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      He's a single dad fighting for custody. Her secret past could jeopardize everything.

      

      Firefighter Clay Marlow might have a colorful past, but priorities became black and white fast when he learned he has a daughter. As the custody battle heats up, Clay’s focus is providing the stability his little girl has never known. His alluring temporary renter, Andie, could only jeopardize his case. 

      

      Carrying everything she owns on her Harley, Andie Tyler is only on San Amaro Island to manage her friends’ bar for four weeks. A self-proclaimed drifter with more emotional baggage than a jumbo jet, Andie isn't interested in a forever relationship, even when she finds herself increasingly attached to an adorable girl and her tough-to-resist father. She has secrets and a dark past, and Clay and his daughter deserve better. 

      

      The more she pushes him away, the more intrigued he becomes. Andie’s tenderness and strength draw Clay in, and he realizes she’s the vibrant color he and his daughter need in their life. Can he convince Andie to become a permanent part of their family before she rides off again?
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      Clay Marlow wondered for the hundredth time this week if he’d screwed up with his three-year-old daughter yet again. Wondered if she had, indeed, stopped crying as soon as he was out of sight, as his sister had sworn she would. Walking away from those tear-filled brown eyes nearly leveled him every single time. Every decision he made concerning his little girl made him doubt himself more.

      He pulled into the small lot next to the Shell Shack, the beach bar owned by his friends Derek and Macey. Whipped too fast into the parking space next to Derek’s red truck with his own extended-cab pickup.

      And heard the crash of his front bumper on the motorcycle a split second before he saw it.

      Dammit. He needed more sleep. And a parenting manual.

      He jumped out of the truck, adrenaline pumping, relieved there was no one in sight, which meant no one had been on the parked bike.

      Ah, shit. He knew that bike. Knew exactly who it belonged to. Andie Tyler, who, like him, was an attendant in Derek and Macey’s upcoming wedding.

      He didn’t know Andie well, but he got the impression she wasn’t particularly understanding or easy to get along with. Especially when someone crashed into her Harley-Davidson.

      He took the walkway to the side bar entrance. Macey had invited the four wedding attendants to a happy-hour get-together. All because Andie was to arrive in town today.

      At the open doorway, he stopped. His eyes were drawn to Andie like a hummingbird to red. She sat on the outside of the small group, her stool a couple of feet from Derek’s. She had a half smile on her face, while the others—Selena and her husband, Evan, were on Derek’s other side and Macey was behind the bar—laughed without restraint at something Evan had said.

      In spite of her rough edges, she was pretty, someone who’d caught his attention last summer when she’d spent a couple of months on San Amaro Island working behind the bar with Derek.

      Pretty or not, she was going to be one pissed biker chick.

      Enough stalling. Might as well get this over with. He forced himself to join the group, stepping between Andie and Derek.
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        * * *

      

      Andie looked up to find Clay Marlow standing inches away, taking all kinds of crap from the others for being late.

      “Andie, do you remember Clay?” Macey asked above the din.

      Oh, she remembered Clay. You didn’t forget someone who looked like that. Ever. Didn’t matter that the people he hung out with were just as beautiful. He’d always stood out as the all-American guy who could do no wrong beside Evan, the shameless flirt, Dawson, the elusive, quiet one, and Derek, moody and unpredictable.

      Biceps as thick as tree trunks, one of them covered with a full sleeve of intricate tattoos, bulged from a navy San Amaro Island Fire Department T-shirt stretched across Clay’s shoulders. He had short almost-black hair, a cleanly shaved, stubborn-as-hell square jaw and…those eyes. Chocolate with flecks of gold. They made her nervous and fidgety when he turned them on her. They were filled with intense do-the- right-thing-ness and Andie sometimes— a lot—did the wrong thing. Just because.

      Clay laughed at whatever Evan said to him, then quietly said to Andie, “Your bike didn’t happen to be parked out there beside Derek’s truck, did it?”

      His use of the past tense made Andie’s skin prickle with foreboding. She narrowed her eyes. “Yes. Why?”

      Clay shot a look at his buddies and rubbed the back of his neck. “I didn’t see it,” he said. “I hit it when I pulled in. I’m s—”

      “My bike?" Andie was off the stool and out of the bar before he could finish his sentence.

