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      Dommie

      I gently squeeze the piping bag as I spin the turntable on which the perfectly frosted cake sits.

      It sends a thin thread of icing out of the metal decorating tip, and I lean in, draping it carefully along the top edge of the confection.

      Putting the finishing touches on the wedding cake that is the biggest I’ve ever made.

      Six tiers.

      Each coated in fluffy white buttercream smoothed to perfection.

      And then further decorated, each tier with a different elegant white-on-white royal icing pattern that has my hands aching.

      And my neck.

      And my shoulders.

      And my legs and ankles and feet.

      Because—one more squeeze and I carefully pull away, set the piping bag on the metal table—I’ve been at this since three in the morning.

      It’s noon now.

      And though I’ve been taking care of the rest of my duties that come with opening the bakery—namely baking the items that fill the cases so people can buy them and eat them and the business makes enough money so that I have a job (and, recently, a financial stake in the profits)—the rest of the time has been spent decorating the cake.

      Busy.

      Always.

      The job. The bakery itself. My life.

      Always busy.

      Now I have less than an hour to box up the cake, stow it safely in the walk-in, and get my butt over to class.

      I love decorating cakes.

      It’s a steady job that pays decently for a college student. It’s a future, stable career—or that’s what I tell myself, anyway.

      But it isn’t my dream.

      It isn’t⁠—

      “Did you leave any icing on the cake?”

      I’ve just finished boxing said cake—or the top tier of said giant ass wedding cake, rather. Which is lucky. Because the man’s voice has me jerking, my hand bumping into the cardboard.

      And if the man—who, unfortunately, I recognize just from that single silken question, whose voice I know (and maybe still hear in my dreams)—had made me ruin this cake—or even just one layer of it—I might very well commit hockeycide.

      As in, murder of the sexy, annoying hockey player currently leaning against the doorway that leads out into the front part of the bakery.

      Walker Laine.

      Who is standing there looking sexy with a big, strong body, tattoos and a beard. He’s wearing his typical uniform of a T-shirt and jeans that are encasing his thick thighs in a way that should be illegal.

      Cupping them lovingly.

      Reminding me how strong they are.

      Pinning me into the mattress. Holding me up as he fucks me against the wall.

      Skating like wind on the ice.

      My thighs tremble and I clench my teeth together sharply enough to send pain pulsing through my jaw. But, luckily, that jolt recenters me, and I manage to push down the hurt.

      To settle on anger.

      Something that’s made easier when I notice that his annoying, kissable lips are turned up at the edges into a smirk.

      And he has his arms crossed.

      And his freaking ankles too as he reclines back against the open door.

      Looking totally comfortable in my space. Invading my space.

      Again.

      For a man who supposedly doesn’t like making connections with women, he seems to be doing that a lot. Crowding me in the waiting room of the hospital when my mom had a health scare and I was too upset to know what I was doing, too worried and anxious to keep him at arm’s length. Driving me home after my mom turned the corner. Appearing at my mom’s house to provide backup for the vitriol she likes to lob my way. Showing up at my place to check on me when those sharp, barbed words stung deeper than they should, considering that she’s a bitter old woman and I’ve come to terms with the fact that she’s never going to be the person I need. Coming to Christmas Eve dinner, invading my family time, sitting next to me at, his thigh brushing mine, his arm pressing close, his scent in my nose. And now at…

      My place of work.

      A-fucking-gain.

      So, yeah, rage makes the hurt disappear, and I narrow my eyes at him, pick up the boxed cake, and carry it to the walk-in refrigerator, stowing it on the shelf with the rest of the tiers. Tomorrow I’ll stay late to finish everything up before going with Roy, our delivery guy, to the venue to set up the cake.

      After which, I’ll live with my hands in buckets of ice for twenty-four hours.

      Sighing, I stand inside the walk-in and wipe my aching hands on my apron, which—as a certain annoying hockey player had pointed out—is covered in a small amount of icing.

      Okay, a lot of icing.

