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      Cover-ups and corruption. Lies and misinformation. Josh Cooper and Callum Ross’ world is unraveling fast. In this cat-and-mouse chase, who is the hunter and who is the hunted?

      

      Angel Securities’ first job is to find Lucinda Weatherly, the head of the agency who has been kidnapped by her personal assistant, Chyna Moles.

      Thanks to Max, a forensic tech from the agency, the new team now know the perpetrator, but Moles seems to be an expert at evasion and the cat-and-mouse hunt over London is going nowhere. Not everything adds up and Josh is convinced someone is leaking information.

      Then Josh discovers Cal has not been entirely honest about his new role. Betrayed by his lover, Josh doesn’t know who to trust.

      Will their new relationship and their new enterprise survive this overwhelming case?
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      “So, who is Chyna Moles, Max?” Callum Ross asked, his expression grim as he studied the shivering forensic tech from the agency.

      Rain dripped down the back of Josh Cooper’s neck. His teeth chattered, and he clenched his jaw to make them stop as he waited for Max Forrester’s answer to Cal’s question.

      Forrester was a stranger to them. A twentysomething tech from Forensic Science, he’d made the trek to Waterslea in Waterford, Hertford, insisting on speaking to Cal despite the fact it was Sir Gideon’s funeral. But now he shivered in jeans and a faded Green Lantern sweatshirt, a sharp contrast to the rest of them dressed for the formal occasion. His face was so ashen, Josh wondered if he was going to pass out. Max wrapped his arms around himself, but he still visibly shook in the cold and rain.

      Gil growled and stripped off his coat to drape it around Max’s shoulders. Max flinched and then murmured his thanks, as he realised what Gil had done.

      Josh raised an eyebrow at Gil, who scowled at him.

      Cal huffed impatiently. “Max, give us the name so we can get out of the goddamn rain.”

      They stood with a small group of men, huddled at a distance from the burning manor house which had belonged to Cal’s uncle. In the twilight of the late autumn afternoon, fire fighters tackled the blaze, set as a diversion by Chyna Moles as she kidnapped her boss, the head of the agency. Even though he barely knew the place, Josh grieved for what had happened to Waterslea.

      Only that morning they’d been at Sir Gideon Ross’s funeral. Josh was still processing what had happened since then. Another loved one dead and such devastation in a few short hours. He touched Cal’s arm. Cal gave him a wan smile before turning his attention back to Max. Josh clenched his jaw his jaw, knowing his partner was exhausted and barely holding it together. For Josh, it all just added to the misery and shock of the situation.

      Max looked up as Cal and Gil Grover loomed over him. Both men were well over six feet in height, dwarfing the young man. Josh had some sympathy for him being several inches shorter than these giants. Max looked intimidated but also irritated. However, he still hadn’t answered Cal’s question.

      “Max,” Josh prompted. “Who is Chyna Moles?”

      Max sneezed, then wiped his nose on his sleeve. Gil thrust a handkerchief into his hand. “I…uh, thanks. I really need to get out of the rain.”

      “Forrester,” Cal growled.

      “Her name is Ileana Ramirez.”

      He announced it with some degree of satisfaction. Josh glanced at Cal who looked just as blank as everyone else.

      “Who is she?” Cal demanded.

      “She’s the niece of Jesus Ortiz, a minor Mexican warlord.”

      Josh had some vague memory stirring at the back of his mind. He knew that name, but he had no idea why.

      Max sneezed loudly, rain spattering them from his long hair.

      “I’m wet enough as it is,” Gil grumbled.

      “Sorry. Look, you need to talk to Jesse Waldron. This was his last assignment.” Max seemed deflated by the lack of reaction to his grand revelation. Josh felt for him, but the fact was, aside from a name, they were still in the dark.

      Before anyone could question Max further, Lillian, one of Sir Gideon’s chauffeurs, joined them. She and Josh had bonded over designer shoes. Josh looked down at the brown leather ankle boots she wore now. They were black from soot and sodden from the rain. Everyone was covered in streaks of black soot, especially Cal and Gil as they had been inside the burning house. Josh’s own Oxfords which he’d worn in honour of Sir Gideon would be in the trash can by the end of the day. He never wanted to see them again.

