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      For the purposes of Damien and Gabriella’s story, Beta Kappa Phi is a fictitious fraternity. Any resemblance to an actual fraternity is accidental and unintentional. In other words, this is fiction. Enjoy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            REMEMBERING PASSION

          

        

      

    

    
      Damien Sinclair is a force of nature—the beauty of a sunset over the ocean yet capable of devastating hurricane-strength winds. At one time, he’d held my heart in his hands. That was, until the day I walked away.

      I didn’t leave him because I didn’t love him. It was that loving him was too much, an all-encompassing affair. In his presence, I ceased to exist.

      For two years, I worked to build a life free from Damien’s irresistible pull. I succeeded until one fate-filled afternoon I found myself seated by his side for a long flight. Unbelievably, we were headed to the same destination. His sinfully charming smile, charisma, and devilish smirk reminded me of all we’d shared.

      
        
        Attraction.

        Desire.

        Passion.

      

      

      Forgetting him had been agony.

      Will I survive remembering?

      
        
        Have you been Aleatha’d?

      

      

      

      The Sinclair Duet is a scorching hot, second-chance romance filled with the suspense and intrigue you’ve come to expect from New York Times bestselling author Aleatha Romig.

      

      *REMEMBERING PASSION is book one, closely followed by book two of the Sinclair duet, REKINDLING DESIRE.
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        “Be unreasonable, follow your passion.” ~ Sudha Murty

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM ALEATHA~

          

        

      

    

    
      REMEMBERING PASSION is book one of the Damien Sinclair Duet. The first seven chapters were previously published as the novella “Lucky Day” or “Falling Again.”

      If you read “Lucky Day” or “Falling Again” before the novella was taken down, you can begin at Chapter 8. “Falling Again ends in the middle of this chapter.

      If missed the novella or you haven’t read “Lucky Day” or “Falling Again” today is your lucky day because you can read it here. Begin reading at Chapter 1.

      Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoy Damien and Gabriella’s story, the Damien Sinclair Duet.
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        Gabriella

      

      

      

      Running an obstacle course, I hurried through the airport, my cocktail dress flying behind me, and my carry-on—holding my personal satchel—rolling along the tile. If I ran faster, there was the possibility the wheels would spark, sending the contents of my suitcase up in flames. The line through security took what seemed like forever, giving me less than thirty minutes to reach the gate before the doors closed, leaving me stranded.

      Thankfully, Indianapolis didn’t have a large airport.

      I’d lived near Indianapolis for the past five years. After working for the devil himself, I’d found new employment at a nonprofit north of the city in the smaller city of Carmel. No, it wasn’t pronounced the same as the city in Monterey, but that didn’t stop the residents from believing they were the elite suburb of Indianapolis.

      That new position was why I was running through the airport, looking more than a bit disheveled and racing toward gate A-14. Despite truly liking my current career move, I’d spent all morning with an intern who didn’t know one thing about running financial reports. He’d actually asked me how a nonprofit could provide salaries, as if he thought we were all there because of our love for the international fraternity. Don’t misunderstand, the objectives to promote the concepts of health, knowledge, and humanity were worth our efforts. But the salary was why we stayed.

      While other associates of mine were already in Los Angeles, I would be the last to arrive. That didn’t mean I hadn’t put in the time and effort to make tonight’s gala a success. I had.

      There was much more to my position in the Beta Kappa Phi fraternity than running payroll reports. A few of the pieces to the puzzle were schmoozing with alumni, securing donations, and maintaining relationships with sponsors.

      Panting while trying to catch my breath, I slid to a stop at the counter in front of the door to gate A-14. All the seats in the area were empty. “Please don’t tell me I’m too late,” I said, my words labored.

      The woman in the blue blouse shook her head. “It’s your lucky day.”

      Blowing the rogue flyaway hair from my face, I sighed. “Not so far. I guess that means up is the only way to go.” I lifted my phone with my boarding pass to the sensor. Instead of green, a red light flashed.

      “Lucky day,” I reminded her.

      Looking at the computer screen, her forehead furrowed as she confirmed, “Ms. Crystal?”

      I nodded.

      “Give me a second. I’ll be right back.”

