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        She’s falling in love. He’s just playing a part.
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      When Adeline Baker was told that big-time Hollywood actor, Eli Hunt, wanted to film a movie in Starlight Ridge—and inside her small chocolate shop—she told them they were crazy. But the film crew arrived, and Eli Hunt with them, and fantasy quickly became reality. Adeline knew Eli would be charming—she’d read the magazines and seen the interviews—but she’d underestimated the pull he’d have on her. Too bad she couldn’t trust a word that came out of his mouth, because there was one thing Eli was famous for. He never stepped out of character while filming a movie—even off set.

      

      The first time Eli Hunt had visited Starlight Ridge, he’d known he’d found the setting for his next romantic drama. The mild winter weather and small-town beach community was exactly what he was looking for. The pretty owner of the local chocolate shop hadn’t hurt either. But as filming commences, Eli realizes he has a problem. He feels more chemistry with Adeline than his co-star. To make matters worse, he can’t step out of character. And the longer he spends with her, the more he desperately wishes he could.

      

      It will take trust and courage for Adeline and Eli to step outside their roles and discover if what they have is real, or if it is merely a Hollywood illusion.
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      Eli zipped up his jacket and shoved his hands into its pockets as he walked the beach. The crisp October air teased him, letting up one moment, then attacking the next. It had been warm the previous day when he’d arrived in the small coastal town, but it seemed he wouldn’t be able to count on weather like that every day. He glanced up at the clouds that were quickly rolling in. At least there wouldn’t be snow. That had been one reason he’d chosen Starlight Ridge for his debut as a producer—he’d be able to film through the winter rather than wait for spring, when the story was supposed to take place.

      The sun was just beginning to lower, and he saw several surfers out on the water, wetsuits covering them from head to toe. He shivered just thinking of how freezing the water must be.

      A golden retriever darted in front of Eli, seemingly coming out of nowhere, spraying him with sand. The dog’s owner jogged after it, calling for Donna to come back, while glancing over his shoulder and apologizing profusely to Eli. The man was a bit older than Eli, with specks of gray showing through his dark hair, but he seemed to recognize the actor, doing a double take as he continued to chase Donna.

      Eli was used to that reaction—the second glance. Most people recognized him but couldn’t decide where they’d seen him before. He’d had people approach him and ask if they had gone to college together, and there had been that one lady who had sworn he had been the man she’d kissed at a New Year’s Eve party the previous year. She’d berated him on the street in front of a couple dozen people for leaving without her number. Eli hadn’t blamed the real New Year’s Eve culprit for slipping out of the party digitless. He would have too.

      Of course, many of the witnesses on that street corner had known who he was, and by the next day, the gossip had ended up splashed across the internet, despite his assurances that he had been at a small gathering with his wife on the evening in question. Others had corroborated his story, but no one seemed to care.

      Eli had hoped to escape some of that scrutiny here in Starlight Ridge, a town that seemed far removed from the rest of the world.

      Judging by the backward glances the man with the dog was still throwing his way, he realized it had been wishful thinking.

      He took a long breath, relishing the salty air, then turned to head back toward the bed and breakfast that his screenwriter, Leanne, owned. Or her family owned it, anyway. Everything about it, from the white wraparound porch to the palm trees that lined the property, added to the picturesque town, and Eli had already received permission to feature the business in several scenes.

      Before he was able to take more than a couple of steps, his phone burst to life. Eli pulled the phone from his pocket and glanced at the screen. It was his lawyer, Jonathan. Eli didn’t want to answer it, wishing he could just take a couple of days to de-stress.

      While filming a movie, Eli had to act as if he were someone else, while wishing he could just be himself. But when filming ended and he was himself again, he tended to wish he were someone else. It was a vicious cycle.

      Eli turned back toward the ocean and stopped next to the water’s edge. His gaze scanned the area. Further down the beach, people seemed to be gathering, setting out chairs and blankets, but no one was within listening range. This would likely be a conversation that needed to be kept private.

      Steeling himself for what Jonathan had to tell him, he managed to answer the call before it went to voicemail.

      “Jonny,” Eli said. “Please tell me you have good news.” He could hear the lawyer clear his throat on the other end of the call. Eli had learned to read Jonathan’s mannerisms over the past few years, and throat clearing was never a good sign.