      Lillian waved at the fire fighters gathered by one of the fire trucks. “They want you to move further away from the house. I think they’re worried about smoke inhalation. Why don’t you come to the gate house to talk and make calls? The fire is on and I’ve made tea.” Lillian glanced at Josh. “Yes, I’ve made coffee too.”

      The woman had lost her employer, plus her mentor and best friend today; yet she was still trying to take care of them.

      Josh draped an arm around her shoulders. “You’re a star, Lillian.” Her chin wobbled and he held her tighter. “Let’s get out of the rain before we drown.”

      The two of them made their way down the drive to the gate house which served as the office for the chauffeurs. Halfway down the path, Josh looked over his shoulder to see the others hadn’t moved. Max talked animatedly to Cal and Gil, the borrowed coat almost flying off his shoulders. Josh frowned, wondering if he should rejoin them, but then Cal put his hand on Max’s shoulder and gave him a small shove in their direction. Josh gritted his teeth, fighting the urge to stomp back and rip Cal’s hand away from Max.

      “Easy, tiger,” Lillian murmured, urging Josh toward the door of the gate house. “He’s all yours.”

      “As long as he remembers that,” Josh growled.

      “You can remind him of his responsibilities later, but first we need to dry off before we all get colds.” She grimaced as Max sneezed again. “It might be too late for the kid.”

      “Kid?”

      “He’s very young,” she whispered.

      “Yeah,” Josh agreed with a sigh.

      He yelped as she smacked the back of his head.

      “What was that for?” He glared at Lillian who scowled back.

      “Why are you beating up my boyfriend?” Cal asked as he joined them by the door.

      “Your boy was being an idiot,” she said tartly.

      “Wasn’t,” Josh muttered.

      Lillian sniffed and opened the door.

      “I still love you,” Cal whispered in Josh’s ear.

      Josh shivered and it was only partly from the cold. He felt a whisper of a kiss against his temple, then a small shove to get him inside the house.

      The office area was wonderfully warm and dry, and they all headed toward the hearth, jostling with each other for the heat from the blazing fire. Lillian came in with a laden tray, handing Josh the largest mug.

      He accepted it for the apology it was, thanking her graciously before taking a long slug. The warmth and caffeine burned a welcome path through his body and he drained the mug before turning to Cal. “I’m gonna call Rick and Dave. They can look into Ileana Ramirez.”

      Rick and Dave, muscle, drivers, and now two of Josh’s closest friends, were back at the agency as the funeral had been family only.

      “Tell them to talk to Stephen,” Cal said. “He was Jesse’s assistant. Gil, call Dominic. We’re going to need to talk to Jesse.”

      Gil gave him a grim nod. Josh knew what he was thinking, what they were all thinking. What the hell was this news going to do to Jesse when he found out this was tied up with him?

      Cal turned to Max who seemed to be dozing as he stood by the fire. “Max.”

      Max jumped and opened his eyes. “Yeah? I’m awake.”

      He yawned and rubbed his eyes. Lillian handed him a mug and he smiled as he thanked her. God, the kid was young.

      “Okay, I’m ready,” Max said to Cal.

      “How did you find out who she really was?”

      Josh accepted more coffee from Lillian and took another long slug. He had a feeling he was going to need to sink a lot of caffeine before he faced the answer to this question. Caffeine and nicotine. Josh pulled out his damp carton of cigarettes only to shove it back in his pockets at Lillian’s disapproving frown. Dammit.

      Max licked his lips and his eyelids flickered. He was clearly nervous. Josh’s spidey-senses tingled. What illicit activities had he been up to? The young man was in forensic tech. Chasing the trails left by the bad guys was his job. But from Max’s reaction, Josh had a feeling this was something not authorised by the agency.

      “Max?” Cal prompted.

      “Look,” Max started, already sounding defensive. “I wasn’t involved with the case. I wasn’t even on the team.”

      Cal nodded. “So…?”

      “But I came across Chyna’s application to join the agency.”

