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      The world is no longer a safe place, especially for women. For several decades, the birth rate of females has been declining. Militants, the government, and private citizens alike will do anything to find young women and force them into unthinkable arrangements.

      

      The Wanderers are a secret underground society, born to provide sanctuary for anyone who believes in free will and democratic notions. They have grown in numbers for many years and have several compounds where their citizens live in safety.

      

      Ever since Ariel joined The Wanderers three months ago, she’s been battling the belief from everyone in the compound that she’s too young to enter into a relationship. She’s well-aware who started this rumor and continues to perpetuate it. Stuart. The man is infuriating, and she’s so done with him meddling in her life. No matter how gorgeous he is.

      

      Most of the men won’t come near her. Thank goodness two men have chosen to ignore the idle threats from the surly Stuart and have been courting her. Kester and Tarin have helped her transition to life underground like the gentleman they are.

      

      Stuart is a stubborn mule. He lives under the premise that he intends to keep Ariel at arm’s length, but no one else can have her either. Too bad for him Ariel isn’t mousy, and her life experience makes her far more mature than he gives her credit for. She’s ready to take her relationships to the next level. Stuart can either get on board or take a hike.

      

      Life in this new world isn’t easy. They face danger every day. People die. It’s time for Stuart to face his past and decide if it’s better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.
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      Ariel rubbed her hands together to keep from shaking as Kester punched in the code to his apartment in the keypad. She flinched when the door popped open, and was downright trembling as she passed him to step into his living space.

      What the hell was I thinking?

      They’d been on a total of four dates, if you could call them that. The first time she’d been eating lunch alone in the cafeteria and he’d asked her if he could join her. The second time, she’d run into him in one of the hallways and he’d walked her back to the Schamas’ apartment where she was currently living. At that time, he’d asked her to meet him for lunch the next day. That made three.

      Were those even dates? More like bumping into each other twice and then meeting a friend for lunch. But who knew what constituted a date when one was living in an underground bunker with a few hundred people during what basically would need to be deemed an apocalypse?

      Tonight had been their fourth…encounter? Dinner. Specifically planned. Again in a cafeteria where dozens of other people were also dining. But Ariel and Kester had shared a table without other people. A date, right?

      At the end, he’d asked her to go back to his place. It had to be a date.

      She drew in a breath as she entered his apartment. It was nearly the same as any other living space in the compound. Gray walls and concrete floors. Sparse furniture. A kitchen table that didn’t accompany appliances. Two bedrooms.

      Every apartment was basically the same, with the exception of the number of attached bedrooms. This one had two, and she knew Kester Carbon lived here with Stuart Duggan. She also knew the two of them weren’t close. They simply lived together out of convenience since they’d both arrived with no families. Hell, no one was close to Stu. The man was always cranky and disgruntled. Ariel had rarely seen him smile.

      “Would you like to have a seat?” Kester pointed toward the couch. “Water?”

      “No. I’m fine.” She lowered herself onto the end of the couch, sitting on her hands to keep from fidgeting. She glanced around. “You’re sure Stuart doesn’t mind me being here?” What she really meant was: are you sure Stuart isn’t coming back tonight?

      Kester chuckled as he sat in one of the armchairs, pointedly not next to her. “It’s my place too. I don’t really care if Stu does mind. But, he’s out on a run. He won’t be back for a few days.”

      She nodded slowly, uncertain how she felt about Stuart’s presence or lack thereof. He’d been one of the first people she’d met when she’d joined The Wanderers three months ago. He’d been the one to pick her and her sister up from a rendezvous point and bring them to the compound.

      The moment she’d met him, she’d been enamored. He had messy brown hair, deep brown eyes, and perfectly straight white teeth. Granted, the day she’d met him had been about the only time she’d seen his teeth. He’d smiled, making her heart race, and then he’d found out she was nineteen and put up a wall so high it was impossible to see over.

      Nineteen. An adult. She knew her mind. She’d lived a life that made her feel older than her age—assuming she subtracted the fact that, until she’d left her childhood home, she’d never met another man besides her father up close. That fact did leave her a bit naïve, but only concerning relationships.