      “She wants more,” Jonathan said after a moment, skipping any pleasantries. That was one thing Eli had always appreciated about the lawyer—he didn’t beat around the bush. On the rare occasion, Jonathan sent the bush up in flames, preferring to throw whatever awful news he had out into the open and watch it burn. But at least then it was over quickly.

      This time, Eli thought he would have preferred a little small talk first—something to help cushion the blow. “How can she want more?” he asked. “I don’t have anything left. The house and half of my money isn’t enough for Diane?”

      “Apparently not,” Jonathan said, his tone devoid of humor.

      “Did you tell her lawyer that I’ve been couch surfing for the past month?” Eli was certain that his friends would be happy to give a statement, if for no other reason than to help the man move on. He’d needed the company of friends, rather than the bleakness of an empty hotel room. However, some of their wives had been complaining about the third toothbrush and the bag of clothes that had taken up residence. Not to mention the guest that accompanied them. It wasn’t like they didn’t have plenty of room—“couch surfing” was a loose term, considering the guest bedrooms he’d been staying in were nicer than most luxury suites. But his presence was still causing some disruptions, and Eli didn’t want to stay where he wasn’t wanted.

      “Yes, I told her, but it was a moot point, because Diane isn’t after more money.”

      Eli felt a surge of relief flow through him, but it was quickly followed by a wave of panic. What else could his wife be after? Ex-wife, he reminded himself. Or nearly. Eli had hoped to get all this cleared up before he left LA, and he couldn’t stall any longer, not if he wanted to get production under way.

      And then it hit him.

      “Oh, no. She doesn’t want—”

      “The car. Yes.”

      Not the Tesla.

      Eli sat down hard in the sand. The cold seeped through his pants, but he didn’t pay it any attention. “She has plenty of money now. Why doesn’t she just buy her own?”

      Even as he asked the question, he already knew the answer.

      “Because it wouldn’t be your Tesla,” Jonathan said, echoing Eli’s thoughts. “And Mr. Musk refuses to make another.”

      Eli’s car had been specially made—one of a kind—as a gift after he’d won his Oscar. And it was the only thing he’d cared about keeping throughout this entire debacle.

      But it seemed Diane wouldn’t stop until she got it. He didn’t know how he could have been so blinded, so disillusioned when he’d first met her. It had been at the premiere for one of his movies—she had been invited as a guest by one of the other actors—and she’d showed up in ripped jeans and a camo T-shirt. Diane did things her way, throwing caution to the wind—just the type of woman Eli needed. She was someone who could keep up with him.

      They had married only two months later. Now that he looked back, he could see the warning signs, but at the time, he’d seen her commanding nature as strength. She could hold up under pressure and be okay when he would go radio silent for months at a time. Eli had warned her that life with him wouldn’t be easy. As a method actor, he would completely immerse himself in a role and cut off ties until filming was complete. But Diane had said she could handle it, as long as she had him more months than he was gone.

      Eli had kept his promise, and he’d even cut back on his production schedule so he could spend more time at home. But it seemed that in the end, she had actually preferred it when he was gone. Diane had enjoyed the lifestyle Eli’s money offered more than Eli himself.

      And this was just further proof.

      “Give it to her,” he said.

      There was silence on the other end of the call, then, “I’m sorry?”

      “Give her the car. Tell her that if she’ll sign the papers within twenty-four hours, she can have it.”

      More silence.

      “I don’t think that is wise,” his lawyer finally said. “I’ve said it before, but you don’t listen. The more you give that woman, the more she asks of you. It’s like you don’t trust me to get you what you need.”

      Eli used his free hand to scoop up sand, then let it sift through his fingers. His lips tilted up into a small smile. “Awww, so you do care.”

      Johnathan harrumphed. “Of course I do. And I don’t like to see women like that win. They take advantage of nice guys like you.”

      Eli knew Johnathan was right. But he also didn’t have the energy to drag this on forever. The longer it took, the longer Diane would be in his life. “I do trust you. That’s why you’ve been my lawyer for the past four years. You’re the best. But I also don’t have time to deal with her right now. I need to start shooting this movie before Christmas, and preferably before Thanksgiving.”

      “Fine,” Johnathan relented, though not without some grumbling. “But you know that this will make you more of a target for women like her. They’ll see how you gave in to Diane, and then they’ll be after some of the same.”