      Probably it’s a comment on me that I work so messily. God knows, my mom says so. Messy life, messy mind. Which is fucking hilarious. Because my mom is a fucking disaster and just…

      Not a good person.

      That’s why I ignore her shit and embrace my messiness—or try to, anyway.

      Because it’s not always that simple.

      Parents—mothers—have the ability to wound deeply without even trying.

      So, my apartment is clean. My car is immaculate. My aprons are…trashed. That’s me.

      And, more importantly, my cakes are perfect, even if I wear a piping bag’s worth of icing each and every time I finish decorating⁠—

      “Ack!”

      I ran into a brick wall.

      No. Okay, fine. I ran into a brick-headed hockey player.

      “What the fuck, Walker?” I snap, brushing off his hands, which come up to steady me—ugh, why does he have to be nice?—and start to move by him.

      Even though he’s smaller than a lot of the guys on the Breakers, Walker still takes up a lot of space. Or maybe that’s only in my head. It’s just…he seems big, too big, and he sucks all the air out of the room, and…he made me feel⁠—

      It doesn’t matter.

      What I felt that night doesn’t matter.

      Not when it comes to one Walker Laine.

      “I need to talk to you,” he says, snagging my arm, halting my escape.

      “I think we’ve done all the talking we need to do,” I snap, yanking free.

      Regret careens across his face, marring the beautiful features.

      Because once I thought that his invading my life meant something, that he might want something special with me.

      Not just a place to stick his dick or free cookies or a woman to clean up his shit.

      I thought he might want…me.

      Just Dommie.

      Just a girl who’s no one special being wanted by a man who⁠—

      Made it abundantly clear a future that included wanting me wasn’t in the cards for him.

      “Sunlight—”

      Yeah, no.

      Calling me that, now, after what he said and how he pushed me away and…all he made me feel?

      I can deal with the invading of my life, the annoying presence when I’m capable of handling my own shit. I can even deal with him showing up at my place. He wants to fix my sink? Sure, knock himself out.

      But calling me Sunlight?

      That can’t happen.

      And certainly not in that gentle voice paired with his hand lifting, fingers trailing down my throat.

      That was what had given me the stupid hope, the thoughts of a future that might be.

      That was what had hurt so fucking much when reality had smacked me back into my place.

      “Don’t,” I snap.

      His eyes flare with annoyance. “Dommie⁠—”

      I don’t focus on that. I can’t. Not when my gaze slides over his shoulder and I see the door to the walk-in slowly swinging shut.

      Shit.

      I lurch for it but I’m too late.

      It closes with a soft click.

      One that can’t even begin to demonstrate how fucked I am.

      Because the door to the walk-in is broken. Because the freaking handle that’s supposed to function to let someone out if the door shut on them doesn’t actually work.

      Because now I’m trapped in this goddamned giant refrigerator with Walker Laine.

      “Shit!” I hiss, moving over to the handle and jabbing at it anyway.

      No surprise, the door doesn’t move.

      “What’s wrong?” he asks.

      I glare over my shoulder at him, hoping he can see my fury in the dim overhead lights. “We’re trapped,” I growl. “The handle is broken, so we can’t get out.”

      He’s standing beneath one of those bulbs and I watch his brows drag together. “That seems dangerous. What if you’re stuck in here and nobody is working?”

      I let my glare intensify. “Well, I’m not normally confronted by annoying hockey players in the walk-in.”

      A beat as he appears unfazed by my laser eyes. “That didn’t really answer my question, baby.”

      Baby. Ugh. Why does that send a flutter through my insides?

      I turn back, wrestle with the handle again. “I’m always just in and out,” but I’m unable to keep my gaze from his.

      And those brows flick up, seeming to say, “That didn’t really answer my question either.”

      I huff out a sigh. “Normally, I just call one of the other employees for help and they would come and let me out.”

      “So why don’t you do that?”

      Silence.

      Annoying, long silence before I have to admit, “I don’t have my phone.”

      His mouth quirks.

      I hate him.

      Detest him.

