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      To all the strong women in my life, both past and present.

      “And though she be but little, she is fierce.” Shakespeare

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About THE PLAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Emmy Carter is a hard-working, no-nonsense woman. She's focused only on supporting her family and growing her pie business. Working weekend nights at The RipTide is just something she does to help pay the bills. When it comes to men--or love--she's not interested. Since the day her surfer-boy husband walked out the door to find bigger waves, Emmy's been determined never to give another man power over her heart. 

      Cooper Davis agrees. He's been married--and divorced--twice, and he's got no desire to make it a trifecta. He has his carpentry business, which is his passion, and his teen-aged daughter to keep him busy. The posse, his best friends since boyhood, tease him about finding the right woman. But Cooper knows she doesn't exist. 

      When Emmy and Cooper share a casual hook-up late one night, isn't a big deal. It's just a one-time thing. Until it isn't. And although neither of them will admit to themselves or each other that they want more, each encounter only brings them closer to the happily-ever-after they never planned to have. 

      Like it or not. . .it's all part of The Plan.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Emmy

        

      

    

    
      The beach was bathed in the soft pink light of late afternoon fading into twilight, and I turned my face toward the sky, eyes closed as the familiar salt air swept over my skin. Behind me, a strong, hard body was a warm presence, and muscled arms encircled me. His lips touched my neck, and I tilted my head, giving him more access so that he could⁠—

      “Emmy!”

      I jerked my attention back to the scene in front of me and the noise of the crowded restaurant roared over my ears. I cringed a little as I leaned forward to hear Seline, the waitress who was trying to get my attention.

      “You okay?” She looked at me with one eyebrow raised. “You looked like you were a million miles away, and your head was all cock-eyed.”

      I bit back the smartass response I wanted to give and shook my head. “Just preoccupied. Sorry. What do you need?”

      Seline rolled her eyes. “Five glasses of chardonnay for the wild women in the corner.” She glanced at the table in question, and I grinned. One Friday a month, a group of teachers from the Cove elementary school met here for girls’ night. I was grateful for the business, even if they stuck firmly to the same white wine order each time. Seline, who considered herself an amateur wine connoisseur, took it as a personal affront that they wouldn’t even listen to her recommendations for trying something new.

      “Coming right up.” I began lifting wine glasses from the rack above my head.

      “Loud tonight.” Seline covered her ears. “And crowded.”

      I lifted one shoulder. “We’re busy. It’ll quiet down as soon as all the dinner people move out.” I uncorked the wine and tipped it over the five glasses. Seline moved each one onto her tray as I filled it. Lifting it in practiced hands, she grimaced at me.

      “I’ll be back. Wish me luck.” She turned and navigated the tables and people with the practiced ease of experience.

      I moved down the bar, offering refills, picking up checks that had to be processed and plates that needed to bussed. Once I was satisfied that everyone was taken care of for the moment, I stepped back into the kitchen where my two evening cooks were finishing the last few orders before we switched to offering only bar food.

      “Crazy tonight, huh?” Aaron glanced at me as he scraped the grill. “I think I set a new personal best on hamburgers flipped.”

      “A crazy night is a lucrative night.” I winked at the younger man. “When we do the tip share, I think you’ll be raking it in.”

      “Let’s hope so.” He used a rag to clean off the scraper. “Hey, it’s eight-thirty, so I’m shutting her down. That cool?”

      “Yup.” I patted our other cook’s back. Carey was only a little younger than Aaron; he’d recruited her out of our local vocational school last year. I was fairly certain she was nursing a massive crush on our chief evening cook, but she was painfully shy and didn’t seem to be able to speak more than a few words to him at a time. “You doing okay tonight, Carey?”

      “Oh, yeah. Thanks.” Her blue eyes flickered to mine and then darted over toward Aaron. “Keeping busy.”

      “Good to hear.” I stretched my shoulders. “I better head back to the front, before the natives get too restless. Why don’t you guys take a break before the bar shift starts up?”

      Aaron was already ducking out of his apron. “Good idea. We’ll just take five out on the deck, okay, Emmy?” He punched Carey lightly on the shoulder. “C’mon. Let’s get some air.”

