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        ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

        “Every book in the Montana Brides Series is filled with laughter, joy, and tears. The romance and loving relationships are the best!”

      

        

      
        Fans of Robyn Carr and Pamela Kelley will love this small-town, feel-good romance!

      

      

      Erin has always dreamed of being a mom. After her parents’ death, that need became a whole lot stronger. With a baby phobic ex-fiancé on the loose and no new man in sight, her options are running out fast.

      

      Jake Williams is a successful corporate lawyer. He moved back to Montana to help his family, not fall for a librarian with more on her mind than cataloging rules. But he's about to find out that love and a determined woman can change his life forever.

      

      Forever Wishes is the fourth book in the Montana Brides series, but can easily be read as a standalone. All of my series are linked, so if you meet a character you like, you could find them in another book. For news of my latest releases, please visit leeannamorgan.com and sign up for my newsletter. Happy reading!
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      Erin closed the pickup door and grinned at her best friend. “I’m not going home until a tall, sexy cowboy sweeps me off my feet.”

      “Shh. Keep your voice down,” Nicky whispered. “Someone might hear you.”

      “Maybe I want them to.” Erin’s gaze roamed around the parking lot of the Baxter Hotel in downtown Bozeman. More than a few males were walking toward the entrance, but each of them had a female firmly attached to their suit-clad bodies.

      Who was she kidding? She’d hardly been on a date in the last ten months. She doubted she’d even know what to do with a man if he showed the slightest bit of interest in her.

      Nicky locked the pickup and dropped the keys into her purse. “We’re going to a charity ball, not a speed-dating event. And stop pulling on that bodice. If it gets any lower, it’ll fall down.”

      “You’re turning into a mother hen.” Erin laughed. “Just because you’re engaged to Sam, it doesn’t mean I’m off-limits to the male population. My dress is practically decent.”

      Nicky stared at Erin’s chest. “It started off decent when you wore it to Ellie’s wedding, but that new bra has pushed every inch of decency out the window.”

      Erin pulled back her shoulders, straining the gown’s seams even further. “I’m sick of being sensible. I want to break free of the mold I’ve squished myself into. I want to be frivolous.”

      “Well, don’t go breaking free tonight.”

      The scowl on Nicky’s face worried Erin. “What have you done?”

      “Nothing. Well, almost nothing.”

      Nicky had been her friend since kindergarten. From personal experience, Erin knew ‘almost nothing’ usually turned into ‘something’. “You’d better tell me now before we’re inside the hotel.”

      Pulling her black lace shawl over her shoulders, Nicky stalled for time.

      “I’m waiting,” Erin told her.

      “Don’t be annoyed.”

      “What have you done?”

      Nicky sighed. “Sam’s friend invited us to the ball. And we invited you.”

      “And where is this friend going to sit?”

      “With us.”

      Erin groaned. So much for her night of frivolity. Sam and Nicky had tied her to someone as desperate and dateless as she was. “I’m twenty-eight. I’m too old for a blind date.”

      “Jake’s a lawyer. He moved back home a few months ago.” Nicky rolled her eyes at the scoffing noise coming from Erin’s disbelieving mouth. “He’s a great guy.”

      His life sounded just about as riveting as hers. Instead of cataloging rules and collection management plans, his life revolved around interpreting statutes and locking criminals behind bars. Lawyers didn’t live for the moment. Erin wanted spontaneous and impulsive. Everything lawyers and librarians weren’t.

      She tried to imagine what would go through his head when he saw her. “You know what he’ll think, don’t you? He’ll think I’m pathetic, and that’s just for starters.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. One look at you and he’ll be blown away.”

      “You can’t wiggle out of this with flattery. I’m looking for an amazing man who will sweep me off my feet. Not a night of polite conversation with a boring lawyer.” A taxi honked its horn. Erin’s head shot up. Twenty feet and she’d be a free woman. No Nicky, no Sam, and most definitely no lawyer.

      Nicky’s gaze flicked toward the street. “Don’t even think about it.”