      And I still think his little smirk is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

      “I have my phone,” he says, pulling it out of his pocket and holding it up.

      Thank God because—if I’m being truthful—I’m not sure I can yell loudly enough for them to hear me out front.

      “But…” He tucks it away again, his voice transforming into velvet.

      “What?” I ask, dread gathering in my belly.

      That smirk widens.

      “I’ll only let you use it if you agree to go on a date with me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Dommie

      “You’ve made it clear that you don’t date,” I say, proud that my voice is even, that it doesn’t betray the emotions in my belly, the feelings that are raking along the insides of my heart.

      He shrugs.

      Shrugs!

      But it’s his words that are the actual mindfuck.

      “I was wrong.”

      He was wrong?

      Is he actually serious right now?

      “Look,” I say, rubbing my forehead, at the throb blooming right above my left eyebrow, “just give me the phone and I’ll call someone to let us out.”

      “Italian?” he asks, typing away at the screen of his cell. “I know a place that makes handmade pasta every day. You love a cacio e pepe, right? I’ve heard theirs is off the chart.”

      More typing.

      But I barely register it because…cacio e pepe.

      How the fuck does he know that?

      “And they have a cannoli that’s delicious”—his deep brown eyes lift from the screen of his cell, hit mine—“not as delicious as yours though, Sunlight.”

      “Don’t,” I hiss.

      His gaze drops back down onto the screen. “You have class until five today, right?”

      Another blip in my belly.

      Because normally I go till three. Except once a month when I go to office hours and get out at⁠—

      “So,” he goes on, “I’ll swing by your apartment at five-thirty.”

      —five.

      I exhale shakily.

      “We can eat early and get you home with plenty of time to do your homework and still have a full night’s sleep before you have to be back here.”

      My heart is pounding a million miles per hour.

      But…I hold on to the anger, lift my chin, and say, “You’ve lost your fucking mind.”

      He ignores me—and my anger—and taps a few more times. “There,” he says. “Reservation made.”

      My mouth drops open. Then closes. “I’m not going to dinner with you,” I grit out.

      He leans against the metal wall and makes a deliberate show of tucking his phone away. “Then I guess we’re both staying here for the foreseeable future.”

      I glare at him.

      He grins. “Good thing I’m used to the cold.”

      This man is un-fucking-believable.

      But I’ve made it my life mission—as of two seconds ago—to not give into assholes.

      So instead of engaging further, I turn back to the door, willing my MacGyver skills to full strength. I can fashion a screwdriver out of one of the cake skewers and a piece of one of the shelves.

      Totally.

      Or I’ll just use my Hulk strength to rip it to pieces.

      No problem.

      I stifle a groan, resist the urge to drop my head against the walk-in’s metal door then to lift it again, then drop it again…and do it over and over until I’m in blissful unconsciousness.

      “Bashing your head is going to hurt.”

      I freeze even though I know I didn’t say that out loud.

      Because…what the actual fuck?

      I have MacGyver and Hulk skills and he’s…Dr. Strange?

      And clearly, I’ve spent too many hours left to my own devices in the back of this fucking bakery because I’ve gone delusional.

      I sigh and drop my head forward, not gently either.

      But before it can make contact with the metal panel, a palm hits my shoulder, drawing me back, another sliding around to the front of my face, cupping my forehead.

      Stopping me before my forehead thunks against the door.

      “Don’t,” he murmurs. “Don’t do that, baby.”

      My heart thuds and I try to stop my body from melting against him, really I do.

      But even though I lock my knees and tense my abs, I still do the same dumbass shit.

      I melt.

      Against him.

      His hands move, arms shifting, wrapping around me, wrapping me in a big, warm, strong hockey player.

      His scent fills my nose, reminding me of that night. When he filled me to the brim. When he rocked my world. When he made me think that⁠—

      “Let go,” I whisper.

      “Don’t hurt yourself,” he orders.

      “Because that’s your job?” I ask.