      It pissed her off that Stuart treated her like she was a baby, grunting at her and bossing her around. The man was thirty. He acted like he was seventy-five.

      “We didn’t have to come here, Ariel,” Kester said softly. “We can go someplace public if you’d like.”

      She shook her head and forced herself to lean back against the cushions. “This is fine. I’m fine.” She smiled, though she was certain it looked forced as she met Kester’s gaze.

      He was frowning, his dark eyes narrowed because he didn’t believe her. He leaned back slowly too, stretching his legs out in front of him and crossing them at the ankles. He was tall and slender with dark skin. His face was always smooth as if he’d just shaved, and more than once she’d thought about what it would feel like for his cheek to brush against hers. He kept his black hair cut short.

      Kester cleared his throat. “You look like you’re waiting for a tooth extraction.” He unfolded his legs and rose, pushing off the armchair. “Come on. Let’s go someplace public.”

      She grabbed his arm as he passed her. “No. Please. Sit with me.”

      He stared down at her for a few moments before coming to her side and lowering himself onto the couch, leaving about a foot of space between them. He turned his body to the side, bending one knee up onto the cushions, and leaned his cheek against his palm. His elbow rested on the back of the sofa.

      She met his gaze and then lowered hers, threading her fingers together in her lap. Her blond hair was nearly white, and it fell around her face like a welcomed curtain.

      “You’re uncomfortable alone with me, Ariel. It’s unnecessary.”

      She sucked in a breath and lifted her face. “I’m not. I mean, I don’t want to be. I’m trying to be…normal.”

      He furrowed his brow. “Have you ever been alone with a man before?”

      “Sure.” She swallowed. “My dad.” She grinned at him, hoping to lighten things.

      He chuckled. “That’s what I thought. You arrived here three months ago after living off the grid with only your sister and your parents. Your life must feel like it’s a tornado. I don’t want to add to that tornado.”

      “You’re not,” she defended. “I mean, it’s not you. I would be nervous no matter who you were.”

      “Okay, but maybe you’re not ready to put yourself in a situation that makes you uncomfortable. And that’s okay. The compound and this community exist to ensure you always feel safe. You make your own choices here. No one living here is going to touch a hair on your head without permission. Including me. Especially me.”

      She took a deep breath. “I know.” She untangled her hands and reached out to grab his, the one resting on his shin.

      He let her. In fact, he flipped his hand over and let her thread their fingers together.

      She stared down at their connection, her skin so pale, his skin so dark. For some reason, she found it attractive. She liked how they looked next to each other. Opposites. If they had a baby together, would it be a gorgeous shade of brown somewhere in between its parents?

      She flinched at the thought. Good grief.

      Kester stroked the back of her hand with his thumb. It felt nice. Until this moment, they hadn’t really touched other than arms bumping into each other as they walked or fingers grazing as they passed something back and forth.

      She glanced around again, trying to think of things to say. “Which room is yours?”

      “The one behind me.”

      Darn. That question did not start a conversation. It wasn’t as if she would follow up with, “Can I see it?”

      “How long have you lived here?” she asked, trying another route.

      “Two years. Stuart found me living on the streets in the city. We ran into each other several times before he invited me to come back here with him.”

      “How old are you?”

      “Twenty-five.”

      “Do you have any family?” She was almost conversational and gave herself a mental pat on the back.

      “I have no idea. Depends on who kidnapped my mother from our home ten years ago, where they took her, and how many times she’s been forced to reproduce since then.” He winced and squeezed her hand. “Jesus, I’m sorry. That was far too blunt.”

      She lifted his hand to her face and rubbed her cheek against his fingers. “I’m so sorry. You were only fifteen?”

      He nodded. “Let’s talk about something more uplifting. How are you enjoying working at the clothing exchange?”

      She smiled. “I like it. My sister, Layla, says if I’d lived in a different time, I would have been a fashion designer.” She laughed. “As if that’s needed in this completely dystopian society.”

      “Hey, people still enjoy pretty things, even in hard times.” He lifted a brow. “I do.”

