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      To all Gabriela’s and Richard’s fans…the wait is finally over.
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      Monterey Bay, California 1997

      The past, figuratively, had been stooping over Gabriela Martinez’s shoulder all morning long. Now it rode copilot on the drive home, laughing like a psychotic macaw at her feeble attempts to staunch the memories.

      Hell. It was not as if this battle was new. For four years, Gabriela had been sparring with her past and its mockery, its unexpected hounding, its inconvenient ambushes, and its vicious pouncing with a relentless force of will. It was harassment, plain and simple, implacable, the transformative memories slithering unbidden into her consciousness: a soft caress that made her tremble, gray eyes that bored into her soul, arms that held softly or protected, and, oh God, lips that made her feel things she had never felt in all her married life.

      That’s because it wasn’t your husband who made you feel them, her past snickered.

      Well, hell. Score.

      Past: one. Gabriela: zero.

      She rammed the clutch. She really needed to snap out of this self-pity buffet she was dishing out today. With a practiced move, Gabriela downshifted to second and the BMW sedan slowed on cue. She veered southbound onto the last leg of her journey home, grateful she was only a few miles away. Focus, she ordered. Time to snap out of my-life-is-just-a-smorgasbord-of-misery crap. Today, she didn’t have time for self-pity or memory lane flashbacks. Now that her meeting with her manager, Jean-Louis, about the upcoming auction was over, she had a nightmare of scheduling to organize. There was no time for the past and her thoughts. The better and more efficient undertaking was to keep the gear in second, give her brakes some respite, and focus on this downward gradient of road, which had more twists than a pretzel.

      Brave words, her past intruded, then proceeded to remind her exactly who was in charge. Because when she looked about at the trees bordering the road, at the granite peeking out from behind curtains of pines, bushes, and dark earth, she was reminded of another similar road, another similar drive four years ago.

      With Richard.

      Damn.

      Another score.

      Past: two. Gabriela: zilch.

      Renewed pain pierced her at the fleeting thought of Richard, launching once more a gamut of emotions—pleasure, longing, and heartbreak—some worse than others, and all linked to her memories of him. The worst were the constant yearnings entangled with a sense of abandonment, which wasn’t fair, either. Hadn’t Richard asked her to eliminate all doubts before reaching out to him, free and clear, with no regrets? She’d been working on exactly that for the past four years, and God only knew she had tried to keep her marriage afloat. But something in her relationship with her husband had splintered even before Richard had appeared in her life back in 1993. Had been irrevocably fractured in France, where her life had been threatened and almost snuffed out. And now in California shattered beyond redemption. There would be no turning back. And through it all, this piercing silence from Richard had been crushing. Year after year, she increasingly suspected his proclamation of undying love and the, I love you with a terrible need, had been crap written on paper. She feared Richard had moved on with his life, had married, and had a family of his own. Forgotten her, came the awful whisper. Unlike her. And during those moments, supposedly brave Gabriela turned into a veritable wimp.

      He could be dead because of his job.

      The car swerved.

      Damn.

      Score another hit for her past.

      Three versus zero.

      Gabriela straightened the Beemer and made a concerted effort to pay attention to her driving. That last thought had shaken her, badly. She tapped the brakes before the next curve. The response was slower than usual. Hell. What now? Her mechanic had finished servicing the car not two days ago and had boasted it drove like a dream machine. If he had overlooked some stupid thing, it would place the final cherry on top of her life’s bitter sundae.

      She took her foot off the accelerator and let the gearshift slow the car’s momentum.

      For a minute or two, she hummed along with the Vivaldi concerto on the radio’s classical channel, a lame attempt to distract herself for a bit. But her thoughts refused to follow this new path, wandering back, once more, into familiar territory. Why on earth did she keep fighting herself, her memories? Why on earth didn’t she do something, finally? She had her answer for Richard, but she now needed his. Jean-Louis had been after her for over a week on that subject. But she wasn’t sure reaching out was a good idea. Not yet. Frankly, she was afraid to hope, and downright afraid, period. And ever since that desolate day at the Marbriére, she wouldn’t be able to deal with a final rejection or abandonment from Richard as well. Besides, she wasn’t free to make any kind of decision at the moment, either. Which brought her full circle. Why the hell did she continue this farce? Why on earth did she keep going back, day after day, to visit Roberto?

      Gabriela’s breath hitched as she tried to suppress her tears. Did she really believe things would end well and she could finally be free?