      Max’s cheeks flamed at Josh’s derisive snort. Cal fixed Josh with a stare and Josh shrugged. Whatever. Max’s illegal activities weren’t his concern.

      “Go on.”

      “I recognised the address she gave as her home. The address she gave the agency when she applied three years ago is a kebab shop.” He flushed again. “It’s near where I live. I go in there on my way home from work. It piqued my interest and I did some digging. All the other addresses are fake too.”

      Max pulled out his phone and although his hands shook, whether from nerves or cold, he tapped away at the screen. “I tracked Chyna’s movements since she arrived in London and before she applied.”

      He handed Cal the phone.

      Josh leaned in to look and saw a string of London-based addresses. “Third one down is a Tesco near Paddington. It’s near where Rick lives.”

      “These addresses are all fake too,” Gil said. “Real places, but she didn’t live at any of them.”

      Cal tapped the screen. “This one’s a veterinary practice. It’s the Lyon Road vets address.”

      Josh stared at the tablet with a sinking feeling. “She was taunting us.”

      One of the vets at the Lyon Road practice was a friend of theirs and best friend to Jesse’s husband, Dan. He had a feeling each address would have some connection to them and the agency.

      “And no one saw it,” Cal said grimly. “Who the fuck did the checking when she applied for the job?”

      Max licked his lips again. It was obvious he really didn’t want to give this information. “It was Lucy Raymond. She personally handled Chyna’s interview and entry to the agency.”

      Lucy Raymond was dead, one of the agency staff killed in a blitz of murders that had taken them all by surprise.

      “Up to now we’ve thought she was a victim. Now, it looks like she could have been working for the other side,” Cal said.

      Josh pressed his lips together. Fuck! How had they missed this? “How many of the other victims were working for Chyna?”

      Cal returned the phone to Max. “We need to get back to London. We can’t waste time here.”

      Josh nodded in agreement. “While we drive, I’ll talk to Rick and Dave. They can start with the basics.”

      He flinched as one of the doors opened, slamming into the wall. Lillian rushed in; her expression grim.

      “Callum. Josh. You’ve got to come quickly.”

      “What?” Cal snapped.

      “The police have found the Fiat 500 Chyna used to kidnap Weatherly. She’s crashed it and stolen a Golf.”

      Gil picked up his coat from where Max had draped it. “I’ll drive.”

      “What about me?” Max asked.

      Josh frowned, realising he’d never thought about how the young man had gotten to the manor house. “How did you get here?”

      “I got a train and then an Uber.”

      “One of us will drive you,” Lillian said.

      Josh reached out to give her a full, if slightly damp, hug. “Thanks, Lil.”

      Lillian tilted her head to fix her gaze on him. “You find Weatherly,” she insisted.

      “We will.” Josh gave her the most reassuring look he could muster. “And then I’m gonna throw her into the deepest pit I can find.”

      “That’s my angel,” Cal said approvingly.
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      The car slowed as it approached the police vehicles blocking the road, just outside Waterford. They were north of London. That was the limit of Josh’s knowledge. He fiercely missed the city. He understood tall buildings and too many people. This was too rural for him. He closed his eyes, blocking out the blue and red flashing lights of the emergency vehicles, as his headache made its unwelcome presence known once more.

      “Are you all right, Angel?”

      Josh opened his eyes at the familiar nickname to meet Cal’s green gaze, as Cal turned in the front seat to look at him. Dammit, he should be taking care of his Charlie, not worrying about a headache. “Yeah.” He took a deep breath. “Just a headache. Too much coffee.”

      The other occupant of the car barked out a laugh, knowing too well there was never enough coffee as far as Josh was concerned. Cal ignored him and continued to focus his attention on Josh. “We can go back if you want.”

      Josh rubbed his temples. “I’m fine. Let’s get this done.”