      With the circulation of my fingers cut off from holding the hanger of my garment bag, I laid the bag over my arm and watched as the woman disappeared down the jet bridge toward the plane. Other travelers milled up and down the terminal at normal speeds, suggesting they weren’t in as big of a hurry as I’d been.

      With each passing minute, my level of anxiety rose. My schedule was too tight for error. My itinerary had one layover. My second flight would arrive in LA by five thirty, Pacific time. That gave me just enough time to check in to my hotel, shower, transform myself into the competent representative for Beta Kappa Phi, and make it to cocktails in the ballroom by seven. The gala began at eight. Despite other associates being present, I had a role to perform.

      I couldn’t miss my flight.

      The Beta Kappa Phi annual gala was the national dinner and ceremony held each year at a different location. I wasn’t only attending but was presenting an award to a donor—a big donor—from Wisconsin. I knew his name and during my flight planned to read his biography to be more familiar with him.

      Finally, the door to the jet bridge opened. The expression on the airline lady’s face wasn’t encouraging.

      “Is there a problem?” I asked.

      Her fingers typed feverishly over her computer before she looked up. “Your seat was moved. The only empty seat is between two mothers with small children.”

      Of course it was.

      I feigned a grin. This was only the first leg of my trip, a two-hour flight. I could do it. “No worries. I’m the best aunt in the world—just ask my niece. It will be fine.”

      “The issue is oxygen masks.”

      “I hope we won’t need those.”

      “There are only four for each row of three seats. Technically, the two mothers weren’t seated together. We had passengers on standby. When you weren’t here…”

      Closing my eyes, I sighed. “Please, I have to get to LA.”

      She looked up from her screen. “We have another flight leaving at 2:22.”

      That was over two hours from now.

      “What time will it arrive?”

      “At 4:15, Pacific.”

      Blinking, I said, “That’s sooner than I would arrive on this flight with my connection.” And I’ll be able to grab some lunch.

      “Yes, ma’am, it’s nonstop. Are you willing to change your flight?”

      “Yes.”

      The woman flashed a smile. “I wish everyone was as accommodating.”

      “My lucky day, remember?”

      The printer by her computer ticked and clicked. With a smile, she handed me the new boarding pass. “Gate A-7.”

      When I looked down, my eyes opened wide. “First class.”

      “Your lucky day.” She softened her smile. “There was also a seat in row twenty-seven. Thank you for being flexible.”

      “Thank you.”

      Beta Kappa Phi could afford the expense of a first-class ticket. The issue was me. I wasn’t comfortable using my travel expenses for that upgrade. Walking toward the center of the airport, I found a seat at the bar of a familiar restaurant, wheeled my carry-on in front of the stool, and hung my garment bag on the back.

      Lucky day, I reminded myself.

      As the bartender plopped a menu in front of me, my eyes met those of another patron.

      My heart rate spiked and my skin chilled.

      Quickly, I looked away.

      “Would you like a drink?” the bartender asked.

      “Shit,” I mumbled, trying to calm my abrupt onset of nerves. “A water and a chardonnay.”

      The words on the menu didn’t register.

      Two and a half years.

      I hadn’t seen that dark-blue stare in over two years, and there he was.

      Exhaling, I peered inconspicuously upward. Warmth filled my cheeks as I met the intense gaze of Damien Sinclair. Shit, he was as handsome as I remembered and probably the same conceited asshole.

      Speaking of my previous job...

      The man across the bar, the one with the broad shoulders, dark-blond mane, and deep blue eyes was my boss from hell. Leaving the world of pharmaceuticals—his world—to join Beta Kappa Phi had been because I’d decided to get as far away from one man as I could, the devil himself.

      Now, after all this time, he was looking my way. I felt his gaze on me as if he could see beneath my slacks and soft sweater. Against my better judgment, I looked up once more. Damien’s smile curled into an incredibly handsome grin as he lifted a tall glass with amber liquid my direction.

      The bartender returned with my chardonnay. “The good-looking guy over there—” she tilted her head toward Damien “—said to put your order on his tab.” She grinned. “You attract the hot ones. Your lucky day.”

      I lifted my glass of wine toward him and spoke in a low volume. “Do me a favor.”

      Her soft hazel gaze came to mine.