      His body tenses around me, hands tightening, muscles in his arms standing out sharply in relief. “That was below the belt, Sunlight.”

      “Let me go,” I counter even as a tiny blip of guilt winds through my belly. He hurt me. He pushed me away. He deserves it.

      A sigh that ruffles through my hair. “Go to dinner with me.”

      “I don’t negotiate with terrorists.”

      His sigh turns into a chuckle. “You know I’ll show up anyway.”

      I do know this.

      Unfortunately.

      “Give me your phone,” I order.

      He spins me in the circle of his arms, chocolate eyes on mine. “Five-thirty, baby?”

      Baby.

      Fuck. Why does that make me shiver?

      His eyes warm, going full on melted chocolate. “Yeah,” he murmurs. “Five-thirty.”

      I open my mouth to snap at him, but he’s moving, reaching into his pocket, pulling out his cell and setting it into my palm.

      Fine.

      The man can be delusional and think I’ve just agreed to going on his stupid date.

      I’ll just…be mysteriously absent from my apartment at five-thirty.

      Only...why do I have the sinking sensation that this man will track me down?

      Before I can worry about that, though, I’m glancing down at the phone in my palm, hitting the button on the side and preparing to ask him to unlock the screen.

      Only it doesn’t light up.

      I press the button again.

      Still black.

      This man is messing with me.

      I hold the button down on the side, wait to see the logo pop up on the screen.

      Only nothing happens.

      Okay, well something does.

      But it’s not what I want to happen.

      A battery symbol appears, empty except for a narrow strip of red at the bottom.

      What. The. Actual. Fuck?

      “What’s the delay, Sunlight?” he asks, mouth twitching. “Unless you want to have our date in this fridge? I’m cool with it”—he smirks—“you can just cuddle up to me when you get cold.”

      There’s a little cord symbol on the screen.

      Telling me to. Plug. It. In.

      Because the fucking battery is dead.

      D.E.A.D.

      Dead.

      Like this goddamned sexy hockey player in front of me is about to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Walker

      She turns to me and for a second, I have the urge to step back.

      Out of arm’s reach.

      Then I remember myself.

      Remember who I am.

      Remember that I outweigh this tiny woman by at least a hundred pounds, and have a good six inches on her.

      I can crush her like a bug.

      Any time I touch her, I have to pay attention to my strength, have to make sure I don’t hurt her.

      Because it would be too easy.

      Only I had hurt her.

      Just not physically.

      Guilt razors through me.

      I have my reasons for handling Dommie the way I had—not that I’m trying to justify them or discount that I had hurt her or that she felt that way in the first place. I just…

      Have my reasons.

      She lifts her hands like she’s going to shove me then stops, clenches them into fists at her sides, my cell clutched in one so tightly I swear that I hear it creak in protest.

      “Are you fucking serious right now?” she yells.

      My brows drag together because…that’s escalated quickly. “What are you talking about, baby?”

      Now her hand comes up, so fast that I rock back.

      But she’s not trying to hurt me.

      She’s…showing me my phone. Something I’ve seen before. Okaaay.

      I shrug. “Just make the call, Sunlight.”

      Her coffee-colored eyes narrow. “I would love to”—she makes air quotes—“make the call. But I freaking can’t.”

      “Oh,” I say, reaching for the cell, realizing that the screen’s locked and she won’t know my passcode.

      When it doesn’t automatically light up, when I slip it from her hand, I press the button on the side.

      Nothing happens.

      What—?

      I press the button again, then again, and once more for good measure, like I somehow forgot how to push things and need to hone my skills by practicing on repeat. Or maybe it’s more like if I keep doing it that’s going to somehow change the outcome.

      But, newsflash, nothing changes.

      I jab at the button, this time holding it down, waiting for my cell to boot up.

      Something finally happens.

      Just not what I want to happen.

      “It’s dead,” I mutter.

      “Yeah, genius,” she snaps. “It’s fucking dead.”

      I look around the inside of the walk-in, as though I can summon up a charger and an outlet. But it’s just shelf after shelf of confection—some in white cardboard boxes, but most sitting in huge metal trays, their rainbow of colors of display.