      Gil brought his rental to a stop a few feet from the blockade, and Josh and Cal got out. Josh shivered in the chill autumn air, but at least the rain which had been falling steadily all day had eased. The day was still that perpetual gray of British winters. He shoved his hands in his coat pockets and took a moment to survey the scene. Beyond the police cars, the blue paintwork of the Fiat 500 stood out in the grimness of the evening. Police officers in hi-vis jackets stood around the car, and men in similar hi-vis jackets inspected the railway bridge. The Fiat had clipped the bridge before spinning around, hitting a parked Ford Focus and careening into a wall. The hood—bonnet, Josh corrected himself—was crushed into the brickwork.

      “She made a mess of the Fiat.” Cal stood close to him; his shoulders slumped. Josh brushed his knuckles against Cal’s, providing what little comfort he could in a public setting. It had been a hell of a day, starting with Cal’s uncle’s funeral. How could one day go downhill from there? Yet it had tipped into the deepest sewer, as Sir Gideon’s home was set on fire, his wife murdered, and the head of the agency kidnapped.

      The sky-blue Fiat 500 had been used to kidnap Lucinda Weatherly. She was currently in a stolen black Golf, who knew where, in the hands of Chyna Moles, her erstwhile personal assistant and now her kidnapper.

      “The Ford doesn’t look any better.” Josh squinted in the darkness. “Is that the driver of the Golf?” He pointed to a young woman talking to a female police officer.

      “Let’s go and find out,” Cal said.

      They got past the police officers at the barricade easily enough. Despite the fact no cop wanted outsiders trampling over their crime scene, Josh’s ID was enough to gain access. The officers knew who they were. No one stood in their way. Cal led the way to the officer and the women. The driver was little more than a girl, Josh realised, and probably not long passed her driving test. He felt sorry for her. How was she to know her car would be stolen by a murdering psycho bitch from hell? As he got closer, she wailed, “My dad’ll kill me.”

      The police officer patted her arm. “It wasn’t your fault, Lisa. You couldn’t have stopped her.” From her tone, it was something she’d already said many times.

      “She had a gun. A real gun. She was going to shoot me.” Lisa burst out into loud sobs.

      The police officer made soothing noises and put an arm around Lisa’s shoulders. She looked up as Josh and Cal approached, a look of relief on her face.

      Josh smiled at her. “I wonder if we could have a word?”

      “Who are you?” Lisa sobbed out the words.

      “My name’s Josh and this is Cal.”

      She surveyed him with interest. “You’re American.”

      “That’s right. May we talk to you? Lisa, is it?”

      She nodded and her bottom lip wobbled. “Lisa Riley. Have you found the car?”

      “Not yet.”

      “Dad’s gonna kill me. It was his baby.” More tears fell, leaving tracks in her make-up.

      Josh summoned every bit of the Cooper charm and patience he was famous for and said, “I’m sure he’ll be relieved you’re all right.” She gave him a doubtful look, but he carried on. “Can you tell us what happened?”

      “I was driving to work. I work at the pub. They’re going to kill me for being late.”

      Eager to head off another round of tears, Josh said quickly, “The police will have contacted them.”

      He flicked a glance to the police officer, who said, “I’ll check for you.” She hurried off with an air of relief.

      “Did you see the Fiat hit the bridge?” Cal asked.

      Lisa shook her head. “It was in the ditch when I arrived, but the lights were on. I only stopped to see if anyone needed help. I left the keys in the car. That cow got out from the driver’s side. Before I knew it, she’d pushed me down on the road, and told me to stay there or she’d shoot me.” Her lip wobbled and tears threatened again.

      Josh spoke hurriedly. “You’re doing really well, Lisa. What happened next?”

      “She made me look at the ground, but I heard her moving around. There was a groan, and she was yelling at someone to hurry up or she’d kill them. Then I heard her drive off in the Golf.”

      “Where’s my daughter? Lisa, where are you? Is she all right?”

      Josh heard Lisa whimper and turned to see a man yelling and waving his arms at the police officer by the tape. He put his arm around Lisa and guided her over. The police officer stood aside, and Lisa fell into her dad’s arms, blurting out everything in a stream of incoherent words and choking sobs. Her father, a short, stocky man in his forties with thinning hair, held onto her like he was never going to let her out of sight again. He murmured soothing words into her hair.