      “Put his tab on mine. It will be our secret.”

      “Oh, I like it.”

      “Don’t tell him,” I said.

      “Honey, your secret is safe with me. Girl power.”
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        Gabriella

      

      

      

      With my grilled chicken salad mostly consumed, my phone buzzed. Looking down at the screen, I saw the notification that my new flight was about to board. With perfect timing, the bartender came my way. Her smile shone at full voltage.

      She lowered her voice. “I haven’t told him yet. Here’s your receipt.”

      “You’re the best.” I laid a ten-dollar bill on the counter for a tip.

      “So, is there a history?”

      I only smiled.

      “Have pity on me. I work all day making up stories about customers in my head. The real story would be better.”

      I shook my head. “I doubt it. Do your made-up stories ever end in homicide?”

      Her eyes opened wide. “Oh, now this will keep me up at night.”

      “Let’s just say, what’s in the past belongs in the past.”

      The bartender nodded. “Okay, I’ve got you. I’ll give you a minute to leave before I break the news to Mr. Good-looking.”

      A quick look across the bar and I saw the bewilderment in Damien’s expression. That image alone was enough to make my day. Maybe the gate agent was right: today was my lucky day. Gliding down the hallway with my luggage and garment bag, I stepped onto the moving sidewalk, for the first time in a long while, floating on air.

      It wasn’t often I had the opportunity to outplay a player. Picking up his tab for two beers and a chicken sandwich wasn’t exactly the power move of the year, but getting even one over on Damien was enough to fuel my good mood.

      Well, that, and I was about to fly first class.

      Making my way to gate A-7, I let myself think about the man I’d tried to forget.

      Damien was a shark in the sea of pharmaceuticals. In a world where big conglomerates ruled, he took over as CEO and made a name with a small company in Indianapolis. Small was a relative term when it came to the pharmaceutical sphere. Sinclair Pharmaceuticals was primed and ready with a cutting-edge compound to treat PTSD. Damien had taken a risk, and it paid off. The sky was the limit for the future of Sinclair.

      I could claim to have learned a lot from my employment as his executive assistant. I had.

      I’d also made the biggest mistake one could make when trying to build a career.

      I fell for the devil.

      Demanding and abrupt, Damien was a force of nature—the beauty of a sunset over a sparkling ocean, yet capable of unleashing the power of hurricane-strength winds. Being in his presence, watching him work, and hearing his advice was empowering. Being in his arms and bed was pure ecstasy like I’d never dared to imagine.

      I wish I could say that since our breakup, I’d succeeded in finding a man with greater skills, but I’d be lying. The only way to get over a man like Damien was to move forward. Replacing him was out of the question. It would be like finding a substitute for a Picasso. Indianapolis wasn’t without its share of eligible bachelors. Nevertheless, Damien was in a class by himself.

      No, I didn’t want to replace Damien. I wanted to move on—to leave him behind.

      Inside the airport bathroom, I splashed cool water on my face and stared at the woman in the mirror. In a matter of a minute, my balloon of bubbling elation had popped.

      That was the way it was with seeing Damien for the first time in over two years—a roller coaster of emotions.

      Shock.

      Awe.

      Jubilation at one-upping him.

      The painful reawakening of the void he’d left.

      The ache was real, causing my eyes to burn. As if visible, I felt the fissures splintering, one by one, demolishing the dam I’d constructed around my heart. Unwanted memories flooded my thoughts.

      Holding back the onslaught of emotions, I peered into my own blue eyes and reminded myself that Damien Sinclair didn’t leave me. I left him. Gathering my courage, I’d walked away. It wasn’t because I didn’t love him. It was that loving him was too consuming. There was the sense that, with him, I ceased to exist. Damien’s fondness for the hunt made the game enticing. Once the pursuit was over, I felt my worth shrink. I wanted more out of life than to be a man’s accessory.

      “You’re stronger for it,” I said softly to the woman in the mirror.

      It didn’t matter that the woman at the next sink gave me a strange look. I turned her way and feigned a smile. “Have a great day.”

      “Yeah, you too.”

      Inhaling, I replied, “I will. It’s my lucky day.”

      Back out to the gate, I stood in line as we inched toward the gate agent standing guard at the ticket stand by gate A-7.