      Guilt brings no freedom, a ghostly whisper teased her brain.

      Round four, hands down, to the past, the nasty bastard.

      Double damn.

      Gabriela sighed. The ache in her soul felt like a sprain in need of Bengay. Guilt—the other taskmaster from hell. It hovered like a miniature avenging angel, lacerating her conscience every single day. Slash. You fell in love with another man. Slash. You gave birth to that man’s child. Slash. You kept the child’s identity a secret. But the biggest whiplash was asking Roberto for a divorce the same day he wound up in a coma.

      Gabriela’s thoughts screeched to a halt. Whoa. Just one damn minute, she told herself. Let’s be honest here. She did not feel guilt at asking for the divorce, just guilt at her timing. Gabriela actually owed Roberto a grateful ‘thanks’ for plopping the overflow drop into the bucket of her restraint. Nothing attached her to him anymore, except Robertico and Gustavito, their two teenage sons, and Luisito, her energetic three-year-old. Gabriela hadn’t even been upset by the fact Roberto had taken a mistress—had been sleeping with the woman for over four months, to be exact. On that day of confrontation, Gabriela had finally realized her marriage was indeed dead, with nothing worthwhile to rescue except the children. She had felt no jealousy at Roberto’s admission, just a boatload of sadness at the waste of it all. And, if she were equally, brutally honest with herself, she had remained with Roberto this long simply because life had taken over, with routine and comfort replacing love and passion.

      And you wanted to make sure there was nothing left in the marriage, as Richard had wanted, before you made an irrevocable decision, her past snickered.

      Oh, shut up, she fired back, thinking that Fate was ever fickle. Right now, she had no choice but to keep forging on. For the sake of her children and, now, for her husband’s legacy, she needed to keep the farce going for just a bit longer.

      Chuck it up to penance, her past chided.

      Gabriela flipped her past the figurative finger.

      Score: One, for her.

      Tires squealed on asphalt from taking the curve too tightly. Startled, she slammed the brakes. The car responded slower than before.

      “Mannie, I’m going to kill you if this car needs to go back to your garage.”

      The venting out loud, however, made her feel better. Definitely. She would call her mechanic and let him have an earful, something similar to the earful she’d received last night from, what was this idiot of a person’s name? Wickeham. God. Did she really need this now? The man was obsessed with snatching her rendition of an illustrated medieval manuscript before it went up for auction. At all costs. He kept calling her, insisting she sell her work for a fraction of what she knew it would be worth. Sounded like a professional nagger, raised finger and all. Suggestive, rather than threatening, which irritated the hell out of her. She better sell, or she’d be sorry. Yadda yadda. Arrogant gall.

      But therein, possibly, lay the reason for the extended boxing match with her past today. The parallels to some events four years ago were just too damn close. Too damn déjà vuish.

      No wonder her past had a smirk on its face. The odds were stacked in its favor.

      The gradient on the southbound road turned steep and the car swerved heavily to the right. That snapped her completely out of her self-commiseration.

      Taking a steadying breath, she pushed down on the brakes and prepared to downshift to first. The car didn’t even hiccup. She pumped the brakes, thinking she had misjudged. Nothing. Her foot went all the way down to the floorboard and stayed there.

      Gabriela froze. For an instant, her brain refused to capture the enormity of her current problem. Her muscles didn’t twitch and she didn’t breathe. No, this is simply not happening to me. There’s a mistake. She released and pushed once more. The brake pedal slid down in slow motion.

      All the way down. No resistance.

      It stayed there.

      She was not wrong.

      Oh. My. God.

      The sudden influx of adrenaline surged through her body like a savage beast set loose on a hunt after a famine. Her heart hammered her rib cage. Her eyes, hoping something, anything, would help her, darted frantically around. What was she going to do? She had a fifty-foot drop on one side of this two-lane road and a granite wall on the other. Traffic would get heavier as she went lower. Sweat pooled on her inner elbows and nape. She was in serious trouble.

      The car sped up.

      She started hyperventilating.

      Take a deep breath…stay with me, Gabriela. I need you to guide me.

      Richard.

      The thought of him fighting another car, on another road, somehow steadied her. She rammed the clutch and shifted to first. The car bucked. Almost stalled. Her seat belt bit into her shoulder and torso, and the whine from the motor became a distressing grating of metal. Did the car just slow down a bit? Concentrate, damn it. Concentrate. The next obstacle, the road ahead, was a hair-raiser. It veered away from the drop at a tight angle and twisted back immediately toward the western horizon, the ocean, and the road below.