      She saw it as soon as she cleared the doorway. The motorcycle lay on its side on the pavement, several feet from the front of a dark blue truck. The motorcycle’s front wheel was bent and lying at an abnormal angle.

      The handlebars were also crooked, and her formerly shiny bike was generally scratched up, dented, and no longer pretty by any stretch of the imagination.

      “Fuck,” she hissed to herself.

      For the first time since she’d arrived on the island this afternoon, she noticed how hot it was. The sun beat down on her and she felt as if she were burning up. She clamped her teeth down on the inside of her lip, tears pricking her eyes. Mad tears.

      All of her belongings in the world had been strapped to the back and were now scattered on the pavement. She knelt and hurriedly picked them up.

      Heat burned her cheeks as she scrambled to pack everything away. Nothing quite like having your meager life on display for anyone who wandered past.

      “I’m really sorry.” Clay came up behind her and bent to gather her toiletries. As he tucked them into one of her duffel bags, the sun glinted off the metal of her handgun. The thirty-eight she took everywhere caught Clay’s eye, too, judging by the way he froze for a heartbeat.

      “I’ve got it.” She took the bag from him and zipped it shut.

      “I’ll take care of the repairs.” Clay picked up the paperback about technology and the environment she was currently reading, and she snatched it away from him.

      “Yeah.” She coached herself to take a deep breath and calm the hell down. Likely his insurance company would do the taking care of, but whatever. “That’d be good.”

      Without his or his insurance company’s “taking care of it,” there was no way she could get her bike road-worthy again. She didn’t have insurance, and though she had a pathetic emergency fund saved up, she was spending a lot of it on Macey’s wedding.

      Her bike was the only possession besides her gun that mattered to her. It was her freedom, her lifestyle. Her way off the island when she needed to escape. She would undoubtedly have to go without it for several days, minimum, and that made her sick to her stomach. Glancing at the tangle of metal, she wanted to yell or, better yet, beat the crap out of something. Or someone.

      “What happened?” Macey asked as she appeared on the scene. Evan walked out more slowly behind her.

      “I didn’t see it,” Clay said. “I was preoccupied and this is where I normally park. The motorcycle was in the way.”

      “How could you miss that, man?” Evan leaned against the front of Derek’s truck. “That’s not some kid’s tricycle that you can’t see under the wheel.”

      Andie seconded that. How the hell did a guy miss a dark red Harley Sportster?

      “I’ll take care of everything,” Clay said again, this time a little defensively.

      Andie slowly hefted the motorcycle upright. “The exhaust is busted up. Handlebars. Brake pedal.”

      Her control faltered and she clenched her teeth. She glanced around at Clay’s big-ass pickup truck and checked the urge to beat some dents into the sides.

      “Andie.” Macey employed her calm but firm voice, the one she’d used plenty on Derek when he’d been so messed up last year. “Let’s take your bags inside. You can eat and we’ll figure this out.”

      “I’ll treat,” Clay said. He stuck his hands in his jeans pockets and let them go inside ahead of him.

      “I’ll buy my own dinner,” Andie told Clay after she put her bags in the back room.

      Derek was behind the bar, covering for Macey, and Clay took the seat between Andie and Selena. Macey rejoined her fiancé and explained what had happened to him and Selena as she topped off Andie’s lemonade.

      “Know anyplace that fixes Harleys?” Andie asked Derek.

      “Not off the top of my head, but Gus might. I’ll ask him tonight. Want something to eat? A burger?”

      Andie shook her head. “Just some nachos, please.”

      “Get out,” Macey told Derek, gesturing over her shoulder. “I’ve got it covered. You’re off today.”

      “Bossy thing. Lucky you’re so cute.” He pressed a quick kiss to Macey’s cheek, came around the counter, and sat on Andie’s right side.

      “So where are you staying?” Macey asked. “Did you find a place yet?”

      “I came here first. I need something cheap and temporary.”

      “I used to love cheap and temporary,” Evan quipped. The other two men laughed, but he earned a slap on the arm from a very pregnant Selena, whom Andie had just met this afternoon. “Where’d you live last summer when you were here?”