      It wasn’t until I was up to the counter that it occurred to me I could have jumped the line. I had a first-class ticket.

      That’s right.

      Lucky day.

      My mind steered away from my brush with the past to the present—tonight’s gala. I thought about the biography of the award winner I needed to read. The man had risen from nothing to create an empire. Now he was spending some of his fortune to improve the health of others. In the four-plus hours of my upcoming flight, I planned to learn more. Tonight, we’d be face-to-face.

      Once the plane was airborne, I’d open my laptop and brush up on not only the award winner, but the other attendees of the dinner. Nothing elated a donor’s ego more than remembering their name and asking specific questions about them. Throw in a story or anecdote about them, and their wallets magically opened.

      Stepping from the jet bridge to the plane, I smiled at the attendants and lifted my garment bag. “Is there a place where this can be hung?”

      The attendant took my garment bag and motioned me forward.

      I scanned the front section of the plane. All the seats were occupied except one. My heart rate went from sixty to one hundred and sixty. A quick look at my boarding pass told me that one empty seat was mine. Despite the line of passengers behind me, as the temperature of my skin elevated, I was incapable of moving forward.

      The empty seat in the third row near the window would be perfect for a long flight were it not for one thing.

      One person.

      One man.

      Damien’s midnight-blue gaze sparkled as our eyes met.

      Inhaling, I moved to the third row. “That’s my seat,” I said, hoping my voice wouldn’t give away my unease.

      Unsnapping his seat-belt buckle, Damien stood.

      My mouth went instantly dry as all six feet, four inches of muscle, surrounded in a cloud of intoxicating cologne, unfolded in front of me. It was impossible not to remember what it was like being in his strong arms.

      With his customary suit coat and tie missing, he had his shirt collar opened and his sleeves rolled to his elbows. As my gaze moved lower, I scanned his long legs covered in expensive slacks and shoes that no doubt were imported Italian leather.

      “Let me,” he offered as I began to lift my carry-on to the compartment above.

      “I have it.” As I pushed the carry-on into the space, my sweater lifted, revealing my stomach.

      When I turned back, Damien’s stare moved upward as he grinned.

      Trying to avoid contact, I held my satchel between us as if the large leather bag could protect me from the magnetism of this man. With my shield in place, I scooted past him to the seat near the window.

      “I should thank you for my lunch,” Damien said as he took the seat beside me again. “It must be my lucky day.”

      Obviously.

      My luck had run out.
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        Damien

      

      

      

      Gabriella Crystal.

      The gem who got away.

      When I looked up at the airport bar and saw Ella taking a seat, I couldn’t help but stare. She’d played a recurring role in my dreams and fantasies for so long, it took me a second to realize she was real.

      Ella was more than a dream come to life.

      No longer across the room, my gem was seated at my side. As I retook my seat, I told myself to give my assistant a raise. I’d need to call him and thank him for booking a commercial flight. If only we were headed to Hawaii or Paris instead of Los Angeles. The longer the flight, the better.

      Ever since the night Ella walked out of my life, I’d known I’d missed the opportunity of a lifetime—more accurately, squandered rather than missed. There was a time I’d had this amazingly beautiful and exceedingly competent woman at my side. Letting her go was the worst decision I’d ever made.

      Truly, I hadn’t let her go. She left.

      In time I realized that when she was with me, I took her for granted.

      I’d been focused on succeeding in business and forgot that personal relationships also needed attention.

      Time was a stringent teacher.

      Maybe the gods were offering me another chance.

      I didn’t deserve that, but not deserving something had never stopped me before. Life was about opportunities. Mine was pushing her bag under the seat and fastening her seat belt.

      Ella was as beautiful as I recalled—no, even more so.

      She didn’t need glitz and glamour to be attractive. Simply once again being in her presence, having her at my side, heated my blood.

      Her little power play in the bar was perfectly Gabriella.

      When the bartender told me that my check was taken care of, I was equal parts annoyed, impressed, and turned on. No, I’d put turned on ahead of the other two emotions.

      Fastening my seat belt, I turned and flashed my charming smile—yes, I knew my assets consisted of more than my company and bank accounts. When presented with a second chance as I was now, I would employ my entire arsenal of strengths.