      She flushed when she realized he was talking about her.

      He untangled their fingers and cupped her cheek. “I love how your face flushes when you’re embarrassed or nervous.”

      She groaned. “I’m usually both. It’s not hard.”

      “It’s cute.”

      She rolled her eyes. “I hate that everyone thinks I’m cute. I’m kind of tired of being treated like I’m too young to know my mind or make my own decisions.”

      Feeling bold, she licked her lips and sat up straighter. “I know I don’t have experience with men, but I’m not stupid. I’m more educated than almost anyone I’ve met. My parents both had a Ph.D. They made Layla and me sit down every day for homeschooling. I’m trained in self-defense and I have survival skills that rival most humans. I’m a grown woman.”

      Kester held her gaze. “No one is suggesting you’re not, Ariel.”

      She rolled her eyes, groaning. “Of course they are. You’re treating me with kid gloves, and Stuart growls at every man who comes near me as if I were twelve and he needs to ward them off. It’s maddening. I’m surprised you’ve been willing to talk to me or eat with me. And I’m doubly surprised you brought me back to your apartment.”

      Kester scooted closer and gripped her hand in her lap this time. “First of all, I spend time with you because I like you. You’re fun and fucking smart and sharp and gorgeous. When you laugh, the tinkling sound lights up a room.”

      “Kes…”

      He moaned and then spoke in a lower voice. “I really like when you call me Kes.”

      “Oh. I’m sorry. I didn’t think…”

      He shook his head. “I said I like it, Ariel. It makes me feel like I’m special to you or something.” He waved a hand through the air, dismissing the thought. “As for Stuart, I can’t tell you for sure why he’s being such an asshole around you. I’m not sure anyone really knows. But I can tell you, albeit reluctantly, that it’s not because he doesn’t like you.”

      She narrowed her gaze, skeptically.

      “I’m confident he’s so attracted to you that he can’t think straight around you. He warns everyone away from you because he wants you for himself. I don’t know why he’s stuck to this strange narrative in which he insists you’re too young to approach, but literally, no one else agrees with him.”

      She gasped, eyes wide. “He does not want me for himself.” I wish he did. “He treats me like I’ve got a communicable disease, Kes.”

      Kester laughed. “It’s a front, I tell you. I’m not sure he even realizes it. He’s using your age as an excuse.”

      “For what?”

      Kester shrugged. “Damned if I know. But the way he grumbles and growls about you is a sure sign to everyone that he’s claiming you for his own and we should all back off.”

      Ariel blinked at him. “That’s absurd.”

      Kester shook his head. “I’m serious.”

      “He’s never said a kind word to me. He barely looks me in the eye. He never comes near me. It’s obvious he can’t stand me.”

      Kester chuckled again, his chest rising and falling. “It’s like middle school all over again.”

      She cocked her head to one side. “I have no idea what that means. I have only a vague understanding of what middle school even is.”

      Kester smiled at her and dropped his arm along the back of the couch, lifting a lock of her hair and letting it run through his fingers. “Damn, your hair is as soft as it looks.” He turned back to her face. “Middle school is where kids go between elementary and high school. The awkward ages of twelve to fourteen. Girls are far more mature than boys at that age, and boys tend to act like idiots tripping over each other to try to catch a girl’s attention.”

      She frowned. “Not following.”

      “When a thirteen-year-old boy likes a girl, he’ll tell everyone around that she’s gross so they will back off and she will look at him.”

      “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.” She smiled.

      He chuckled. She loved the sound of his laughter. “Agreed. But it’s true.”

      “Okay, let’s say for one second that Stuart does have a childhood crush on me as you’re suggesting. Why do you keep pursuing me then? He’s your roommate. Surely, you don’t want to make him mad.” A flush raced up her face and she winced. “Unless, you’re not pursuing me at all, and I’ve misread you. Or…” She narrowed her gaze. “You’re doing it to annoy Stuart or to get me closer to him.”