      Prioritize. Slow down the beast. One sucky situation at a time.

      Gabriela eased the car into the median, giving herself more driving room. “Please, please,” she begged no one in particular. “Don’t let anyone come my way.”

      Tires screeched as she started the turn. Her hands slipped as she maneuvered the steering wheel with the small up-and-down jerks she remembered Richard using. But the car felt heavy, like a lumbering beast wading through thick mud, resisting her directions and weaving farther to the edge of the road. She increased her movements on the steering wheel. The car’s rear dragged heavily to the right. Her first instinct was to compensate. She tamped down on that gut move quickly. Defensive driving taught overcompensating would trigger a dangerous spin.

      She needed to break the car’s momentum before she reached the next turn, the one facing the ocean. She grabbed the emergency brake lever and eased it up a fraction at a time as she kept turning. An acrid smell filtered into the car, but she ignored it. Her eyes scanned the road ahead. No oncoming northbound traffic, yet. Gabriela swallowed and steered diagonally to the opposite side of the road. Horns blared behind her, drivers frantic to get her attention.

      She ignored them and concentrated on the approaching section of mountain.

      She didn’t quite ram the car against the granite, but rather scraped the entire driver side into the rock. Steel and granite pushed against each other. The car bumped once, refusing to stay parallel to the stone. Her side mirror snapped and slammed into her window. Glass cracked. She cringed and gave a frightened squeal. But she forced the car back to the granite. Metal ground against stone, filing the car’s exterior like a fingernail. The steering wheel vibrated, hard, and with it her forearms. Keep the car steady became her mantra, despite sweaty hands, despite them slipping on the steering wheel. She increased the pressure on the leather there. Oh, God. Oh, God. The car would be pulp before she finished.

      More cars blared horns, accelerated, and zipped past her. She caught a brief glimpse of a man gesticulating frantically while on his cell phone. Must think she was crazy, drunk, or high. Hysterical laughter bubbled up but came out as a keening wail.

      Oh, God. Oh, God. She needed to stop the car or she was going to die.
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      London, England 1997

      Richard stared at the St. George and the Dragon, his thoughts reverting to the woman whose beautiful hands had created such powerful drawing.

      Gabriela.

      His only love. His Achilles heel.

      His redemption.

      His friend Maurice was right. It was time. Time to save her and to get her back.

      He strode out of his office and stopped next to his assistant.

      “Please call a Father Ramirez at this number,” he said, his voice frayed to the edge of emotion. He handed over the scrap of paper Maurice had given him moments before.

      Vivian scanned the telephone number.

      “Now?” she asked, startled. It would be four in the morning in California.

      “Yes. He’s expecting my call.”

      “I’ll buzz you when I get through.”

      Richard returned to his office and approached the bank of windows that displayed the hectic London streets below. A cursory inspection of the weather outside confirmed it was still as cold, miserable, and gray as the color of his eyes. He rested his sleek six-foot-four frame against the wall of solid transparency and watched as traffic, human included, wove around each other like swarming ants.

      Incredible that Maurice, in a visit so fleeting, had ignited a conflagration of hope, altering his prior restlessness to a fulfilling purpose, a goal.

      Action. Finally. What remained now was for the first bell of the boxing match to ring. This go around, though, he would fight hard and dirty for the only woman he loved, still craved for, and thought lost.

      If she wanted him back. If…

      He rarely pondered on the past, avoiding it at all costs, but right now, it flooded his mind like a tsunami. After the debacle in France four years ago, that first year without Gabriela had been brutal. His heart, like his voice, had held a visible emptiness; and if anyone had bothered to look at him throughout that year, they would have seen eyes as equally lackluster, corroborating the vacuum in his life. During that year from hell, he’d been a man with no hopes, no illusions, a man who had lost his soul and his way. Sprinkled in between were the black moments of jealous fury as he thought about Roberto touching Gabriela, sleeping with her. She was his, damn it, he recalled railing at the walls, overcome by a murderous rage that consumed him. Gabriela belonged to him in a way she had never belonged to her husband. Never would.

      Richard fisted his hands. Those had been his bleakest hours. Added to those had also been the moments of bitter, crushing longing, not to mention the myriad sensual dreams that had plagued him almost daily—warm skin caressing his own, the soft scent of jasmine filling his nostrils, lips trembling beneath his in reaction to his touch. By the end of that year, he’d been a mess, feeling only defeat and seeing only blackness for a horizon. Her absence had almost killed him. His need had made him careless on his last mission. It had almost ended his stay on this earth.