      I shook my head as Aaron held the screen door open for Carey. I wondered if he saw the gleam in her eyes when she looked at him and wasn’t interested, or if he was seriously that blind. Either way, it wasn’t my problem. I had a strict no-meddling policy when it came to other people’s love lives. God knew I was an idiot when it came to my own crap.

      As I’d predicted, the last few dinner tables cleared out within the next fifteen minutes. I dimmed the lights and nodded to Gritt Kelly, our resident DJ for Friday nights. He winked at me and leaned into the mic.

      “Hey there, guys and gals, how y’all doin’ tonight? Welcome to Friday night at the Tiiiiiiide!” He stretched out the last word, and the room erupted. I leaned my elbows on the bar, watching as the irresistible beat of music drew people to the dance floor. There was a nice mix of locals and out-of-towners tonight, which wasn’t unusual for this time of year. We were on the verge of season: the first wave of spring breakers would hit next week, and then my Cove friends would stay home, not wanting to fight the crowds. We’d still easily hit capacity though.

      A man I didn’t recognize made his way across the room and pulled out a barstool. He caught my eye. “Hey. Can I get a beer? Whatever you’ve got on tap is fine.”

      I put on my professional smile and pulled out a mug, filling it carefully. “Sure. If you’re interested, we also have some great local craft beers.” I reached to a lower shelf for the laminated list and slid it across the bar to him.

      “Thanks. I like to enjoy the local culture when I’m visiting.” His brown eyes slid down me, and I swallowed back a wave of irritation. He’s a customer. Play nice.

      “Oh, where’re you from?” I picked up a bar rag and began wiping crumbs onto my hand.

      “St. Louis.” He raised the mug to his mouth and took a healthy gulp.

      “Ah, gateway to the Midwest. Known for the Arch and for being the starting point of Lewis and Clark’s journey west.” I shook out the rag over the trashcan. “You’re a ways from home.”

      “I am. So you’ve been to St. Louis?”

      I shook my head. “Nope, not me. I’ve never been outside the great state of Florida.” I shrugged. “I just read a lot. And I love travel books.” I poured some peanuts into a wooden bowl and nudged them over to him. “What brings you to the bustling cultural center that is Crystal Cove?”

      “I work for a pharmaceutical company. I had to make some calls at the hospital over the bridge, and someone at the hotel told me this was the place to be on Friday nights.” He swept a glance over the restaurant. “Apparently he was right.”

      I grinned. “Yep, it’s true. The Riptide is the most happening spot on the beach. At least on weekend nights. Come back tomorrow night—we’ve got live music. This weekend it’s a country band out of Jacksonville. They’re really great.”

      “Will you be here?” He leaned forward, and his eyelids drooped a little. I guessed he was going for sexy, but he only looked half-asleep.

      “Oh, yeah. I’m here every Friday and Saturday night.”

      He raised his eyebrows. “Are you the owner? I heard the restaurant was owned by a hot chick.”

      Now my irritation was flaring into a nice mad. “A hot chick, huh? No, I’m not the owner. The hot chick’s my boss.”

      One side of his mouth curled up. “But you still qualify.”

      Ewww. I stared at him for a full minute, long enough, I hoped, that he got the picture. I couldn’t be outright rude to a paying customer, but damn, sometimes holding back took everything I had. To give myself a few minutes’ reprieve, I moved down to the far end of the bar to take care of my other customers. I refilled some wine glasses and collected a few quick food orders before returning to my problem child, who’d finished his beer.

      “Would you like anything to eat? Our dinner menu is closed for the night, but we still offer some basic bar food. Fries, onion rings, chicken fingers, nachos . . .”

      “How about a plate of fries? Onion rings are my favorite, but probably not a good idea considering the plans I have for this evening.” He smirked.

      “Fries it is.” I snagged his mug, now empty. “Another of the same?”

      “Nah, why don’t you pick me out your favorite craft beer? Something to get my juices flowing.” He winked.