      Kester’s eyebrows shot up his forehead. “None of the above. I’m most definitely vying for your attention because I’m attracted to you. I couldn’t give two shits whether or not Stuart knows or cares or gets angry. His loss.”

      She licked her lips. “My mother never mentioned how complicated men were.”

      Kester laughed again. “To be fair, your mother didn’t live in a world where men outnumber women by such high margins. When your parents went into hiding over twenty years ago, the world was holding on by a thread, but it was still a mostly monogamous society.”

      Kester stroked a finger down her cheek. She liked it. A lot. She wished he would do more than just that brief contact. She liked him, and like he’d said, even though she liked Stuart too, his loss. The infuriating man had pushed her away so many times, she’d lost count. It was impossible to believe he cared about her at all from the way he acted. In fact, his behavior suggested he saw himself more as a protector or father figure than a man attracted to a woman.

      Kester released her hair on a sigh and gripped her hand again. “I’m under no illusion that there’s some kind of contest and in the end, I’ll win and get the girl. We don’t live in a world where that would be fair. I know you have feelings for Stuart. Your frustration with him speaks volumes, and I’ve seen the way you look at him.”

      She winced. “And that doesn’t bother you?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t let it. I can’t. I’d be a jackass if I claimed you for myself, especially since I know for a fact that Stuart and I aren’t the only two men who have noticed you.”

      She gulped. “Who else?” Her heart was beating faster. It was so strange having this discussion. It shouldn’t be. She didn’t really know any other way of life. Other than the fact that her parents had lived in a monogamous relationship, she had no other models. Anything could be normal to her. After three months, she was far more accustomed to seeing polyamorous unions, especially among the younger crowd.

      He smiled. “Well, every man who is single and under forty in the compound for starters. Who wouldn’t be interested in you? But more specifically, don’t tell me you aren’t aware that Tarin Gelman hunts you down as often as I do.”

      Her cheeks heated again. He did. Tarin hadn’t been quite as blatant as Kester yet, but he did join her at meals sometimes and lingered longer than necessary to talk to her.

      Kester grinned. “You did know.”

      “Maybe. So now what? It’s not like when we arrived and Layla got snatched up by four men who were living as a family unit already. Tarin certainly doesn’t live with you two, Stuart and he have some sort of history that keeps them from exchanging civil discourse, and you and Stuart hardly speak to each other. Where does that leave me? What the heck am I supposed to do? There’s no way in the world I would let myself get passed around among three men in three separate relationships.” She cringed.

      “And no one would ask that of you. If you’re interested in all three of us, just say the word, and I’ll talk to Tarin and Stu. It shouldn’t be your problem. The three of us will work it out.”

      She eyed him skeptically again. It was too complicated to continue thinking about. “Can we stop talking about two other men who aren’t here?”

      “Absolutely.”

      “Good. Kiss me.”

      He flinched. “You want me to kiss you?”

      “Yep.” She scooted closer.

      “Ariel…”

      “What? I thought you just said you like me.”

      “I do. A lot. But I don’t want to rush you.” She wondered if he had any idea how tightly he was gripping her fingers.

      “You’re not rushing me. I just asked you to kiss me. It’s a simple task. Are you up to the challenge?” She lifted a brow, shocked by her boldness.

      He stared at her, inhaling deeply. “You’re sure?”

      “Oh, for heaven’s sake, yes. But if you don’t want to…”

      He released her fingers and cupped her face with both hands, holding her gaze for several seconds before bringing his lips to hers.

      Ariel’s chest pounded as he closed the distance, and she sighed into his mouth the moment his lips touched hers. Soft. Gentle. Caring.

      One of his hands slid to the back of her neck and angled her to one side so he could deepen the kiss, his tongue stroking along the seam of her lips until she parted for him on instinct.

      She closed her eyes and reached for him, her hands coming to his waist and easing up his torso. It may have been a bold move on her part, but she wasn’t sorry. Being kissed was amazing.

      “What the fuck?” A door snicked shut behind them, and Ariel jerked her head to the side at the same time as Kester. She hadn’t heard the door open. She’d been in her own world.