      With a lingering glance at the row of taxis, Erin hauled the strap of her evening purse over her shoulder. “If he starts snoring during dinner, I’m going home and leaving you to explain what happened.”

      Nicky pulled her toward the entrance. “I’ve met Jake and you won’t be disappointed.”

      Erin stared at her reflection in the glass doors and yanked her bodice up a notch. She didn’t want him getting the wrong idea, especially if Jake whatever-his-name made her want to bolt for the nearest exit.
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      Arm in arm, Erin and Nicky marched into the lobby of the Baxter Hotel. Luxurious sofas and armchairs sat in a room three times the size of Erin’s entire house. Above them, an enormous crystal chandelier cast a soft, mellow light on the gleaming wooden floors.

      Sam met them by the front counter.

      Erin stared at the goofy grin plastered across his face. “I don’t care how crazy love has made you, Samuel Delaney. I don’t appreciate being set up on a blind date.”

      He looked at Nicky. “She knows?”

      “We’ve been standing outside debating the merits of hot romance over a blind date.”

      Erin cringed. She might be looking for someone incredible, but Sam didn’t need to know all the gory details. “You’re not supposed to tell him that.”

      Sam’s brown eyes filled with laughter. “I’m kind of hoping for some hot romance, too.”

      Erin looked around the room rather than at the two lovebirds making eyes at each other. “That’s too much information for a woman who wants to live dangerously. Where’s Mr. Desperate and Dateless?”

      “Right behind you,” a male voice said.

      Erin froze. She’d just put an instant fizzle on a date that would be going nowhere. She turned around, ready to eat a double helping of humble pie.

      Her gaze landed squarely on a pair of unsmiling lips.

      She looked a little higher. Dark blue eyes, the color of a stormy Montana sky, stared back at her. Heat slammed through her body. So much for the stuffy lawyer she’d been expecting. This man had more sex appeal in his little finger than most of the men she’d met.

      She held out her hand, trying to make up for her runaway mouth. “I’m Erin Reynolds, your desperate and dateless partner for the night.”

      Jake stared, and she wondered if her low-cut bodice and flirty intentions had been such a good idea.

      “I’m Jake Williams. I guess neither of us is desperate and dateless anymore.” Then he smiled and shook her hand, and Erin knew she was in trouble.

      A tingle shot along her arm, zoomed toward her heart, then took a quick detour to her brain. A man who looked as good as Jake didn’t need to go on a blind date. What if there was a reason Nicky had invited her to the ball at the last minute? What if he had another date lined up and she hadn’t been able to make it? Erin looked at the entrance. Maybe the taxi wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

      Jake glanced at the guilty couple looking too pleased with themselves. “Sam told me he invited you to the ball about an hour ago. I’m glad you could come. We don’t have to call this a date.”

      Erin frowned. “What do you want to call it?”

      “What about dinner companions?”

      She shook her head, imagining crinoline skirts and acres of petticoats. “It sounds like something out of a Jane Austen novel. I like desperate and dateless better.” Jake’s grin almost made her pleased they’d been set up.

      “Are you ready to go into the ballroom?” Sam asked.

      She looked at Jake.

      “I’m ready if you are?”

      Taking a deep breath, she nodded. “Ready and willing.” Fate and a mischievous friend had brought her to the charity ball. Tonight she would take control of her life and be a little crazy. Maybe a lot. But that depended on the man beside her.

      She held onto Jake’s arm as he led her across the lobby. Apart from good looks and a smile that would disarm the prickliest of women, he seemed like a nice person. And that suited her better than finding a man with a body made for action, but a brain stuck in the ice age.

      “Have you been here before?” he asked.

      “A few times.” She swallowed the lump in her throat. She’d been to more weddings at the Baxter than she could remember. And she would have been here for hers if her baby-phobic ex-fiancé hadn’t left  Bozeman four weeks before their wedding.

      But she wouldn’t let that ruin tonight. She was here to enjoy herself, not remember what had happened after Matthew disappeared.

      As they walked through the double doors, Erin stared at the transformed ballroom. Sheer fabric draped from the middle of the high ceiling to the outside edges, sliding down the walls in a luxurious curtain of silk. Red and gold floral arrangements hung below the chandeliers and candles shone softly from each table.