      Double ewww. “Sure thing.” I bent over the small fridge beneath the bar, aware that his eyes were on my ass. I had the urge to cover it, but I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. Instead, I chose the most expensive beer and stood to pop the top.

      “Thanks.” He lifted the bottle to me and took a swig, closing his eyes in appreciation. “Ah, that’s nice.” Setting it back on the napkin I’d just provided, he leaned in a little further. “So what time do you get off?”

      I laughed without any humor. “Way past your bedtime, dude. I’m the manager on weekend nights.”

      He reached out to trail a finger over my arm. “Oh, I might surprise you. Remember, I’m on central time. And I’ve got a lot of stamina.”

      It was time to put an end to this. “Look, I’m flattered. Really. You seem like a nice guy.” Or not. “But I’ve got someone waiting at home for me.” Okay, technically not true, but there were three someones who lived in my house, even if they weren’t home at the moment.

      “We don’t have to go to your house. I’ve got a perfectly nice hotel room just over the bridge.” His hand moved higher on my arm.

      I stepped away, but the area at this point of the bar was narrow, and I bumped my hip into a sharp corner. Biting back an expletive, I gritted my teeth. “I’m trying to be nice. But honestly, dude, not interested.” I put enough emphasis on the last two words that he couldn’t miss my meaning.

      But some guys just don’t know when to quit. “Oh, come on. Local gal like you, how many chances do you get to enjoy an evening with someone like me? Why don’t you let me broaden your horizons a little?”

      “Pretty sure she said not interested.”

      Behind the annoying guy stood a tall, familiar figure. Cooper Davis didn’t seem intimidating on a regular basis. He was slim without being scrawny; the black shirt he wore clung to a broad chest and wide shoulders. He was usually pretty chill, but there was intensity in his bright blue eyes that belied his easy posture. And right now, those eyes were narrowed at the man who had his hand on my arm.

      The customer eased back onto his stool, and I moved out of range, watching the two men closely. I trusted Cooper. He wasn’t going to start anything, not in Jude’s restaurant, but this other guy was an unknown. I groped in the back pocket of my jeans for my cell, just in case.

      But obviously the salesman saw something in Cooper’s gaze that made him second-guess any sudden moves. He rose slowly, keeping his hands up as though we were about to frisk him. Shaking his head, he reached for his wallet and pulled out two bills.

      “No big deal. Shit, I don’t need this. I was just trying to be nice to the locals.” He tossed the money onto the bar and took a few steps away before he looked back over his shoulder at me. “Good night, sweetheart. Lots of luck living the rest of your pathetic life in this backwater.”

      I clenched my fists under the bar to keep from shooting him a gesture that I knew would be far from the image Jude wanted to promote. She would’ve understood why I did it, but she expected more from me. And hell if I was going to disappoint her.

      He stalked away and out. I noticed that Cooper watched until the door slammed behind him before he sat down the abandoned stool. He raised one eyebrow at me.

      I ran a hand over my hair, sighing. Now that the guy was gone, I felt my shoulders relax. “Thanks, Coop. I appreciate it.” I paused, struggling to put my feelings into the right words. “I had that, though. I would’ve tossed his ass in another minute. But thank you all the same.”

      He nodded, his eyes thoughtful. “Yeah, I figured. But he was pissing me off. Guys like that are assholes. Wears a suit, travels around, thinks he’s the shit.”

      I pulled out a tumbler and tipped a bottle over it, sliding it to Cooper. “On the house. Your favorite—Balvenie DoubleWood.” I lifted my glass of water and touched it to the scotch. “Thanks for being my hero.”

      Cooper raised the drink to sniff it and smiled. “You didn’t have to do that.” He took a sip and nodded. “Yeah, that’s good stuff right there.”

      “I know I didn’t have to. I wanted to.” I leaned across to collect a credit card from the lady sitting two stools down from Coop, ran it through the machine and returned it to her with two copies of the receipt and a smile of thanks. When I looked over at Cooper again, he was still savoring his scotch. “Want something to eat? I don’t usually see you in here on a Friday night.”