      While Josh waited patiently for Lisa to calm down, he glanced around to find Cal. He’d stayed by the car to talk to two cops, leaving Josh to deal with the distraught girl. Coward!

      Lisa’s father fixed Josh with a piercing gaze. “You a cop?”

      Josh shook his head. “No. I work with an agency involved in this case.”

      “Huh. Where’s my car?”

      “That’s what we’re trying to find out,” Josh assured him.

      “I’m so sorry, Dad. I know she’s your baby.” More wild sobbing from Lisa but Mr. Riley held her out so he could look into her face.

      “You’re my baby, Lis. Not the car. She’s important, but she’ll never be as important as you.”

      Her face crumpled, tears spilling on her cheeks, leaving fresh tracks in her make-up. Mr. Riley’s bottom lip quivered, and Josh could see he was struggling to hold back tears. Josh stepped back and let them have a moment.

      He looked over his shoulder at a shout. He turned to see Cal peering in the door of the Fiat, as a police officer backed away and lost the contents of his stomach.

      “What’s happened?” Lisa asked in a shaky voice.

      “I don’t know.” But Josh had a feeling he wasn’t going to like it. “I need you to stay here. I’ve got a couple more questions.” He waited until they’d both nodded, although from their curious expressions they weren’t going anywhere, then he jogged over to the car. “What’s happened?”

      Cal emerged from the car, a grim look on his face. He pressed his lips together. “I’m sorry, Josh. It’s Chopper.”

      Confused, Josh stared at him, then he turned to look in the car. Cal tried to stop him, but Josh peered in through the window and the evening turned to shit once more. He gagged as he saw what was wedged behind the driver’s seat. He stumbled back, his hand over his mouth, and Cal caught him.

      “Bitch! Bitch! Bitch!” Josh’s voice cracked under the force of his anger. “Forget the pit. I’m going to kill her.”

      “No argument from me,” Cal spat through gritted teeth.

      “Do you know who this is?” A female police officer looked as grim as Josh felt.

      “She is… was called Chopper, Chopper Barnes. She was my uncle’s wife,” Cal said. “The rest of her body is at Waterslea. The bitch decapitated her and set her body on fire.”

      “Ms. Barnes was married to Sir Gideon Ross?”

      Cal nodded and the policewoman murmured her condolences.

      The police officer who’d vomited, took a swig of water from a bottle offered by one of his colleagues and spat it out. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, squared his shoulders, and joined them by the car. “I’m sorry, Sarge. It was the first time I’ve seen a… head.”

      If Josh hadn’t been so damn angry he’d have probably been losing his breakfast too.

      “You’ll be fine,” the sergeant said in a no-nonsense fashion, which suggested it wasn’t the first time she’d had to deal with a subordinate with a weak stomach. “SOCO are on their way. You know who the victim and the perpetrator is. Your interest in the case seems to be over, gentlemen?”

      Josh realised they were being dismissed. “She’s kidnapped my boss. It’s not over by a long shot.”

      “We’ll contact you if we find the stolen car and the occupants.” She gazed at them, and her desire to get them away from her now-homicide crime scene couldn’t have been more obvious if she’d spelled it out in red letters.

      “You do that.” Josh made a mental note to call DCI Susan Walters. His opinion of British cops was somewhat coloured by DS Dirk Brenner, a dick with a hard-on for Josh and an inability to understand the word ‘no’. DCI Walters, on the other hand, was an efficient cop who had proved useful in the past. This scene was out of her jurisdiction but maybe she could talk to the right people. He tugged Cal away, just as he seemed prepared to argue with the sergeant.

      “Dammit, what’s the betting we don’t get a call?” Cal muttered as they walked back toward Lisa and her father.

      “Is that a question or a statement?”

      “Huh, do you think our friendly DCI would have more sway?”

      Josh snorted. “I’ve already made a note to call her.”

      “I thought you might—” Cal broke off as shouting erupted by the tape. “What the hell?”

      A skinny man dressed in a navy hoodie and sweatpants was yelling at Lisa. Josh put him to be in his mid-thirties, although it was hard to tell with his face screwed up and bright red with anger.