      “In my tent. Closest campground is on the mainland about ten miles north. Works great as long as you have transportation.” She couldn’t help glancing at Clay.

      “I said I’m sorry.” He smiled sheepishly, making Andie forgive him a little bit.

      “I told you you can stay with us,” Macey said.

      “Third wheel on the soon-to-be bride and groom’s couch? Thanks, but I don’t think so.” Andie shuddered. “Might as well go with you on your honeymoon.”

      “No way,” Derek said. “You promised you’d help run things here so Macey will stop worrying and enjoy herself.”

      Andie smiled and nodded, doubting Macey would have any trouble at all losing herself in her sexy firefighter husband.

      “Do you smoke?” Clay asked abruptly.

      “No.” She tried to figure out how that related to running the bar.

      “Have wild parties?”

      She stared at him. “Only when properly inspired.”

      “If you can keep it uninspired, I have a place you can rent,” he said.

      “Thank God. I was going to suggest it, Clay, but I didn’t want to presume,” Macey said. “Clay has a duplex over on Seagull Lane. He doesn’t really need a tenant, but I’ve been telling him he has the space so why not make the extra income?”

      “I’m sure it’s over my budget,” Andie said. Taking advantage of opportunities had become her way of life, vital when you traveled with no permanent address. When you never knew where your next meal or room would come from, it paid to not rule things out. But her budget was for sure closer to campground than duplex.

      “I might be convinced to negotiate,” Clay said. “To make up for wrecking your bike.”

      Now he was talking her language. “I might be convinced to check it out.” She forced herself to be warmer than she’d been with him so far.

      “Let’s go now,” he said. “I’ll even give you a ride.”

      “Big of you,” she said, grabbing a handful of her chips and shoving a couple in her mouth. “On the drive over, you can start figuring out your ‘I destroyed her livelihood’ discount.”
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        * * *

      

      Clay followed Andie out to his truck and couldn’t help watching the way her hips swayed and her worn jeans hugged her curves. The burgundy T-shirt fit her slender body as if she’d been born in it. Her usually straight brown hair hung just past her shoulders, tousled and tangled, he assumed from her helmet and ride into town.

      She had a hint of mystery about her, never one to talk about herself as far as he’d experienced. Restless. According to Macey, she drifted around the country, never settling in any one place for more than a few weeks at a time.

      Clay was well acquainted with that kind of restlessness, or had been in a past life. He’d never given in to it like Andie did, but he’d felt it. Let it get him into plenty of trouble as a teen. He knew what he’d been trying to get away from. What, he wondered, haunted this woman?

      She stopped beside her motorcycle and Clay frowned.

      “Let’s get it loaded in the truck and I’ll find a place to take it in the next day or so.”

      She nodded sadly as if she’d lost her best friend, her feistiness gone.

      He opened the tailgate and pulled out a ramp, then they turned the bike around and tried to roll it toward the back of the truck. The damage made it difficult.

      When they got to the ramp, they inched it along until, finally, it was loaded.

      Clay secured the bike in the bed of the truck, brushed his hands on his jeans, and went to the passenger side to open her door. He checked his instinct to help her up, clenching his fist. He went around and climbed in his side.

      “Bike means a lot to you, huh?” he said as he started the truck.

      She snapped her head toward him, her eyes narrowed. “It and the three bags you knocked off the back of it…that’s pretty much everything I own.”

      “Takes guts to live like that.”

      She stared at him. “Maybe,” she said finally. “Or maybe a lack of guts.”

      He studied her in his peripheral vision.

      He was drawn to her. Lured by the need to know more about her, to figure her out. What made her doubt herself?

      What made her run?
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        * * *

      

      Andie exhaled her relief when Clay pulled up at his place. She could normally hold her own with anyone, but riding in the truck with him made her clam up. He’d seemed to fill up the whole space with muscles and testosterone, and she’d been hyperaware of everything about him.

      The duplex looked fine from the outside. It was a narrow, sand-colored, three-story building built on stilts and a carport. Instead of side-by-side units, they were stacked on top of each other. Clay lived in the top two floors, he explained.

      They climbed the flight of stairs to the main door on the side of the lower unit. He unlocked it for her.

      The place had more than enough room for her, though she imagined most people would consider it small. The living room was to her left when she walked in, and a compact kitchen was to the right. The rooms were semi-furnished.