      He lifted one shoulder. “Had a kind of shitty day, didn’t feel like being shut in the workshop anymore. Most of the time, I can hang there for days on end, but tonight, it was suffocating me.”

      I nodded. I got that, although my line of work was completely different from Cooper’s artistry. “Want to talk about it? I know it’s a total cliché, telling the bartender your problems, but it’s a classic for a reason, you know.”

      He rubbed one hand over the back of his neck. “It’d sound stupid to anyone else. I tend to let crap get to me that doesn’t matter to other people.”

      I smiled. “Oh, I doubt that. Try me.”

      Cooper turned his glass in a circle on the coaster, staring down into the amber liquid. “I got this order about two months ago. Lady wanted a rocking chair for her grandson’s nursery. I told her at the time what I recommended as far as design, for comfort and for durability.” He spread his hands palm up between us on the bar. “She insisted she knew better—she’d seen something in a magazine. Fine. I give people what they want. She comes in to pick it up today and has her daughter—her pregnant daughter, the one who’s going to be using the chair when her baby comes—sit in it, try it out. Of course it’s uncomfortable. It’s a fucking nightmare to sit in. So the lady pitches a fit and insists I do something to make it right. ‘Do something.’” He shook his head, scowling. “I wanted to throw her out and tell her to go torture someone else or buy her chair at Ikea.”

      I chewed the side of my lip. “But you didn’t.”

      Cooper sighed. “I didn’t.” One side of his mouth lifted just slightly. “Don’t get me wrong. I’ve done it before, tossed people out and told them to stick it up their asses. But this one . . . the daughter’s standing there with tears in her eyes, because all she wants is a place to rock her kid, and you could tell she was near the end and just done with it all. Plus she probably knows her mom’s a raging bitch.”

      “So you told her you’d fix it.”

      “Fix it? I told her I’d make a whole new damn chair. But this time, they’re getting what I know works, and hell with some stupid design. It means I have to push some orders back, work some extra hours when I didn’t plan on it, but I’ll get it done before she pops the kid out. They went away happy. But I’m pissed.”

      I held up one finger and delivered a plate of nachos to two guys sitting down the bar. On my way back to Cooper, I stopped to offer the sweet young couple sitting close together more wine, and when they declined, brought them their check. When I returned to the end of the bar, Cooper had polished off his drink.

      “Another?” I lifted the empty glass.

      He hesitated and then shook his head. “No, thanks. Maybe just a beer. How about that local one that Logan’s been raving about?”

      I bent again to the fridge, as I had a little while before, and once again, I felt eyes on my ass. This time I didn’t have any desire to cover it. I took off the cap and set the bottle in front of Cooper before leaning back and crossing my arms over my chest.

      “So I think you’re right to be pissed. Cooper, you’re an artist. What you do . . . how you make those things of beauty out of wood . . . it blows my mind. You have the kind of gift that people need to respect. If you tell a client that she needs to scrap her design and listen to you, she should. I mean, if I could do what you can, I think I’d go around all the time telling people to kiss my ass and take what I choose to give them.”

      Cooper laughed, but I caught the gleam of pleasure in his eye. “Jude and Logan would tell you not to encourage me. They say I’m too prickly as it is.” He tipped the beer back, taking a healthy pull, and I watched the column of his throat move up and down. He had just the barest hint of beard there, under his jaw, as though he’d forgotten to shave that part of his face. It made him look dangerous.

      “You’re not. You’re just selective about who you want to work with. There’s a difference. Like I said, artists have that prerogative.”

      He stared at me, those blue eyes delving into my head. “Emmy, don’t sell yourself short. You’re an artist too, you know. I’ve tasted your pies. Those crusts are incredible.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Pie crusts are fleeting. They’re nothing but flour and water. And of course a few secret ingredients that I can’t share or I’d have to kill you.” I grinned. “But they’re hardly art. I make them, people eat them . . . and they’re forgotten. What you make can survive for generations. It’s lasting.”

      He didn’t answer me right away, but he didn’t drop his eyes from mine either. I stood for a few minutes in silence until someone called me from down the bar. I got caught up with cashing out a few checks, taking a few more orders and filling some drink requests from the waitresses circulating on the floor. I almost expected Cooper to be gone by the time I got back to him; on the rare occasions he came in during weekend evenings, he seldom stayed for more than one drink.