      Looking across at Jake, she shook her head in wonder. “I’ve never seen the Baxter look so beautiful. I feel like I’ve stepped into a fairytale.”

      A warm smile lit his eyes. “And the night has just begun.”
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      Jake walked past tables of laughing guests. He stopped every few feet to say hello to the people he knew and introduce Erin to the people she hadn’t met before. She chatted happily with everyone, lifting a heavy weight from his shoulders.

      He could have strangled Sam when he told him Nicky had invited one of her friends to the ball, especially when he said Erin was a librarian. He’d expected to meet a woman who enjoyed a solitary, intellectual life with her daisies and cats. He couldn’t have been more wrong if he’d tried.

      Erin was stunning. Her jet-black hair hung in waves around her shoulders and sea-green eyes looked directly at him, daring him to be the first to look away. A smattering of freckles across her nose changed her look instantly from sultry to mischievous. For once in his life, he wasn’t annoyed at being outmaneuvered by a friend who should have known better.

      When they reached their table, Erin grinned. “I’m impressed you know so many people.”

      “I grew up on a ranch just outside of Bozeman. I’ve spent a lot of time commuting between Los Angeles and Montana, so I’ve been able to keep in touch with some of the people here.” He pulled out a chair, waiting for her to sit down before moving to his seat. “Would you like a glass of wine or water?”

      Erin looked at the bottles sitting in the middle of the table. “A glass of white wine, please. So tell me about yourself. Nicky said you’re a spokesperson for Camp Discovery.”

      “That’s right. The charity ball is one of our major fundraisers for the year. We couldn’t run our summer camps for children with special needs without events like this.” Jake poured two glasses of wine. “Sam told me you’re a librarian. What made you choose that career?”

      “Books and people. I’ve always loved reading and I enjoy organizing events that make people happy.” Leaning forward, she whispered, “And we don’t even tell people to be quiet when they come into the library.”

      “I’ll have to trade my online account for a library card. Are lawyers who haven’t been in a library for years allowed to visit?”

      “Everyone’s welcome. Especially if they bring chocolate fudge to tempt the librarians.”

      “That’s a deal I can’t refuse.” He smiled at the grin on Erin’s face. “What do you do when you’re not working?”

      “I rip up old carpet, sand floors, and paint walls.”

      “A renovation addict,” he groaned. “You probably have an arsenal of tools hidden away, too.”

      “Not hidden. They take pride of place in my garage.”

      “I’m impressed, but I can’t say the demolition bug has ever struck me. I like new, low maintenance buildings.” A lot like the women he’d dated. They’d enjoy each other’s company for as long as it took them to get bored with each other and then call it quits.

      “You definitely wouldn’t like my home,” Erin said. “Sometimes it feels like I’m living in a construction site. I’m working on my living room at the moment. As soon as I’ve finished painting the walls, I’ll move my furniture back where it belongs. It will look amazing.”

      “Don’t tell me…frilly curtains, big rugs, and old furniture?”

      “No, to the frilly curtains, but yes to everything else.”

      He took another sip of wine, imagining Erin covered in paint and drywall cement. The thought had a lot going for it. “You should meet my sister. She lives on our family ranch with her son, Ethan, and a dog called Mad Max. Her home’s full of comfy sofas, cushions, and a mountain of books. We’ve just finished painting the outside of her house.”

      “You paint?”

      “I came cheap. The promise of home baking had me waiting on her doorstep with a paintbrush in my hand.”

      “Did I tell you that as well as being able to list the top ten bestsellers, I can cook just about anything?”

      “My taste buds are drooling already.” Jake laughed at the smile on her face. “How many rooms do you still need to paint?”

      “I’m nearly finished. After the living room, there’s only two left to go.”

      “If you need help, let me know.”

      “Thank you, Mr. Williams. I might just take you up on your offer.”

      He reached across the table for the carafe of water. The sweet scent of her perfume reminded him of cinnamon and honey. Or maybe it was just her. He knew next to nothing about Erin, but something in her smile tugged at him, drawing him toward her.

