious why she’d picked Mason Grill. Essentially a sports bar and grill, the counter in the center of the restaurant was filled with boisterous drinkers. The restaurant’s music was louder than Cillian guessed it would be during the day, when families probably occupied the booths along the outer walls. The large TVs ratcheted up the noise level even more with the sports and other channels they displayed.

      There was nothing romantic about the location, that was for sure. And the loud environment made conversation a challenge, even where they were seated in a small booth by the wood-paneled wall. The restaurant was perfect for Victoria to pick since she apparently didn’t want to talk or chance anything that could be interpreted as a date.

      Her already perfect posture had been straighter than normal, basically rigid, since the moment she’d walked in, and he’d waved at her from the booth. Surprise had lifted her eyebrows. Probably expected him to be late, since he’d never prized punctuality as a teen.

      But he’d intentionally arrived ten minutes early, predicting she’d arrive five minutes before eight. He’d been right. At least this way, he could start showing her he’d changed in some ways. In the ways she would want him to.

      She’d barely said a word after she’d joined him in the booth, clearly taking great care to be sure her knees and feet didn’t touch his beneath the table. A real trick, since the tiny space didn’t at all allow for his long legs.

      But he tried to oblige, angling one foot out into the aisle. He couldn’t help but remember a time when she hadn’t tried to avoid contact. When she’d actually enjoyed the tame touches, the hand holding. All firsts for the innocent fifteen-year-old she’d been then.

      Did she have more experience now? The idea of other guys getting close to her squirmed in his belly. But judging from her prim and proper, almost laughable attempts to keep her distance from him now, maybe she still hadn’t dated much.

      She had changed her outfit for this non-date, though, which could mean she wanted to look nice. Or she just didn’t want to wear scrubs to a restaurant. Her slim-fitting burgundy turtleneck and long, flowing skirt that skimmed heeled boots were completely modest, completely Victoria, and insanely attractive. Kind of like the way she always wore her hair up in a perfect bun that begged him to undo the clip like he once had and run his fingers through the auburn silkiness.

      His heart thumped against his ribs so hard it was probably audible. His blood rushed in his ears. If he didn’t stop thinking like that, he was going to do something impulsive and send her running. He reached for his coffee to make sure his dry throat didn’t sound croaky when he tried to say something.

      After a quick gulp, he looked at Victoria again. Or tried. She still wouldn’t make eye contact, angling her head to supposedly observe the men at the bar instead. “If I didn’t know you so well, I’d think you were checking out the other guys.”

      “Excuse me?”

      His mouth twitched at her polite response. The restaurant was loud, but not that loud.

      She’d heard him. At least she finally looked at him, her gorgeous hazel eyes aiming at him across the table.

      Those eyes. Still had the ability to shoot heat behind his ribs and make him want to move way faster than he should. Made it so easy to remember why as a junior in high school, he’d chosen to date a freshman.

      Well, at first he’d wanted her as another conquest. He’d gotten tired of the wild and shallow girls he’d won over and then discarded when he had become bored. But Victoria, her goodness and wholesomeness, offered a fresh attraction and new challenge.

      He’d never expected to fall in love. For the first and only time in his life.

      Even then at only fifteen, she’d had something special. A grace and elegance that made her seem almost untouchable. Unattainable.

      It was more than physical. More like a quality that emanated from her core. And lured him to her.

      It wasn’t enough when he’d gotten her to fall for him. He’d wanted more. Wanted her love forever. Wanted to marry her, when they were old enough.

      But she’d never belonged to him. Never even gave him her heart. She had proven that when she’d ended it. When she’d chosen her father over Cillian.

      “I can never see you again. I’m sorry.” Her words, raw and strangled by tears over the phone, were captured in his memory forever.

      They had filled him with fury at first, an anger and pain that drove him from Chicago to wander across the country for years. But now, they motivated him like nothing else.

      She hadn’t wanted to reject him. She’d said she was sorry, and he knew she had meant it. She’d been controlled, made to do it by someone who held her captive. Who probably still held her in his grip.

      The server appeared with Victoria’s cheesecake and Cillian’s multi-layered slab of carrot cake. The teen boy asked on autopilot if they needed anything else, then swung away and trudged off before they would’ve been able to answer if they’d wanted to.