      “Love the vintage look,” she said, running her hand over a circa seventies Formica dinette with an olive-green plastic chair at each end. There was a futon in the living room, mismatched coffee and end tables, and a low shelf on cement blocks that could act as a TV stand but no TV.

      “It serves the purpose,” he said, almost apologetically.

      “Oh, I was serious. It’s perfect for the space.”

      “There’s an in-ground pool in the back you can use when you want.”

      Andie went to the other door and looked out at a tiny balcony. Below, she could see the blue of the pool. Not bad.

      She wandered farther in and poked her head into a narrow bathroom—as long as it had running water, she couldn’t care less.

      Across from the bathroom was the bedroom. She flipped on the light. A full-size bed and a nightstand were the only furniture that could fit in the room, leaving about a foot between the bed and each wall.

      “Closet’s decent,” Clay said.

      She glanced at it but wasn’t worried. Her bag of clothes would fit just about anywhere.

      What she was more worried about was the man standing inches behind her, looking over her shoulder. His scent, a mix of subtle spice and male, made her step away. Unfortunately, there wasn’t far to step. “How much per week?” she asked, her jaw stiff.

      “Despite what Macey said, I had put some thought into renting this out—except I was going to lease by the month. A thousand.”

      “I can’t pay that much,” she said, banking on the suspicion that he was at least a little desperate for money if he planned to rent.

      He studied her too closely, unblinking, making her squirm. Finally he nodded. “That discount you mentioned…for you, I’ll go down to eight hundred.”

      Andie crossed her arms and inched forward. Eight hundred would be as far as she could stretch. “I have to pay by the week but I’ll be here for four.”

      He stared down at her with those disarming eyes but she held her ground. “Two hundred a week. And one other thing…unload the gun.”

      “What?”

      “I don’t want a loaded firearm in my house.”

      “Your house is upstairs.”

      “I won’t bend on it.”

      She sized him up. She could take the ammo out while he watched if that would make him happy. And then she could put it right back in once he left. What was he going to do—a nightly inspection?

      Bad choice of words, she thought, as she pictured him in her bedroom at lights-out.

      She closed her eyes briefly. Ultimately she wouldn’t bend either, but she could fake it. She doubted she could find another rental this size, this close to work, for as low a price. She didn’t have wheels to get around to look at a bunch of places anyway.

      Andie was about to offer her hand to seal the deal when the door in the other room squeaked open slowly. She figured the wind had caught it—until she heard the small, unsure voice.

      “Daddy?”
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      Andie was about to suggest that the girl was lost when Clay cleared his throat.

      “Payton, honey, I’m in here.”

      He left the bedroom and Andie tried to process this new information.

      Daddy?

      Clay was a father?

      How had she not known? When she’d lived here last year, he’d spent plenty of late nights at the bar with Evan and Derek. As far as she knew, he hadn’t been married then either. She really hoped that wasn’t his idea of being a good dad—not that she knew from experience what one was.

      “Who’s here?” the little girl said, drawing Andie out of the bedroom.

      “This is Miss Andie,” Clay told her. “She’s going to be our neighbor for a few weeks. This is my daughter, Payton.”

      A tiny girl hugged Clay’s leg, hiding halfway behind him. Brown wavy hair hung past her shoulders and framed her angelic face. Andie could see immediately that Payton had inherited her father’s beautiful eyes. She was dressed in a plain cotton-candy-pink leotard, saggy tights, and dark pink Crocs.

      “Hi, Payton,” Andie said, walking closer. “You remind me of a little girl I know in Illinois. I bet you’re about the same age.”

      Payton leaned out a few inches farther. “I’m three.” She had the same trouble pronouncing the letter r that Andie’s cousin’s daughter did.

      “Three? That makes you a big girl then,” Andie said.

      Shyly, the child came out of hiding. “I go to San Amaro Dance School.”

      “That sounds pretty awesome.”

      “My birthday’s coming soon.”

      “And then you’ll be four? That’s exciting, Payton.”

      Clay crossed his arms and took a step back, looking from his daughter to Andie.

      “You have pretty hair,” Payton said to Andie.

      “Thank you. You do too.”