      “You stupid cow. You hit my car.”

      “Who is that?” Josh asked.

      “If I had to guess, I’d say it’s the driver of the Ford Focus and he’s about to get thumped by Lisa’s dad.” Cal jogged over to them; Josh hard on his heels.

      “I didn’t touch your car,” she protested, but the man carried on as if she hadn’t spoken.

      “You’re all the same, you kids. I bet you don’t have insurance.”

      “You leave my daughter alone,” Riley yelled. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      The police officer intervened, standing between him and Riley. “You need to calm down, sir.”

      The Ford Focus owner clenched his fists. “Get out of my way. Look what she did to my car! It’s  wrecked.”

      He pushed past the police officer to lean into her space, his face twisted with fury. She shrank back and Riley lost it. He shoved the man away from Lisa.

      “I told you to stay away from my daughter.”

      “Get your hands off me,” the man yelled and lunged for him.

      Before he could reach Riley, Josh stuck his foot out and the man face-planted on the tarmac. The police officer handcuffed him and hauled him to his feet before he could start yelling again. He had scrapes and abrasions over his face, but at least he was quiet now.

      “If you kick off again, I’m taking you to the station,” the police officer said.

      “She hit my car!”

      “No, she didn’t,” Josh said.

      The man looked Josh up and down and sneered at him. “Who the hell are you?”

      “The man who stopped you making a total ass of yourself.”

      “I’ll have you,” the man snarled.

      Josh gave him his most irritating smirk, guaranteed to wind him up. “Already taken, darling. If you don’t calm down, one of three things will happen. Her father will punch you, the nice police officer will arrest you, and if you continue to be an ass, he’ll shoot you.” He pointed at Cal.

      The man blanched as he took in the size of Cal, but it didn’t stop him saying, “He wouldn’t.”

      Cal folded his arms and stared at him with a ‘try me’ expression.

      Josh rather hoped the man would continue to be an ass. Cal needed to let off some steam and a nice shooting would make him feel so much better.

      The police officer coughed. “We don’t shoot people here.”

      “Let me have him. He’ll wish he wasn’t born,” Riley snarled.

      “You get him, Dad.”

      With Lisa egging her dad on, Josh had a feeling this was going to turn into a reality TV show, something Josh wanted to avoid at all costs. He liked drama, but there were limits.

      Josh smiled brightly at the cop. “We’ll leave this in your capable hands.”

      He could have sworn he heard a whimper as he and Cal walked away.

      
      Cal glanced over to Gil as they drove away from the crime scene. “I want to go back to Waterslea before we return to London.”

      Josh caught Gil looking at him in the mirror. No, Gil didn’t like the idea any more than Josh did. “Are you sure, Charlie? It’s been a long day.”

      “I need to see the house one more time,” Cal said, and that was the end of the conversation.

      Gil drove the three of them in silence. Cal stared out of the passenger window, not talking to anyone. Josh pressed his lips together and fumed silently. Being ignored by Cal was something he wasn’t going to put up with for long.

      They drove in through the wrought iron gates. It was fully dark by now and Gil used the headlights to guide his way up the long driveway to the house. It was odd seeing no lights from the windows. Despite the hive of activity from the emergency services, the house felt abandoned. Josh shivered, as if the ghost of Sir Gideon had walked over his grave.

      Almost before the car stopped, Cal was out and staring up at the house. Josh stayed in the car to give Cal a moment. He placed a hand on Gil’s shoulder to keep him in the car. Cal needed his time alone. This was his inheritance, his uncle’s beloved house, staffed by women who had adored Sir Gee and Chopper.

      “What do you think he’ll do?” Gil murmured.

      “Huh?” Josh had been lost in his own thoughts and took a moment to process what Gil had said.

      “Do you think he’ll keep Waterslea?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Do you like the house?”

      Josh thought about it before he answered. “It’s very English. I feel like I should be curtseying to the lord of the manor every time I go in there.”

      Gil gave a bark of laughter. “Bowing. Men bow, dude. Chicks curtsey.”

      “Whatever.” Josh still felt uncomfortable in the house. He was an American, and in a house
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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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