      But any woman who looked as good as she did would only be a complication in his life. And he wasn’t looking for complications. His family provided enough of those.

      She laughed at something Nicky said and he wondered if it was time to forget about keeping things simple, forget about his family problems and embrace chaos head-on.

      Erin’s gaze locked with his and everything around him stilled. A soft blush warmed her cheeks and his heart pounded.

      “Why are you the spokesperson of the charity?” she asked.

      Jake frowned. He’d answered the same question so many times it shouldn’t have surprised him, but the whole evening had turned into one surprise after another. “My brother has Down syndrome. When he was younger, there wasn’t much support for children like Scott. I wanted to help other families dealing with similar issues.” He straightened his knife and fork, nudging them across the table.

      “It must have been hard on your family,” Erin said softly.

      He looked up and nodded. “It still is. Since dad died, it’s been worse for Mom.” And everyone else, he thought. Scott wanted to move out of his mom’s home and into an apartment. But his mom was worried that something would go wrong.

      Erin sat back, looking like something had upset her.

      “Hey, what’s put that sad look in your eyes?”

      She took a deep breath. “Family. My parents died in an accident last year. When you lose someone you love, it makes you appreciate everything they’ve done for you. Probably more than when they were alive.”

      Jake put his hand on top of hers, gently squeezing her fingers. He could see the same grief he’d felt after his father’s death reflected in her eyes. The same sense of loss that made him wish for one more day with his dad.

      He gave her hand another squeeze. “When I told Sam about Camp Discovery, he came up with ten reasons why I should be the spokesperson. And none of them involved Scott.”

      “Knowing Sam, I’d say he put your involvement down to good looks and not being able to say no.” Erin’s hand flew to her mouth. “Not that there’s anything wrong with helping other people. And you are good looking.” She sank lower in her chair, blushing until her face matched the color of her dress. “I think hiding under the table might be my best option tonight. Or I could try a mouth gag.”

      Jake smiled. “I’m glad you’re here.”

      “Me, too.” Erin sent him a relieved smile. “Especially if you don’t take my runaway mouth too seriously.”

      “It depends on where it’s running to,” he whispered.

      Erin fanned her hot face with the menu card. “Jake Williams, I don’t know what I’m going to do with you.”

      “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”
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      Over the next few hours, Erin decided there were lots of little somethings she could do with Jake. But none of them involved sitting in a ballroom surrounded by people she knew.

      He leaned forward, sliding his arm along the back of her chair as he listened to something Sam said. She took a deep, appreciative breath. He even smelled good. Pine, woodsmoke, and man all rolled into one delicious parcel. She glanced sideways, trying to work out why every hormone in her body went on high alert around him.

      He had a great sense of humor and cared about other people. But kindness didn’t account for the tingles crashing through her body every time their eyes met, or the way her body melted with one touch from his hand. Maybe she just needed to relax and enjoy his company. Tonight wasn’t about happy-ever-after. It was about fun, wrapped up in a delicious six-foot-plus package.

      Her gaze slid over his face, following the line of his jaw to gently pouting lips tilted into a smile. He turned his head, catching her gaze with blue eyes that were far too knowing. She wiggled back in her chair.

      Living dangerously was harder than she thought. It took a lot of dedication and commitment to let a man know she wanted his body wrapped around hers. After years of being safe and sensible, she didn’t know if she was up to the challenge.

      She turned toward him. “Jake…”

      The heat in his smile would have melted an iceberg. “My answer’s yes.”

      Erin frowned. “To what?”

      He leaned forward, rubbing the side of his face against hers. His lips moved against her ear, sending goose bumps streaking along her skin. “To what you’re thinking,” he whispered.

      Oh, Lord. Erin leaned into the soft kiss brushing against her cheek. She didn’t know whether to grab him by the collar and haul him home now, or grin like an idiot in Nicky’s direction. She’d done it. Erin Reynolds, library manager, renovation guru, and the person most unlikely to jump a man’s bones after one date had an offer she wasn’t turning down.