      But it most certainly had opened and closed. Stuart stood just inside, his broad shoulders seemingly broader than ever, his hands fisted at his sides, his brow furrowed. He was pissed.
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      “Hey, Stu. I thought you were doing a pickup,” Kester stated without flinching.

      Stuart glanced from Kester to Ariel and back. “Seriously?”

      Ariel refused to let him get to her. He could stuff his overprotective parent routine where the sun don’t shine.

      Stuart looked like he was going to punch something, or someone.

      “Seriously?” he repeated louder, his gaze on Kester. “I’m gone a few hours and you bring a girl to the apartment. Do you not realize how inappropriate this is?” He waved a hand back and forth between them.

      Enough. Ariel jumped to her feet and planted her hands on her hips. “I am not a girl, Stuart. I’m a grown woman. I’m old enough to make my own decisions, thank you very much. There’s nothing inappropriate about me spending time with Kester, and I’m insulted by your implication.”

      His brow furrowed. A vein bulged out on his forehead. “Implication? I don’t need to imply anything. I can see with my own eyes. The two of you alone in my apartment, making out on my couch like you’re in high school.”

      Kester stood next to Ariel. He set a hand on her back. “Don’t be an asshole, Stu. This is my apartment too.”

      Ariel was fuming. “I’ve never been to high school, but apparently I missed out if you spent your time there kissing.” She marched around the couch to face Stuart head-on. “Look, I don’t know what your problem is with me, but I’m tired of it. You can stop treating me like I’m twelve any day now.”

      “Fine. Then stop acting like you’re twelve, Ariel.” He crossed his arms, his legs planted wide. “Make better choices. What would people think if they found out you were sneaking off to be alone with men?”

      “Watch it, Stu… You’re crossing so many lines right now.” Kester came to Ariel’s side.

      Ariel tried to stand taller, but at five-two it was tough to look tall next to these men who were both over six foot. “No one is sneaking anywhere, Stuart. And the only thing anyone would think if they saw me with Kester or any other man is that I like him. If I want to spend time alone with him, that’s my prerogative. If I want to kiss him in the living room he shares with you, also my prerogative. If I want to have sex with Kester right now in your apartment, I can also do that. Because. I’m. Not. Twelve,” she shouted through gritted teeth, fisting her hands and leaning into him.

      Stuart lifted a hand and ran it through his messy brown hair in need of a cut. Or maybe it was sexy this way and she just wished he would cut it so he’d be less attractive. Right now she wanted to slap him and then drag Kester into his bedroom, slam the door, and get naked with him just to piss Stuart off further.

      Kester didn’t say another word, which she appreciated. This was her battle. She needed to have this out with Stuart.

      Suddenly, she spun toward Kester and glared at him. “Please tell me you didn’t set me up. If you knew Stuart was going to come home tonight, and you brought me here to get under his skin, I will never speak to you again.”

      Stuart smirked, out loud. If that was a thing. She didn’t need to look at him to know it.

      Kester’s eyes went wide and he held up both hands in defeat. “I didn’t know. I swear. Tell her.” He jerked his gaze to Stuart. “Tell her you were supposed to be gone tonight. Why are you back, anyway?”

      Stuart smirked again and stepped around them, heading for the kitchen area to grab a water off the counter. He untwisted the top and drank about a third of it. “Hmm. Maybe it would be more fun if I let her think you set this up.”

      “Don’t be a dick,” Kester responded.

      Stuart lifted one brow. “But that’s my specialty. Being a dick. I bet I can get her to stomp out of here and stop talking to you. All I have to do is confirm what she’s suggesting. I feel so powerful.” He took another drink of water.

      Ariel had never been so angry in her life.

      Kester seethed. “Do you think if you chase her off, she’ll skip on home to the Schamas’ place like a good little girl and stop talking to boys? Do you think your only competition is me? I’ve got news for you, big guy, every unattached male living in this compound has their eye on her, starting with Tarin Gelman. You gonna stomp over to his place next and tell him to keep his hands to himself?”

      Ariel took a step away from Kester and leaned against the wall. Her head was spinning.