      Eli snorted. “I highly doubt that.”

      “How do you figure?”

      He stood, brushing the sand from his pants. “They’ll also know that she took everything and there isn’t anything left for them to come after.”

      Jonathan didn’t have a rebuttal for that line of logic, so he promised to have the papers signed by the end of the next day. Eli tried to ignore the pang he felt when he thought of his car in the hands of that woman.

      He shoved his phone back into his pocket, noticing that more people had gathered at the other end of the beach. They were all talking and laughing, though also looking out toward the ocean. Eli could understand why. As the sun set, reds and oranges, mixed with a dark shade of pink, stretched out across the sky. The colors reflected off the water, making it seem the ocean was on fire.

      Eli soaked it in, longing to feel at peace with his crazy, messed-up world. But, as he sat there in the cold sand, peace eluded him, leaving only loneliness.

      And just like that, he couldn’t wait to start filming. At least then he could be someone else, pretending that, despite his character’s shortcomings, in the end it would all work out—he would meet the love of his life, the owner of a small chocolate shop, and she would love him forever.

      Even if Eli couldn’t have a happily-ever-after, his character, Benjamin, could. And Eli owed it to Benjamin to give the performance of a lifetime.
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      Music pumped from speakers in the back of Adeline’s chocolate shop as she boxed up a fresh batch of chile truffles. She’d probably get another complaint from Davis, the neighboring hardware store owner and her childhood rival. It wasn’t the volume of the music that bothered Davis, but the type of music. Apparently he didn’t want to listen to reggae at eight o’clock in the morning—or at any other time, for that matter. But it set the tone for the rest of Adeline’s day. After listening to those Jamaican beats, she could handle anything that was thrown her way.

      She had challenged Davis to listen to one full song and not smile. He’d accepted the challenge and won. Adeline had been baffled. How could anyone listen to reggae and not want to dance or learn how to play the bongo? Adeline had reluctantly given him a free box of chocolates as a reward and promised that she wouldn’t turn on her music before eight-thirty. She had snuck it on a few minutes early this morning—ten minutes wouldn’t make much of a difference.

      The sounds of pounding on the back door to Adeline’s shop told her otherwise.

      “Fine, I’m turning it down,” she yelled. Adeline turned the music down a few notches, then resumed her packaging.

      There was more pounding.

      “Really?” she grumbled, the effects of the music wearing off. All she needed was an hour to find her zen and she’d be good for the rest of the day. Adeline slipped off her disposable gloves and threw them in the trash as she made her way to the back door.

      “I turned it down, Davis.” Her words died when she opened the door and saw it wasn’t him, but Jessie. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, making her gray hairs more apparent. She wore a bright jogging suit, her cheeks pink from exertion. “Oh, hey, Jess. Sorry, I thought it was—”

      “Davis. Yes, I know,” Jessie finished for her. She laughed. “When will you two learn to play nice?”

      “Hey, I play nice,” Adeline protested. “But just because he doesn’t appreciate good music doesn’t mean the rest of us have to suffer.”

      Jessie’s grin didn’t waver. “Last month you snuck into his apartment above the shop while he was helping a customer and hid a speaker under his bed. It scared him half to death when it came blaring to life, reggae music filling his bedroom at the crack of dawn instead of the usual alarm.”

      Adeline tried to look sorry for it but didn’t quite pull it off. “That was probably one of my top ten pranks. And if you ask anyone in town, they’ll agree with you.” She paused, taking in Jessie’s attire. “Did you take up running or something?”

      “You like it?” Jessie said, holding out her arms and turning like she was in a fashion show. “I thought that after delivering pastries to the bed and breakfast each morning, I should start throwing in a little oceanside jog. It’s good for the endorphins, you know.”

      “So I’ve heard.” Adeline smiled. “But the ocean is that way.” She pointed toward the front of her shop.

      Jessie waved a hand through the air. “I’ve been there, done that. Already finished with my run. But when I saw the light on in your store, I had to stop. You won’t believe the news I heard while at the bed and breakfast.”

      Of course. Jessie was one of the sweetest women in town, but she also knew everything about everyone, and she loved to pass on that knowledge.