      “Again, thank you for my lunch,” I repeated. “You left the restaurant before I could voice my appreciation.”

      Shaking her head, Gabriella turned my way. Her crystal-blue eyes looked into mine. “Maybe we could spend the next four-plus hours not talking.”

      My lips twitched with the need to smile.

      “We could spend the next four-plus hours in other ways” —I lowered my volume— “but there are children on the plane, and we may cause a stir. The bathrooms are rather small, but the mile-high club is always taking new members.” I grinned. “Maybe we could call it renewing our membership.”

      “Why are you here? Isn’t there a plane with your name on it ready for inducting unknowing women into that club?”

      “Never unknowing. I’m all about full disclosure and consent.”

      With a humph, she turned toward the window.

      I went on. “This trip was last minute, and my plane was already committed. I’m extremely glad that I was convinced to fly commercial. I think I’ll give my assistant a raise.”

      “I’m sure she gets plenty of bonuses.”

      “No, Ella.” I waited until she was again looking my way. “I don’t sleep with every assistant. Only one, and when I screwed that up, I lost more than a fantastic assistant.”

      “Hmm. At least you can admit you screwed up.” Lifting her chin, she turned toward the oval window.

      Her profile was perfect in every way. The elegance of her slender neck, proudness of her jawline, and the upturn of her nose. No artist could duplicate her image, give it the beauty it deserves.

      “Would either of you like a drink prior to takeoff?”

      I turned to the woman in the blue dress with the name tag that read TAMMY and then over to Gabriella. “Would you like something?”

      She turned to the flight attendant. “Honestly, yes. Would it be possible for me to change seats?”

      Tammy straightened her neck and peered down the length of the plane. “First class is full.”

      “I really don’t care where you put me. I’ll take row twenty-seven.”

      “Let me see if we have any seats available,” Tammy said with a feigned smile before walking away.

      Gabriella’s attention went back to the window.

      I lowered my tenor and spoke in a hushed whisper. “You don’t need to move seats, Ella. I won’t bite…however, I don’t recall your being opposed.” When she didn’t respond, I tried for a less sensitive subject although I knew the answer. “What takes you to LA?”

      “Work.”

      “I heard you’re working for Beta Kappa Phi.”

      She turned her mesmerizing gaze my way. “Are you stalking me?”

      “Yes,” I replied with a scoff. “Today has been an elaborate plan on my part. Now that I have you here, I would prefer you didn’t change seats.”

      “Damien, what you prefer isn’t my concern.”

      “Excuse me, ma’am,” Tammy said, reappearing at my side. “I’m sorry. We’re a full flight.”

      “Thank you for trying,” Gabriella said. “In that case, I’d like a glass of chardonnay.”

      Tammy looked at me.

      “The best bourbon you have, neat.”

      I turned to Ella. “Perhaps we could start again.” I offered her my hand with a grin. “Hello. In case you don’t recall, I’m Damien Sinclair. Maybe we can call a truce for this trip.”

      “This trip? Four and a half hours.” She sighed. “When it’s over, we part ways. I can do that.”

      “I’m afraid it may be a bit longer.”

      “Why?”

      “I, too, am on my way to LA for the Beta Kappa Phi gala.”

      Her blue eyes opened wide. “You are stalking me.”

      “I’m not, but I wouldn’t mind taking credit. You see, a friend of mine—”

      “You have friends now?”

      I smirked. “His name is Donovan Sherman.”

      Her eyes closed as she laid her head back on the headrest.

      “You know him?” I asked.

      “He’s one of the donors being recognized tonight. I’m presenting his award.”

      My cheeks rose as my lips curled. “Does that mean you’ll be seated at Donovan’s table?”

      Tammy returned with our drinks.

      After thanking her, I turned back to Ella. “Donovan’s table?”

      “Yes.”

      I lifted the plastic cup with a shot of amber liquid toward Ella. “To tonight.”

      She narrowed her gaze. “My luck has definitely run out.”

      My cup was still raised. “I’ll be happy to share mine, Ms. Crystal. You see, my prospects for this trip have improved exponentially.” I tipped my cup and lifted it to my lips, remembering when Van had mentioned Beta Kappa Phi. I’d hoped it would mean my path would cross with Ella’s. “I’m sure you understand. Supporting foundations that promote good health is important to Sinclair Pharmaceuticals.”