      But he was still there when I made my way back. And his eyes were still trained on me.

      “What time do you get off, Emmy?” It was the same question the irritating customer had asked me over an hour before, but coming from Cooper, it ignited the spread of unfamiliar warmth down my center.

      “A little after midnight or so. Maybe a tad later, depending on how the crowd is. It’s usually worse on Saturday nights, with the bands here. Gritt finishes his shift at eleven-thirty, so people usually take off after that.” I was babbling, and that was so not like me. Once my mouth stopped moving, my leg began jiggling. I was pretty sure Cooper couldn’t see it from where he sat, but he might start to wonder why it looked like I was convulsing. I pushed off the counter and picked up his empty beer bottle. “Can I get you anything else?”

      He seemed to be considering that question as though it had great importance. Finally, he shook his head. “Can I just get some ice water? And maybe a plate of fries if you’ve got some to spare?”

      “Sure.” I filled a clean tumbler with ice and water, added a lemon wedge and stepped into the kitchen to plate some of the last batch of fries Carey’d just pulled from the oil.

      “You guys can turn off the fryer and clean up. We won’t have any more food orders tonight, I don’t think.” It was a little after eleven, and the crowd was already thinning a bit.

      “Gotcha.” Aaron was already loading the dishwasher. Carey moved around the kitchen, flipping switches to turn off all the appliances still running.

      I carried the fries to Cooper and hunted on the shelf under the bar for a bottle of barbecue sauce that I set down next to the plate. He cocked his head.

      “You knew about the scotch. And now the barbecue sauce. How did you know that’s what I eat with my fries?”

      I hoped my face wasn’t turning red. “I’m gifted at remembering customers’ preferences. It’s part of the bartender code. I can’t tell you anything else, or again, I’d have to kill you.”

      Cooper laughed. “Like with the pie crust recipe? You, Emmy Carter, are a woman of many secrets.”

      Now I was certain I was blushing. “Yep, that’s me. Woman of mystery.”

      He picked up one fry and dragged it through a puddle of barbecue sauce. “Tell me, woman of mystery, where are your kids tonight?”

      My heart thudded against my ribcage, but I kept my voice cool. “They spend the weekends with my mom and dad. I dropped them off after school today, and I’ll pick them up Sunday morning when I wake up.”

      Cooper nodded. “It’s great that you have your folks to help.”

      “Yeah.” I couldn’t agree more. “I never would’ve made it this far without them. Well, and Jude and Daniel.”

      “Bullshit, Em.” Cooper’s words were heated, but his tone was mild. “You pull your own weight. I’ve seen it. Yeah, you’ve had some people give you a hand, but you’d have made it even without that. You’re strong.”

      I blinked back an unexpected rise of moisture in my eyes. I never cried. It was a weakness I couldn’t afford. “Maybe. But I’m glad I never had to test that theory yet.” I wiped the bar down, careful to keep my focus on the rag. “Why’d you want to know about the kids? Were you going to call child protective services on me if I’d left them at home to fend for themselves?”

      “No.” Cooper spoke low, and I stopped moving so that I could hear him. “I wanted to know if your house was empty. And if maybe . . . you’d like some company after you finish here.”

      My mouth went dry, and my knees began to shake. I started moving the rag again, but I wasn’t really seeing what I was doing. “I, um . . .” As inspired responses went, it was pretty lame.

      “Emmy, saying no is perfectly acceptable.” He reached toward my arm, his fingers stopping just short of touching me.

      “I know that.” I jerked up my chin to look at him. “I don’t want to say no. It’s just that I’ve been saying no for so long, I’ve kind of forgotten how to say yes.”

      A slow smile spread over Cooper’s face. “I think you just did.”
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      The waitresses and the busboy all left almost as soon as I’d locked the door behind the last departing customer. They paused only to pool and divide their tips, making sure that Aaron and Carey got their share, too. Once all the money had been recorded and distributed, the two cooks tossed their aprons into the laundry barrel and said good-night, too.