      Adeline glanced at her phone. Only thirty minutes until she unlocked the front door. She opened the door wider and nodded inside. “Why don’t we talk while I finish boxing up this chocolate.”

      “Do you have any duds that you need taken off your hands?” Jessie asked, stepping past.

      Adeline didn’t, but she could ‘accidentally’ dent a few for Jessie’s sake. “Sure do.” She walked over to the worktable where her chocolates were spread out on parchment paper. “What flavor are you in the mood for? Chile?”

      Jessie winced. “I don’t think my stomach could handle it this early in the morning. Do you have any mint?”

      Adeline continued to the end of the table and poked at a few of the darker truffles. “Yeah, these look like they could use a loving home.”

      “Oh, you didn’t need to ruin perfectly good ones,” Jessie said, though she looked delighted that Adeline had.

      “So, what’s this amazing news you have to tell me?” Adeline asked as she placed Jessie’s chocolates in a small box. “I have to warn you, though, if it’s about Leanne and Isaac’s engagement, I already know. She called me last night.”

      “Oh, no, that’s old news.”

      Adeline didn’t bring up that they’d only gotten engaged the previous afternoon. If the engagement that had been in the making for fifteen years—and nearly didn’t happen—was old news, whatever Jessie knew must be earth shattering.

      Jessie leaned forward, an excited glint in her eyes. “Leanne’s script is finally being made into a movie. Like, a genuine Hollywood movie. She’s named it Amaretto. Doesn’t it sound dreamy?”

      Oh.

      Why hadn’t Leanne said anything the previous evening? Adeline’s heart sank, but she tried to look happy for Leanne—becoming a famous screenwriter had been a childhood dream. But she also knew that Leanne’s fiancé, Isaac, wouldn’t want to leave Starlight Ridge. He wasn’t a big-city kind of guy, preferring surfing the coastal waves. Adeline wondered how he was taking the news.

      “So…when are they moving out to LA?” she asked, cautious.

      Jessie hadn’t lost her enthusiasm, which Adeline didn’t understand. Why wasn’t she more devastated that Leanne and Isaac would be leaving them?

      “That’s the best part. They aren’t going anywhere.”

      That should have made Adeline feel relieved, but instead it made her feel worse. If Leanne was going to try to balance Hollywood and family life, it wouldn’t work. It certainly hadn’t for Adeline’s father. She wouldn’t wish on anyone what her own family had gone through.

      “I guess if Isaac is okay with her traveling a lot…” She trailed off when she saw Jessie was already shaking her head.

      “You don’t understand. They don’t have to go anywhere because the movie is going to be filmed here. In Starlight Ridge. Not only that, but you’ll never guess who is starring in it.”

      Adeline was afraid to ask.

      When she didn’t respond, Jessie said, “Eli Hunt.” She paused dramatically, allowing the name to register. “In fact, he’s in town. Right. Now.”

      Adeline sank onto a stool near the counter. This was terrible. How could something like this have happened? Since Adeline’s father had left them, her mother had purposely kept her from the Hollywood life. And now it had landed in Adeline’s lap.

      “You…don’t look as excited as you should,” Jessie said, now looking more concerned than giddy.

      “I am,” Adeline said, plastering on a smile. “Leanne deserves every good thing that comes her way, considering how long and hard she worked for this.”

      Jessie raised an eyebrow. “Yes, she does deserve it, but this is an amazing thing for our town as well. It will put us on the map, so to speak. Once this movie comes out, how much do you want to bet—and I know how you love your bets—that we’ll have so many tourists, it will set us up for the next decade?”

      That was probably true, with a big name like Eli Hunt attached to it. But was it awful that she’d prefer things stay the way they were, even if it meant scrimping and saving to get through their off season?

      Probably. But she’d prefer Starlight Ridge remain undetected—untouched. Unmaimed. Because that was what Hollywood did to everything it touched—left it worse off than before.

      “You’re right,” Adeline said, handing Jessie the small box of chocolates. “This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I just hope that Eli Hunt knows what he’s getting himself into, coming to Starlight Ridge.” She grinned, hoping it came across as genuine, and didn’t let it slip until after Jessie had left, already snacking on the chocolates before she’d even made it outside.

      Adeline frowned as she finished boxing up the rest of the chocolates.