      “My daddy doesn’t know how to put my hair like a ballerina’s.”

      Andie glanced over at Clay and she couldn’t help cracking a grin. “There are certain things that boys just don’t get.”

      “Can you make a ballerina hairdo?” Payton asked.

      Girl or not, Andie wasn’t even sure what a ballerina hairdo was. “Do you have a picture of one?”

      Payton nodded emphatically. “In my ballerina book.”

      “Maybe if you show your dad, he’ll be able to figure it out.”

      She seemed doubtful. “I showed him already.”

      A young woman, in her early twenties at the most, poked her head in the door then. “There you are! You scared me to death.”

      Andie wondered if this was Payton’s mother. If so, Clay was a cradle robber. The girl was attractive, with thick brown hair that hung down her back and big brown eyes. She was small. Much smaller than Clay.

      The child threw her arms around the brunette’s legs, giggling.

      “You can’t run off like that, girly. When Bridget’s in charge, you have to stay with her so she doesn’t think you’re lost.” Clay’s voice was soothing and gentle.

      Payton craned her head up to meet Bridget’s gaze. “Sorry.”

      Bridget picked her up, kissed her forehead loudly, and supported her on her hip. “We’ll leave you alone,” she said to Clay.

      “Miss Andie’s going to live here,” Payton said.

      “We’re just finishing up.” Clay opened the door for them.

      “No problemo. We’ll let you get back to business. We’re going to have a snack, right, Pay?”

      The girl nodded reluctantly and stared at Clay. She wound her hair around her finger and her lower lip trembled.

      “I’ll be home in a few minutes.” Clay kissed his daughter’s forehead. He held out his hand and waited for her to give him five. She did, finally, with the hand that wasn’t tangled in her hair. “How ’bout the other side, too?”

      She hesitated but finally unwound her finger and touched that hand to Clay’s. He grasped it and nibbled her fingers, eliciting a giggle from her.

      “Don’t take too long,” Bridget said to Clay as she carried Payton out.

      Andie watched the two leave, digesting the whole scene.

      “No tears,” Clay mumbled. “Progress.”

      “Was that Payton’s mom?” she asked.

      “What? No, Bridget’s my baby sister. She watches Payton for me.”

      “Nice of her to help you out.” She guessed that was what typical families did. Help each other. Andie didn’t have a sister and she didn’t have a functional family, so this was about as close as she’d ever get to one.

      “I just got temporary custody of Payton,” Clay explained as he pulled a copy of an apartment lease out of a kitchen drawer. Clearly he was much more prepared to be a landlord than Macey thought. “My ex isn’t a shining example of parenthood. She’s in rehab.”

      She struggled not to show her surprise that Mr. Got-It-Together would’ve been involved with someone less than perfect. “How long will you have her?”

      “Forever, I hope. Just need to get a judge to see things my way. It’s an uphill battle for a single father. Her mother has a vicious lawyer and they’ll use anything against me, but I’m doing whatever I can to argue my case.”

      “What could they possibly use against you?” Andie asked. Even compared to his friends, he seemed more stable, organized…serious.

      “Let’s see, my past, my career, even the apartment I shared with Evan. That’s one of the reasons I bought this place. That and Evan felt the need to get married.”

      “Wow. I see your point about the lawyer being vicious.” Andie leaned her shoulder against the wall, hands in her back pockets, while Clay filled in the document. “You’re good with her.”

      He frowned and shook his head. “It’s like I’m holding on to the edge of a cliff by my fingernails. She’s having a tough time with all the changes.”

      “She seemed well-adjusted. Comfortable with you.”

      “I tried to spend as much time with her over the years as I could.” His face tightened and Andie could see how much being separated from his daughter upset him. “The bigger challenge we’re facing right now is when I leave her, no matter how briefly. Transitions are hard. I think she’s afraid she’ll get taken to yet another home.”

      “Understandable,” Andie said. “That didn’t seem so bad just now.”

      “No, she was much better. Didn’t cry. Maybe you put her at ease. She seemed to like you.”

      “I’m flattered,” Andie said. “I like kids.”

      His eyebrows shot up as he pushed the lease in front of her. “You? I wouldn’t have guessed.”