      I noticed that Aaron’s eyes lingered on Cooper where he still sat on the barstool, waiting for me. But he didn’t say anything as he held the door for Carey and disappeared into the dark.

      “What do you need to do to close up? How can I help?” Cooper stood and stretched, and his T-shirt rode up a little, giving me a tantalizing tease of the tan skin on his stomach. A well of want bubbled within me. Down, girl. I closed my eyes. At least until we get home. Don’t want to jump his bones in the restaurant.

      “I just need to make sure everything’s turned off in the kitchen. Carey and Aaron are usually dependable about doing it, but a third set of eyes never hurts. Then I have to run a register report and lock up the money, do one more walk-through, turn on the safety lights and the alarm, turn off the regular lights and lock up behind me.” I grinned. “Now you know all the secrets of shutting down the Tide.”

      Cooper pressed one hand to his heart. “It’ll go with me to the grave. And don’t worry, you still have plenty of other mysteries to hide from me, if you count the pie crust and the bartenders’ code.” He cast a glance around the empty restaurant. “How about I do the kitchen check and walk-through while you take care of the register? I’ll meet you at the door in ten minutes.”

      “That works.”

      I went through my routine, conscious at every turn that Cooper was nearby, moving with the typical grace that somehow only made him more masculine. He whistled under his breath, touching the grills and leaning over the deep fryers to check for residual heat. I tried to concentrate on setting up the register report and bagging the cash to put into the safe. Jude would send it to the bank first thing in the morning; we’d decided a long time ago that it wasn’t safe for me make night deposits by myself.

      “Found this in one of the chairs.” Cooper leaned against the bar, dangling a small pink purse from one finger. “And this in the ladies’ room.” He brought his other hand up. A black high heel rested on the palm.

      “Oh, yeah.” I sighed, shaking my head. “Can you toss the shoe into the lost and found box under the counter? I’ll check the bag for ID.”

      “Don’t bother. I already did, and it only has some play money and crayons. Reminds of something Lex had when she was little.”

      “Ah, okay. Lost and found then. I bet it belongs to Shana Hayes’ little girl. They were in tonight for dinner.”

      Cooper came behind the bar with me and pulled out the crate that held a bunch of mismatched objects. He dropped the shoe and the purse into it and then reached back in, frowning. “Hey, this is my hat. I’ve been looking for it.” He held up a bright green baseball cap that had clearly seen better days.

      I rested my hip against the counter. “Do you have any proof that’s yours, sir? I mean, we can’t just let people take whatever they want willy-nilly from our lost and found box. Maybe that belongs to someone else.”

      He narrowed his eyes at me. “This is my favorite working hat. I’ve got pictures of me wearing it.”

      I stepped a little closer. “You have them on you?”

      One side of Cooper’s mouth quirked up. “Nope. But you’re welcome to search me.”

      “I might.” I slid along the bar until I stood just inches from him. “But not here. I need to close up . . . and I promise you, my house is much more comfortable than the bar.”

      His eyes fastened on me, fathomless and unreadable. “I’m willing to trust you. But maybe both of us could use a taste. Just to whet our appetites.”

      I was pretty sure my appetite was already incredibly whetted, but I didn’t move. Cooper raised one hand to the side of my neck, touching the warm skin that was damp from a solid eight hours of moving around the bar. He curled his fingers, putting just the slightest bit of pressure at the base of my head. His thumb stroked beneath my jaw, and I shivered.

      His lips twitched, but he didn’t speak. He stared into my eyes for a moment before dropping his gaze to my mouth. Instinct kicked in, and my tongue shot out to run over my bottom lip.

      Cooper raised one eyebrow as he watched me. When I didn’t look away, he lowered his face toward mine and brushed my mouth with a touch so light I might’ve thought I’d imagined it. My eyes drifted partway down as he leaned closer, his lips nibbling at the corner of mine. I held my breath, just waiting for him to make the final shift to take my mouth.

      But Cooper wasn’t in any hurry, apparently. He moved
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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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