      So, Eli Hunt was in Starlight Ridge. She hoped he wouldn’t get too comfortable, because the last thing their small town needed was to be overrun by those Hollywood types. Especially good-looking ones.
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      It had only been a few days since Jessie’s early morning visit, but Adeline was already seeing the effects. She drummed her fingers on the counter. Only two customers had been in that day. Two. Ever since Mr. Hollywood had showed up in town, it seemed no one had time for chocolate anymore. She glanced at her phone. Three thirty. Adeline had already had a lunch break. And a midday snack break. She’d cleaned her store.

      Twice.

      Sigh.

      Excited voices erupted outside her store, and she peered out the front window. A small crowd had gathered outside Davis’s hardware store. That could only mean one thing.

      Eli Hunt was buying lumber. Or a new toilet seat. Or he just really loved how half the town followed him around everywhere so they could bask in his presence.

      Adeline snorted. Looked like it was time for another break. She didn’t even bother coming up with an excuse for this one. She just needed to put distance between her and the Hollywood Heartthrob.

      Her gaze settled on the box of chocolates she’d been meaning to take over to Leanne to congratulate her and Isaac on the engagement. Looked like she’d have an excuse after all.

      Adeline flipped the sign on her front door, letting folks know she’d be back in an hour, grabbed a light jacket, then slipped out the back door so she could walk behind the boardwalk stores undetected.

      She could hear the excited chatter as she moved quietly along, knowing she shouldn’t judge her friends for their reaction to Eli Hunt’s presence and the fact that he was shooting a movie in their small town. This was the most exciting thing that had ever happened in Starlight Ridge.

      But she still couldn’t help the feeling of disappointment that her town was no different than the rest of the world—starstruck.

      It wasn’t fifteen minutes before the bed and breakfast came into view. Leanne was training with her dad so she could manage the place on her own and hopefully own it one day.

      As Adeline approached, her footsteps slowed. The front door of the bed and breakfast was wide open, and that wasn’t normal. She took the porch steps two at a time, the box of chocolates tucked under one arm, cautious as she entered through the open doorway. A quick glance told her no one was at the front desk, and she moved to shut the door. It groaned at the effort, stubbornly refusing to move.

      “Don’t worry about the door,” Leanne said, descending the staircase that led to the guest rooms upstairs. “Something to do with the hinges.”

      Without the help of the sun, it felt ten degrees cooler inside than it had outside, and Adeline’s jacket wasn’t enough to keep out the chill. “It’s freezing in here. Do you want me to go grab Davis?” Wait, no, that was where Eli Hunt was. “Or Caleb.” The scuba shop owner wasn’t officially a handyman, but he did know a thing or two about fixing things.

      Leanne waved her off, though she did it in a way that seemed to purposely show off her new engagement ring. “Thanks, but we have it covered. Should be done within the hour.”

      “Ooh, let me see,” Adeline said, rushing forward as Leanne reached the bottom of the stairs. Her friend extended her arm, twisting her hand so the diamond ring caught the light just right. “It’s beautiful.”

      Not only did Leanne’s eyes shine bright, but everything about her seemed to glow with happiness. “I know, right? But I wouldn’t have cared if he’d tied a piece of twine around my finger.”

      Some people might say that just so they didn’t appear superficial, but Adeline knew Leanne meant every word. She and Isaac had been inseparable for the past fifteen years—outside the two years she’d spent in Hollywood, studying under one of the greatest, and worst-tempered, screenwriters in the industry. It had nearly ended her and Isaac’s relationship. But now that things were back on track, Adeline suspected they would remain inseparable for the next fifty years, if not more.

      “True,” Adeline said, admiring the ring. “But a sparkly diamond never hurt either.”

      “And neither does chocolate,” Leanne said, eyeing the box Adeline still held under her arm. “Is it too much to hope that that is for me?”

      Adeline grinned. “Happy engagement.” She held out the box to Leanne. “I thought about giving you each your own box, but decided that now that you’re going to be married, you need to learn how to share.” She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Though if it’s causing too much pre-matrimonial strife, just say the word and I’ll run over with some emergency chocolate.”

      Leanne took the box, and then, with an innocent smile, hid it behind the front desk. “What box of chocolate?”