      Jake sat back in his chair, his hand gently resting above hers on the table.

      And then the sensible, common sense part of Erin’s brain kicked in. The part she thought she’d left at home. “What if I don’t want to do something about your answer?”

      His thumb gently rubbed her fingers. “We enjoy each other’s company and see what happens.”

      Erin let go of the breath she’d been holding. She might be feeling reckless, but she wasn’t stupid. “You’ve got a deal.”

      Jake lifted her hand to his lips and lightly kissed the top of her knuckles. “I’ll look forward to your decision.”

      Heat rushed to her face as she looked into his laughing blue eyes. Eyes that could tease and tempt a woman until she turned to putty in his hands. “I’m beginning to think you’re a menace to the female population.”

      “Only to the one that counts,” he whispered.

      A waiter cleared his throat and Erin nearly leaped out of her chair. Grabbing the dessert menu, she closed her eyes and randomly stabbed at the card. “Blueberry pie, please.” The waiter moved around the table and she breathed a sigh of relief.

      Jake laughed. “Quite a scientific approach you have there.”

      Science didn’t account for the hormones zinging around her body and neither did logic. It was chemistry. Good old-fashioned lust mixed with a megadose of biological necessity. “Sometimes the best outcomes come out of totally unexpected choices.”

      The grin that lit his face sent her pulse skittering.

      In a gentle voice, he said, “I couldn’t agree more.”
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      Jake frowned when a buzz of excitement swept through the ballroom. Heavy black curtains opened on the stage to reveal a huge variety of goods waiting to go under the hammer. The charity auction was about to start.

      Sam raised his champagne flute in Jake’s direction. “This should be interesting. Let’s hope you’re treated with kindness and compassion by the women in the audience.”

      Jake choked on his wine.

      Erin frowned. “What’s going on?”

      “I’m about to be auctioned to the highest bidder,” Jake told her. For the last three years, his sister had put his name forward for the fundraising auction. No matter what he offered in his place, the fundraising committee wouldn’t budge. It was his body or nothing.

      Erin studied Jake’s face. “What are you talking about?”

      Leaning across the table, Sam said, “It’s charity auction time. Jake’s offering one lucky person the chance to go on a date with him.”

      Jake sat forward. “You might want to speak to your fiancée. Nicky just offered your services as a substitute for me.”

      The smirk on Sam’s face disappeared. His gaze shot to Nicky. “You didn’t speak to the auctioneer, did you?” Panic laced with a good dose of dread turned the pitch of his voice up a few octaves. “Tell me you didn’t?”

      Nicky patted his shoulder. “Don’t worry. Jake’s trying to annoy you. Besides, I thought you might like to bid on the little gold bracelet being auctioned.” An oh-so-charming smile hovered on her lips.

      When Erin saw Sam’s relieved expression, she grinned. Her smile grew even wider when she saw the woman sitting at the next table. Her surgically enhanced cleavage exploded from the top of a sparkly dress. To make matters worse, the sultry look she sent Jake made Erin giggle.

      Blondie pursed her mouth, sending Erin a superior stare from behind three-inch eyelashes and enough lipstick to paint her spare bedroom.

      “You’re not supposed to laugh,” Jake muttered. “Just be thankful it’s not you up there.” His mouth tightened as he scanned the room. “The women in the audience might look harmless, but they’re out for blood. And it’s mine.”

      He looked at Erin. Desperate times called for desperate measures.

      Grabbing her hand, he pulled her out of her chair. “I need to talk to you.” He maneuvered them through a side door and into a service corridor. “You have to help me and I don’t have much time.”

      Jake expected her to look bewildered, even surprised at their hasty escape. But she didn’t look either of those things. A huge smile slipped across her face.

      “You want me to bid on a date with you, don’t you?”

      “Am I that obvious?”

      Erin’s eyes were filled with laughter. “Only sometimes.”

      Jake ran his hands through his hair. They needed to get back to the ballroom before someone figured out what they were doing. “I’ll pay whatever it takes to win the auction,” he told Erin. “It won’t cost you anything.”