      “Kids are cool. What you see is what you get. You know where you stand with them.”

      “Pretty hair’s big in Payton’s book.” Clay went over the lease terms quickly and pointed out the lines for her to initial and sign.

      “Maybe I’ll try to do her hair sometime…although I’m not sure I’ll measure up,” Andie said, scribbling her name. “I haven’t had little girls to practice on.”

      “I’ve been surrounded by girls my whole life and I still fail miserably, as you heard. I have four sisters.”

      “A big, happy family.”

      “Some days.” A frown crossed his face for a split second. “We have our problems. Same as any other family.”

      “So…when can I move in?”

      “When do you want to?”

      “That depends on whether I have to walk back to the bar to get my stuff. Assuming this place is ready now.”

      “It’s ready,” Clay said. He took the lease. With the gentlest shudder-inducing touch on her cheek, he brushed Andie’s hair back. “I suppose in addition to paying for repairs and giving you a discount on rent, you want me to give you a ride to the Shack.”

      “You’re perceptive.” She did her best to ignore his effect on her, but heat climbed up her neck. “Think of it as penance.”

      “You’re not going to let me live this down anytime soon, are you, biker girl?”

      “Not a chance.”
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        * * *

      

      Andie was officially moved in by 6:39 p.m. She’d insisted on Clay dropping her off at the Shell Shack and stayed for a couple of hours helping out in the kitchen. When Macey finished her shift, Andie caught a ride with her to Clay’s. They carried her belongings upstairs in one trip.

      “You sure you won’t come back with me for dinner?” Macey asked after they’d tossed the three bags on the bed. “We’re cooking Thai chicken.”

      “Thanks but no. You and Derek might kill me with all your domestic bliss.” She set the biggest bag, still fully packed, on the floor of the closet, preferring to dig things out as she needed them.

      Macey laughed. “I’d apologize, but…”

      “I’m happy for you guys. I just don’t do third-wheel-ness very well.”

      “Someday you’ll find the man who will make you itch to be domestic.”

      Andie put the second bag, which held all her bathroom stuff and her gun, around the corner in the bathroom. “You know me better than that.”

      Still smiling, Macey continued her crazy talk. “Settling down isn’t as bad as you think.”

      “Maybe not for normal people, but I’ve never pretended to be normal.”

      “No, I wouldn’t call you normal.”

      “I’d miss traveling. Riding. Doing whatever the hell I want to when I want to.” Which was true, even if it wasn’t the whole truth.

      “Well, if you decide you want to eat with us, come on over,” Macey said. “Dinner will be ready in less than an hour.”

      “Thanks for the offer and for helping me lug my stuff up.”

      “Everyone should be as easy to help move as you are. See you at work tomorrow.”

      Andie went to the door with Macey and saw her out. “Night. Enjoy your bliss.”

      She shut the door and registered the silence. Living on the road, sleeping in campgrounds, crappy motels, hostels, what-have-yous, she was used to not having a lot of personal space, used to having plenty of surrounding noise. She’d become accustomed to being alone in the middle of a crowd, frankly, and now, without the crowd, her ears rang. She paced.

      She went back into the bedroom and put away the contents of the third bag—paperbacks, a crossword puzzle book, a reading light, her tie-dyed teddy bear, Lyle, that went everywhere with her. In the bathroom, she unpacked the toiletries she used daily and took the gun to the bedroom. She set it under the pillow, still loaded.

      Andie went to the kitchen and considered the empty cabinets. By her standards, there was tons of space. What did people do with all this room? Buy groceries, she figured. Stock up. Feed a family.

      Not since Trevor had she gone to the trouble of grocery shopping for more than one meal at a time. When you didn’t have a fridge, there was no point in stocking up. Even back when she’d still lived with her dad, it’d been a fend-for-yourself situation for as long as she could remember. Her dad had excelled at filling the liquor cabinet and the beer fridge, but not so much the kitchen.

      She wandered aimlessly into the living room. It was early, and usually she’d get on her bike and ride when she was bored or unsettled. Her second choice was to lose herself in a book, but she was too restless to sit still and wasn’t in the mood for the book she’d been reading. She needed to find a way to get to the library on the mainland. She’d used it a lot last summer, but then the library had been
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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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