      Something this bakery was known for.

      Delicious beauty.

      Theo told me that Dommie came up with the branding when she signed on as partner in the bakery and the owner, Ren, let her take the lead in the refresh. Just like she came up with the logo that’s now stamped onto those white cardboard boxes. Rebranding. Changing recipes. Social media strategy. She worked her ass off to improve the business and it’s turning record profits, so much so, that Ren has been able to step back for the first time in decades.

      And Dommie’s done it mostly by working hard, but also by leaning into the beauty of the desserts, decorating even the simplest cupcake with intricate touches that make them tiny works of art that are documented on social media.

      And then are eaten.

      Those beautiful desserts have become staples of this shop.

      And the reason she’s become a partner.

      No surprise, because—despite the example set by their mother—the Moreno siblings all work their asses off in their separate pursuits.

      They don’t shy away from difficult tasks or long hours or hustling to get ahead.

      Considering that’s how I managed my current pursuit, I respect that energy.

      But she’s also a full-time college student, and she helps take care of her mother (because even though the Moreno matriarch is not a family favorite, her children aren’t shoving her into a home like I would have).

      Doctor’s appointments.

      Food in her fridge.

      Looking after their younger brother—something made easier now that Jer has graduated high school and is taking a gap year to travel the world.

      And running a business and getting straight As—because of course she is.

      And…being locked in a walk-in refrigerator without a jacket and goose bumps prickling on her skin and…

      A dead phone.

      I look from the screen to her eyes, the gold flakes in them reminiscent of sunlight glinting off glass, blinding me with their beauty.

      Blinding me with her rage.

      But then her lids slide closed and she drops her chin to her chest, exhaling deeply.

      Banking that anger.

      Tucking away her emotions.

      I saw her sister do that a lot before she and Theo got together, before she had someone to take her back when shit got real.

      Eva doesn’t do that shit anymore—mostly because Theo won’t let her.

      I’m not about to let Dommie continue on that same toxic path.

      Definitely not now, when things have…

      Changed.

      I’ll leave it at that.

      I couldn’t pursue Dommie a few months ago, not really—because reasons—but shit is different now, and I’m done with watching her kill herself.

      “Don’t,” I order softly.

      She frowns.

      “Don’t hide yourself from me.”

      That frown deepens.

      “You’re pissed,” I say. “That’s fine. You’re allowed to be pissed at me. I came into your space and got you locked in a giant refrigerator.”

      Her eyes narrow. “So, once we get out of here,. you’re going to leave me alone?”

      “Fuck no,” I tell her. “We have dinner reservations.”

      Golden sparks flashing, turning into molten sunshine.

      Fury.

      Sexy as fuck.

      Is it weird that I want her to yell at me some more? That I want her to yell at me until I lose patience and kiss the sass right out of her?

      Probably.

      But as she shivers, arms crossing over her chest, I remember that I have bigger problems.

      A fridge handle that doesn’t work.

      An empty kitchen beyond.

      A cell phone with a dead battery.

      And a woman I want to be mine…

      Who’s cold.
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      We have dinner reservations.

      Fucking dinner reservations.

      This asshole has us trapped and his phone is dead and it’s getting cold in here, especially when I’m not moving, when I’m not hefting big ass bags of flour and huge mixing bowls and trays laden with desserts, when I’m not tensing every single muscle in my body, holding perfectly still except for my hands, trying to get the perfect drape of royal icing.

      I shiver, rub my hands along the outsides of my bare arms.

      Short sleeves and walk-ins aren’t the greatest.

      Neither are annoying hockey players and empty kitchens.

      Or—

      “Come here.”

      I blink, not processing the words before he’s wrapping his arms around me, bringing his big, strong—warm—body against mine.

      “What—”

      But his hand is already on the back of my head, pressing my face to his throat.

      He immediately hisses and I tense, but he doesn’t release me as he rumbles, “Your nose is cold.”