      “Doesn’t that take the fun out of the auction if you’ve stacked the bidding in your favor?”

      Jake looked down the corridor. “This is the third year my sister has put my name forward as a prize. I usually end up with a woman who sees me as the perfect catch for her daughter. After the week I’ve had, I can’t face being haggled over. Will you do it?” He held his breath, waiting for her reply.

      Erin looked into his eyes. “So this is all about saving your manly virtue and raising money for Camp Discovery?”

      He nodded, hoping like crazy no one bowled through the door before she agreed to spend a hefty chunk of his money.

      “I’ll help you on one condition,” she told him. “You have to do anything I want as payback.”

      Jake breathed a sigh of relief. “In that case, I’m all yours.” A few interesting thoughts sprung to mind as payback but, right now, he didn’t care where Erin’s imagination might take him.

      He nudged her toward the door. “Let’s get back to our table before we’re missed. And by the way, Miss Reynolds…” He leaned down and placed a soft kiss on her lips. “Thanks for the save.”

      As he moved back, he looked at Erin’s stunned expression. A blush stained her cheeks and her lips parted in surprise. His gaze locked with hers, then zeroed in on her mouth. Her tongue peeked out, licking her bottom lip. Everything around him swung into oblivion. All he wanted to do was follow her tongue into her beautiful mouth.

      He took a step forward.

      The door thumped open and Sam’s head appeared around the frame. “The auction’s about to start and they’re waiting for you.” He looked at them, frowned, then disappeared back into the ballroom.

      Erin grabbed Jake’s hand. “Come on, Casanova. Your ladies are waiting.”
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      Stan Lewis, the Director of Bozeman Deaconess Hospital, was the auctioneer for the night. With surprising ease, he swiftly moved through a huge range of donated goods.

      Erin smiled when Sam won the gold bracelet for five hundred dollars. Nicky thought it was a bargain. Sam told everyone he thought it was money well spent considering he wasn’t standing on the stage.

      And then it was Jake’s turn. After a bit of coercion from Stan, he strolled around, looking as though he didn’t have a care in the world. No one watching him would have guessed he’d stooped to bribery and corruption to fix the outcome of the auction.

      Moving in front of the stage, he waved to the audience. The room erupted in good-natured wolf whistles and cheers as every eye in the room followed his progress. He didn’t let his gaze rest on anyone for too long. Erin smiled to herself. He probably didn’t want any eager females thinking he was open for business.

      As Stan called for an opening bid, Jake’s gaze shot to her.

      The first bid came in on Erin’s left. Hands rose in all directions around the ballroom. One thing was obvious; the women of Bozeman had discerning taste.

      The blonde bombshell at the next table lifted her arm, trying to knock the competition out of the game.

      Erin’s head swam as she tried to keep up with the bidding war.

      Jake kept glancing at her, waiting for her counter-bid.

      Buying a thirty dollar mystery box from the second-hand dealers’ sale last summer was the only auction experience she had. But she’d learned one thing from that night. Never show your hand too soon. Letting the competition know you were interested in what was being auctioned, wasn’t a good idea.

      And she was more than interested. Erin planned on winning. If there was ever a mission worthy of the underhand tactics she’d agreed to, this was it.

      As she considered different auction strategies, Jake sent her a worried frown. It was just as well he didn’t know about her limited experience.

      As the first bidders ran out of steam, she scanned the crowd. Blondie kept raising her hand, countering all bids. Erin rolled her shoulders, flexing her fingers under the table.

      It was now or never. She stuck her hand in the air. Notching up her first bid was nerve-racking. As her hand dropped back to the table, Blondie turned and gave her the meanest glare she’d seen in a long time.

      Countering the woman’s next bid with a cheeky grin, she stuck her hand in the air for the third time as Blondie upped the stakes even higher.

      Jake looked profoundly grateful as she energetically kept on top of the bidding war. She was so absorbed in making sure Blondie didn’t win that she lost track of how much money was at stake.

      She was stunned when she realized the date with Jake had reached astronomical proportions
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redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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