      The amber liquid burned, adding fuel to the fire growing within me.

      “Fuck,” she mumbled before lifting her wine to her luscious lips.

      She didn’t need to ask twice.
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        Gabriella

      

      

      
      My heart wanted to order a bottomless glass of chardonnay.

      Free alcohol was the perk of first class, right?

      It was my better judgment that told me to take it slow. When we landed, I’d be three hours back in time. With cocktails beginning at seven and the dinner not starting until eight, I had a long night ahead of me. Apparently, a long night seated at the same table as Damien “the devil” Sinclair.

      I could do it.

      Fulfilling my role for Beta Kappa Phi was more important than drowning my loss of luck in a bottle—or make it a big box—of wine. That didn’t mean I wouldn’t take some advantage of the perk. Once we were high in the sky, my plastic cup was replaced by a glass one, and I was sipping my third glass of chardonnay for the afternoon.

      With my laptop open, I began reading about Donovan Sherman.

      “What do you want to know about him?” Damien asked.

      I looked up and to the man at my side. “I see respecting privacy is still an issue for you.”

      Damien smirked. “Your screen is turned toward me.”

      “The sun—” I closed the blind over the window and rearranged my laptop. “I’ll learn enough from here.”

      “I suppose.”

      I turned to my right. “Are you offering dirt on your friend?”

      “No. I’m good at keeping secrets.” His dark gaze shimmered. “Remember that night in Aruba under the stars?”

      His deep timbre was but one ingredient of the concoction brewing within me. Mixed with a third glass of wine and memories of the night he mentioned, my circulation warmed. The two of us were alone in a private pool. The sky above was velvety black and dotted with stars.

      “Don’t worry,” he said, “I’ve never told a soul.”

      There was nothing lewd or embarrassing about that night. Quite the opposite, it was more of a dream. No. Shaking my head, I went back to the biography.

      It seemed Mr. Sherman’s interest in health care coincided with his marriage. His wife was the heiress to and current CEO of Wade Pharmaceutical. As I read, Damien sipped his second bourbon.

      The numerous accomplishments of Mr. Sherman failed to register as the night in Aruba came back to me.

      Damn him.

      I had a job to do, but instead, I was a scattered mess. On the other hand, Damien was sitting there all masculine and sexy. Every now and then, I’d steal a peek to my side. What was it about men’s forearms that was so sexy? Damien’s were toned and tanned. His long fingers curved around the glass of bourbon. Every time he put the rim to his lips, I recalled the way they kissed, and yes, his teeth nipped.

      Exhaling, I closed the screen of my laptop.

      “Should I quiz you on Donovan?”

      Turning in the large seat, I met Damien’s gaze. “Falling stars.”

      His handsome face tilted.

      “In Aruba. The sky was so dark out on that island that we could see falling stars.”

      He nodded slowly.

      “And the water,” I said, “was incredibly warm.”

      “Do you want to know what I remember?”

      I did, but I also knew this conversation was dangerous. “Probably not.”

      Setting his glass on the tray to his side, Damien reached for my hand. Lifting it, he turned it over. Everything inside me said to pull it away, and still, I didn’t. I watched and marveled at the warmth in his touch and the way my palm fit into his.

      “Damien?”

      When he looked up and met my gaze, his normal arrogant smirk was gone. “I was going to propose.”

      I pulled my hand away. “You were not.”

      “I was. I had the ring.”

      Crossing my arms over my chest, I tried to remember the entire vacation. Nothing horrible stood out. On the contrary, it was perfect. “Obviously, you didn’t.”

      “Do you know why?”

      “How could I know? I didn’t know you were even thinking about it.”

      “I guess you could say I chickened out.”

      “Right,” I said, “Damien Sinclair was afraid.”

      He nodded. “I was afraid you’d say no. I decided that I wanted to keep things the way they were. I thought we were happy.”

      “We were.”

      “Would you have said no?”

      Letting my hands fall to my lap, I sighed. “I really don’t know,” I answered truthfully. “Aruba was magical.”
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The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
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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