      “You had questions for me, right?” Cillian dug into his cake with a fork and casually glanced at Victoria. Better to put the ball in her court if he wanted her to let her guard down. Right now, she still held herself as rigid as the wooden back of the booth’s uncomfortable seats.

      Her eyes narrowed slightly, her tiny piece of plain cheesecake sitting untouched in front of her. “Why are you really here?”

      He munched his mouthful of cake, then reached for his coffee to wash it down. “I told you. I came for you.” The straightforward approach had always been best with Victoria. Knocked her back on her heels a little.

      A hint of pink color flushed her cheeks.

      He tried to hold back a grin. Still could make her blush. Very good sign.

      Though that expression was new. The pinched lips and stern stare. “What precisely do you mean by that statement?”

      He let his grin through. She always had been the most grammatical speaker he’d ever known, though he’d succeeded in getting her to relax the rules a bit when they had dated. “Just what I said.” Though he knew as well as she did that there were multiple meanings and interpretations to his wording.

      “I don’t recall asking you to return to Chicago and accept a job at my workplace.”

      He chuckled. That was new, too—the sarcasm and spunk she’d surprised him with at her client’s house. It made her even more attractive than when she’d only been sweet and agreeable to everything he’d wanted. He always enjoyed a challenge. “I never wait to be asked to do anything. You know that.”

      She met his gaze, unflinching. As if she was studying him and his motives. “It’s been sixteen years. I don’t know you anymore, and you don’t know me.” The definitive tone of her statement, the finality of it—almost like an order her father might give—rang in Cillian’s ears like an irresistible call to battle.

      “I bet I know a lot more about you than you want me to.”

      She looked away then, reaching for her fork.

      What was she thinking? He couldn’t tell quite as well as he used to be able to. Though even as teens, she’d been hard for him to predict. She viewed the world so differently and had different priorities. The classic opposites-attract relationship. But man, did they ever attract.

      The sixteen years since he’d seen Victoria hadn’t dimmed her beauty one bit. They’d only made her more stunning. The baby fat in her cheeks had disappeared, heightening her perfect features, high cheekbones, and large hazel eyes. The lines appearing just slightly at the edges of her mouth and corners of her eyes suggested she must smile and maybe even laugh sometimes. She used to with Cillian. A lot. At least once he could get her to relax and forget about what her father was going to do.

      Was that still what held her back? Her father’s control? Cillian would bet money on it. But he should confirm that his instincts, and the whole reason for coming back, were correct. “For example, you became a PT because your dad wanted you to.”

      Her gaze shot to his, giving her an excuse to lower the tiny clump of cheesecake that she didn’t appear to want to eat anyway. Either she was full or nervous.

      He’d bet on nerves. Which also meant he still had an effect on her. Definitely something he could build on.

      “The work interests me and enables me to help people. I enjoy that.”

      He quirked a closed smile. So like Victoria. She didn’t like to lie. But she would dodge a question and leave something out.

      “And gives you a doctorate in a medical field. That’s Daddy’s standard, right?”

      She dropped her focus to her plate, her tight swallow visible in the muscles along her smooth jaw.

      He was hitting close to the mark. Maybe a bullseye. “I bet all your brothers and sisters are doctors, too, right?”

      She cleared her throat. “No. Spring was a pro cyclist, and now she’s studying to become a teacher.” Victoria reached for her water glass. “And Treese is an athletic trainer.”

      Cillian laughed. “Bet your old man threw a fit.”

      Victoria finished her sip of water and lowered the glass, her attention flitting to Cillian’s face as if uncertain she was safe to land there. But she did, a hint of pain in the depths of her eyes.

      He dropped his smile and held her gaze. “Sorry. I shouldn’t joke about it. It’s probably been rough for them and you.” And meant he’d been exactly right about her father not changing, still demanding and bullying his children into doing everything he wanted.

      She didn’t look away for a few beats, her eyebrows dipping slightly as she studied him. “It was difficult with Spring, but I’m hoping he’ll come around, given the circumstances.”

      Was Victoria actually confiding in him? About her family? The encouragement pumped his pulse a little quicker. This was faster progress than he’d thought he might make. He had realized it could take a while to get back to where she would confide in him like she used to, when she’d poured out her hurting heart about her father, and Cillian had been her shoulder to cry on. And then when her mother was dying, he’d been her support and escape, too. At least until…

      “Treese is his favorite, so he seems to have given her a pass.”

      Anger from the memory he’d accidentally stumbled into surged to the surface. “You should be his favorite, Vicks.”