      Kester stepped closer to Stuart and set his hands on the back of the couch, leaning forward. “Wouldn’t it be easier to just admit you’re chasing everyone off because you like her too? We can all work with that. But this grumpy keep-your-hands-off-my-girl routine is annoying and getting old. Bow out and mind your own business or toss your hat into the ring.”

      Ariel glanced back and forth between the two men. Kester had shown all his cards and then some. She held her breath, waiting to see how Stuart would respond.

      When he didn’t speak for several moments, Ariel decided to. “I had a father, Stu. For nineteen years. He was amazing. One of the best. He loved me to pieces, and he raised me to know my own mind. He would not disapprove of anything that happened between me and Kester tonight. We talked. We held hands. Kester was a total gentleman at every moment. It was my idea to ask him to kiss me. And I’m not sorry. Don’t you dare imply that I’m some kind of slut who can’t keep her pants on and needs you to police everyone she speaks to. It’s insulting. You’re not my father. I don’t need another one. I don’t want another one. I’m a grown woman. I can and will decide when I have sex and with whom.”

      Stuart finally ran a hand down his face in exhaustion. His shoulders dropped. “You’re right. I’ll butt out of it.” He turned around, shuffled into his room, and shut the door.

      Ariel sucked in a breath. That hadn’t been the way she’d seen this confrontation ending. Not with Stu leaving the room in defeat. Shutting the door basically in her face.

      Kester turned around and slowly came to Ariel. He reached out a hand when he was a few feet away, giving her the option to take it or not. Always a gentleman.

      She accepted and closed the gap between them to let him pull her into his arms. He held her tight, her head tucked against his chest, his chin resting on her hair. “I’m sorry, honey.”

      She tipped her head back. “Not your fault.”

      He winced. “It kinda was. I didn’t have to antagonize him. That’s on me.”

      “Please tell me you didn’t know he was coming back.”

      “I didn’t. I promise.”

      She sighed. “Part of me wants to go into your room and shut the door just to infuriate him.”

      Kester chuckled, running his hands up and down her arms. “Tempting. But no.”

      She gave him a fake pout. “You’re no fun.”

      “If I took you into my room, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you, and you’re not ready for that. Plus, you have shit to work out.”

      “What shit?”

      He nodded toward Stu’s door. “That shit.”

      “Seems to me like he just shut the door on whatever it was, literally.”

      Kester shook his head. “Something’s up with him. I don’t know what it is, but I’ve never seen him acting like this. All I know is that it has to do with you, and I’d bet the paycheck I’ve never gotten that he’s crazy about you and in denial for some reason.”

      Ariel smirked. “So, you’re saying usually when he likes a woman, he doesn’t growl at her for three months and chase other men away?”

      “Nope. What I’m saying is that I’ve never known Stu to like a woman. Never. Not since I met him two years ago. I don’t get the impression he’s dated a single woman in the five years he’s been living here.”

      Ariel gasped. “Oh.”

      “Yeah. You probably need to talk to him. Maybe not tonight, but soon.”

      Ariel eased out of Kester’s arms and took a step back, rubbing her temples. “I think I’d rather have that tooth extraction you suggested earlier.”

      He chuckled and leaned against the back of the couch. “I’m going to walk you home now.”

      When she opened her mouth to protest, he held up a hand to stop her. “I’m going to take you back to the Schamas’ because you have a lot to think about and I don’t have a right to take things between us any further by myself. As much as I’d love to claim you as my own and keep you to myself, that would be selfish. People would growl at me for the rest of my life every time they passed me in the hallway.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Let them growl.”

      “I would if I thought it was what you wanted. But I know better. You have feelings for Stu that need to be resolved one way or the other. You also have feelings for Tarin, and I know they’re reciprocated. In this new world in this society we live in, men don’t swoop in and get all possessive over a woman.”

      She swallowed. “Doesn’t that bother you? Knowing you’ll be sharing?”

      He shrugged. “Not really. Not anymore. It may have seemed odd when I was younger and first started witnessing loving polyamorous relationships, but it’s the rational solution to a very real problem. You
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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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