      “I saw that,” Isaac said, emerging from around the corner in his wheelchair. His eyes crinkled in amusement. “And I’ll be happy to take my half, thank you very much.” As he pushed himself forward, one of the wheels hit the corner of the open door and he found himself unable to get around it. Isaac held up a hand, keeping Leanne from helping.

      “He says he doesn’t want to have to depend on other people,” Leanne whispered, “even though it’s not like he’s going to be in that thing forever. Probably only three months or so.”

      Isaac grunted as he backed himself up to try again. “The doctor said it could be six months or longer.”

      “I think it’s great that you want to be independent,” Adeline told him. He threw a victorious look toward Leanne, but then Adeline said, “It’s also okay to let Leanne help you for a while. You are lucky that surfing accident didn’t kill you. Taking it easy for a couple of weeks while you figure things out wouldn’t be a bad thing.”

      Leanne stuck her tongue out at him, and he laughed.

      “Fine. But just this once,” he told Leanne, who immediately ran over and grabbed the handles on the back of the chair.

      The sounds of someone walking up the front path reminded Adeline that Leanne had a business to run. “Hey, I’ll let you get back to work, but again, congratulations.” She gave them each an awkward hug around the wheelchair.

      “Actually, before you leave, there was something I wanted to ask you,” Leanne said as she maneuvered the wheelchair around the open door.

      Good. An excuse to stay for a moment longer and give Eli Hunt a chance to get what he needed from the hardware store, plus some wiggle room so he could bask in the adoration of his mob of fans. Okay, it was only like five people. But in Starlight Ridge, that counted as a mob.

      More footsteps. Adeline glanced out the open doorway and saw Jules, Leanne’s older sister, walking toward the side of the house, probably heading to the children’s garden that Leanne’s mom had built in the back.

      “What’s up?” Adeline said, leaning against the front desk, her attention returning to Leanne.

      Leanne’s eyes glinted with excitement, and she stepped away from the wheelchair as Isaac took over. “You’ve probably heard by now that my screenplay…you know, the one that I went to LA for…is being made into a movie.”

      Right. Adeline should have realized Leanne would want to talk about her Hollywood success—this was huge. A dream come true. And what was Adeline going to do, avoid her friends forever, just because she had some daddy issues that made her dislike the film industry? This was an exciting opportunity for her friend, and Adeline needed to support Leanne, no matter her personal feelings on the matter.

      Adeline pushed off from the desk and offered her friend a smile—a genuine one—and wrapped her in a hug. “I’m so sorry, I got caught up in your engagement and I completely forgot to congratulate you on your screenplay as well. This is a really big deal, and I’m so crazy proud of you.” Adeline stepped back, having managed to stop feeling sorry for herself long enough to be genuinely happy for her friend, and she felt lighter than she had since Jessie had stopped by her chocolate shop with the big news.

      Isaac positioned his wheelchair next to Leanne and frowned. “I think you’re the only one in town that managed to forget about the screenplay, because the rest of the town is too busy talking about Eli Hunt to give themselves a chance to.”

      Leanne smiled at Isaac, but it seemed a little sadder than it had a moment earlier. “Yes, the unfortunate timing seems to have overshadowed the engagement, so we appreciate your visit. It means a lot.”

      “Of course. We’ve been friends forever, and that will always come first.”

      Leanne hesitated. “With that being said, I hate to change the subject back to…” She looked at Isaac, like she needed his permission for whatever she had to say next. He gave her an encouraging nod, and her smile returned. Another crunch of footsteps distracted Leanne. She glanced out the window. “Oh, good, Eli is back. Looks like he was able to grab the part we needed from Davis’s store. I still can’t believe he volunteered like that. Even after meeting him once before in LA, I thought he’d be more…uppity.”

      Adeline’s heart stalled. “Eli…like, Eli Hunt? He’s here?”

      “Yeah, he’ll be staying at the bed and breakfast until he gets all the legalities finalized and he can get his trailer out here.” Leanne grinned. “Looks like I’m going to have a new signed photo to put in the entryway. He’s booked out the place for his entire crew for the next four months. Mom and Dad are ecstatic.”

      “Oh, that’s great.” Adeline tried to put as much excitement in her words as she could manage while trying to figure out an exit strategy. She really didn’t want to be forced into small talk with the movie star. “Hey, I just realized that I’ve been gone from the
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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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