      “Yeah,” I grumble, even though my heart is launching itself against my ribcage, even though my pulse is pounding in my veins, the thrumming noise so damned loud in my ears that I can barely hear myself continuing talking, throwing out sass because it’s the only way to survive an Attack by Sexy Hockey Player. “That’s what happens when someone locks me in a refrigerator in only a T-shirt.”

      “And a filthy apron that’s probably getting my clothes filthy.”

      “You deserve it,” I grit out.

      “Damn right I do.” A rough chuckle, his hand smoothing up and down my back, using friction to warm me, even though the moment his body had engulfed mine, the cold couldn’t begin to bother me, anyway (hello, Elsa, I see you walking into the party like you own the damn thing).

      Losing it, Dommie,

      Yup.

      “But I won’t take all the credit for the locking,” he says. “It’s not like I ripped the handle off to keep you locked up, evil genius style.”

      “I wouldn’t put that past you,” I mutter.

      Another chuckle, this one taking on the slightest bit of silk. “If I’d known locking you in here was the fastest way to get you into my arms again, I would have done it weeks ago.”

      I narrow my eyes, but I can’t glare at him, not like I want to, not with him still holding me close, one hand still gently rubbing my back, the other sliding into my hair, dislodging my bun, weaving into the tendrils at my nape and keeping my face in his throat.

      The spicy scent of him.

      The stubble of his beard catching in my hair.

      The broad, warm strength.

      The hold that is firm and confident.

      All of it is…nice.

      Okay, fine, it’s more than nice. It’s fucking intoxicating. It brings all the memories, the sensations, the yearning to the forefront of my mind.

      And I barely survived it the first time around.

      And that was…barely anything at all.

      No. It was nothing at all.

      “So,” he says, apparently not in any hurry to let me go even though I’ve gone stiff, the memories, the embarrassment eating at my insides, “how long until someone realizes the kitchen is empty?”

      I pause, considering that.

      It’s midmorning, and I’ve only got one staffer out front.

      Another is supposed to come in to help with the afternoon rush because when the middle school—located just a couple of blocks over—lets out, the kids beeline here to load up on goodies.

      Great for the bottom line.

      Not so good for the chaos they sometimes create.

      Eleven to fourteen-year-olds are not for the faint of heart.

      So, how long until Sonya notices I didn’t come out to say goodbye before leaving for my classes?

      Will she notice?

      Or will Tom when he comes in?

      Or will neither of them realize that my stuff is still in the kitchen and my car in the lot but that I’m missing?

      I sigh.

      The last one. I know it.

      They won’t realize that we’re locked in here until they come to restock the cases in preparation for the middle schoolers’ hollow legs.

      “Fuck,” I mutter, dropping my head more heavily against Walker’s shoulder.

      Stupid.

      But also…fuck.

      “The answer is that good?” he asks softly.

      I just groan in response.

      Silence, but those hands are still moving—one through my hair, one at my back. Then his voice goes light. “At least we won’t starve?”

      I groan again, finally finding the strength to lift my head from all of that warmth, to slip away from the firm, confident hold. He lets me go this time, allows me to step out of his embrace, but he doesn’t really step away, so even though I put some distance between us, he’s still right there.

      Right freaking there.

      Gorgeous even in the dim lights of the fridge, the shadows highlighting the strong lines of his nose, his jaw, the fading scar on his cheek.

      I had gently kissed that scar, not long after the stitches had come out, the line red and angry instead of the pale pink it was now.

      I look away, shove down the urge to kiss it again.

      To soothe the old hurt.

      This man is the one who cuts—he doesn’t need soothing.

      Which is why I don’t launch myself back into his arms when the cool air begins to creep in.

      It’s why I allow my back to find the cold steel of the fridge door, why I allow my knees to buckle as I sink down onto the floor.

      Why I curl up into a ball and bury my face in my arms.

      And pretend this isn’t happening.

      Because that’s all I have the strength to do.

      Hide. Pretend it doesn’t hurt.

      And
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

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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