      Her eyes widened, and her mouth parted slightly. Probably from the nickname he’d given her years ago. The one that would make her smile and melt like butter.

      “You’ve done everything for him. You’re perfect. You do everything he wants.” Including dumping Cillian. Though he kept that reminder to himself.

      “That’s not true.” She gripped her water glass on the table like she needed something to hold on to and look at. “I’ve…displeased him plenty of times. He only wants what is best for all of us. He loves us.”

      That was new. Cillian stared at her as she refused to look up. She’d always done what her father wanted, but she hadn’t defended him. She would share how hard it was, how she wondered if he loved her at all, how she wished he wasn’t so harsh and difficult to please.

      Now, she sounded like a brainwashing success story. Her father’s brainwashing. Years with a manipulative bully could do that to a person.

      Cillian had seen it plenty of times as a social worker, especially during his years rescuing children in family social work.

      She was still Daddy’s girl, controlled and trapped under his thumb. But now it was worse. Now she thought she wanted to be.

      Cillian had to find a way to fix that. “Have you ever stopped to wonder what you want? How you want to live your own life?”

      Her features tightened as something flickered in her eyes. She grabbed her purse off the bench and stood, somehow avoiding the inelegant slide most people had to execute to exit a booth.

      “Victoria, wait.”

      She angled toward the booth and glared down at him. “I am no longer an impressionable fifteen-year-old you can charm or influence. It’s good our jobs will not bring us into contact with each other frequently. I expect you’ll maintain professionalism at all times and keep our shared past to yourself.”

      “Is Victoria Weston asking me to lie?” He only half-succeeded in holding back a smile. He couldn’t help it. Her new fiery spirit and strength were amazing, making her even more beautiful and maddeningly attractive than ever.

      “Of course not.” She gripped the purse strap she’d placed over her shoulder. “If someone asks you about it directly, you should answer truthfully. But you don’t have to offer unnecessary information. I certainly hope you didn’t come here to hurt me or my family by dredging up past mistakes.”

      Ah. There it was. So she did blame him for what happened. He’d always thought so, though she’d denied it when she had called to break up with him.

      Well, he’d have to deal with that obstacle, too, if he was going to succeed in rescuing her and winning her back. He sobered and met her accusatory glare. “No. I didn’t come for that.” With the exception of her father.

      “Good.” She pressed her lips together in that pinched expression. “If you’ve truly returned in connection with me for some unknown reason, then I suggest you leave again and forget about me as you did before. We’ll all be better off.”

      He stood, quickly, so she wouldn’t have enough warning to leave.

      She barely got in one step back in the second it took for him to stand in front of her, forcing her to look up at him instead.

      “I never forgot you, Vicks. Never.”

      She stared up at him, frozen with her elegant brows pushed together and a battle of emotions playing out in her eyes. Fear, confusion, anger, and what he hoped was longing. For him.

      She spun on her heels and left, the fear or anger apparently winning out. For now.

      He wouldn’t leave this time, even if she asked him to. He’d changed in that way, too. He had learned how to fight bullies and win.

      Her father would not control her for the rest of her life. No matter what it took, Cillian would set her free.
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      “I never forgot you, Vicks. Never.” Cillian’s voice echoed in Victoria’s mind as she turned onto her street.

      She blinked at the light rain that smattered her windshield, blurring the darkness beyond.

      But the image of Cillian’s eyes when he’d said those words appeared more clearly in front of her mind’s gaze. So intense. So…passionate.

      Her heart twisted behind her ribs. Did he mean it?

      She’d imagined he had forgotten her the moment he’d left Chicago. The moment he found another girl to date, which wouldn’t have been long, given his looks and charm.

      His list of conquests before her had been long, according to high school gossip and judging from the multiple girls who had threatened her to leave Cillian alone, until Cillian had learned of their threats. Then the girls mysteriously began to give her a wide berth in the school’s hallways.

      He’d always been protective. And her fifteen-year-old self had, of course, wanted to believe everything he told her, including that she was the only girl he had ever loved.

      Her chest pinched so hard it hurt. She would never be able to sleep tonight if she didn’t let go of the tension that seemed to be winding her as tight as a rope. Not that she could sleep anytime soon. Despite the exhaustion weighing heavily on her shoulders, she had at least two hours of documentation left to do that evening. It was the
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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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