      Fortuitously Maurice, his counterpart in French intelligence at the time, had arrived at the hospital where Richard was convalescing from a bullet wound too close to the heart. Functioning similar to a smirking Archangel Gabriel, he had announced the great news of hope, literally—potential salvation in a glossy, eight-by-fourteen photograph of Gabriela but, especially, in a small DNA report.

      Maurice’s visit had changed him. Richard shook his head. No, Maurice’s words had branded him, had transformed him, his comments forever etched his brain.

      “She’s an exceptional woman,” Maurice had scolded him, and with reason, despite Richard’s features reflecting his annoyance and the heart monitor his growing despair.

      “Against all odds,” Maurice had continued with the excoriation, “and the nightmares she must have had after the incident, she’s been trying to rebuild her life from the ashes and the pain, like you asked her to do, even with paparazzi, journalists, and the debriefings from my unit and yours—which, by the way, were brutal. Getting over the trauma from her wounds must have been a nightmare as well, I’m sure. But she plows along stubbornly from what I hear. She’s trying to keep her life together, unlike you.”

      Maurice’s pièce de résistance, however, had been tossed over his shoulder at his departure.

      “Gabriela is giving herself a chance, trusting you will be there in the wings if she ever needs you. Don’t fail her by not being there as you promised.” Maurice, who usually had a grin to rival the Joker’s, had not been smiling. “Don’t fail the precious new life you might very well have created with her.”

      At those words, and for the second time in his life, Richard had stepped beyond himself, beyond his emotions, walking in her shoes and realizing she was stronger than him, better than him, less selfish than him. Realized he’d acted like a self-serving bastard, more worried about his wounds than taking into consideration her own. He was still not worthy of her, not the man she believed him to be, nor the person he could be with her.

      He had changed that, he hoped.

      His moment of reversal.

      He had stopped acting the wounded animal, stopped feeling guilty at leaving her. Removing himself from her life had been the only option for them at that moment, the only option if there was ever to be a chance for a healthy future together. He’d asked Maurice to keep tabs on her and had immersed his soul in work.

      Her continued silence, however, had tortured him, but he had coped.

      His working fury these past three years had also proved cathartic. Emulating Gabriela, he’d developed a lucrative business from the ground up, something of which he was extremely proud. There remained, however, a kernel of dissatisfaction digging at him, despite his success. Now he understood his triumphs were incomplete if not shared with Gabriela, the only woman who evoked in him yearnings that still subsumed every atom of his soul.

      As he smirked, his sudden chuckle echoed around the office. Never knew he could spew such melodrama. However, Fate was a fickle bitch, wasn’t she? Before, nasty Lachesis had manipulated things in such a manner there had been no choice but to let Gabriela go. Now, Fate was back for round two, neatly gift-wrapping Gabriela once more, this time leaving her across his path to unwrap, to take back, to cherish, and to possess—a gift to never relinquish. Would she want him back? Would the preposterous idea, which had popped to mind seconds ago, work? Hell, he’d make it work. But, first, he needed to assess Gabriela’s danger and the magnitude of the threat. The next step would be to actually manipulate the priest into accepting a fait accompli. Once he had Gabriela on his turf, well, the rest would be up to him.

      This time, he was not going to remain empty-handed. Not unless she chose otherwise.
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      “Do you have the pictures?”

      The bulky man standing in front of Wickeham’s sofa handed over the articles in question.

      Bogdan Ljubic was communist born and bred by way of Yugoslavia and had become a proud irregular in Britain since all hell had broken loose in his area of the Balkans in ‘95. His occasional liaison with the Yugoslav DB, the communist state security service, had proven profitable, both during his years in the Yugoslav army and, now, in his adopted country. By upbringing, he was ruthless, a natural bully who relished the power of his fists, who now used them to his employer’s advantage, and who occasionally kept his wife in check by using her as his primary practice, punching bag. Because of those skills, certain jobs had kept him financially afloat during his journey across Europe and during his first few months in England.

      It had created his share of enemies as well. But, he didn’t care.

      His apelike physique—with excessively wide shoulders, elongated arms falling lower than the knees, and a profusion of reddish-brown body hair—had also served him well. A sagging chest belied the fact that he, like the primate he resembled, was stronger than most men, his well-honed biceps and deltoids religiously worked for tone and strength. To complete the simian image, his oval eyes, pinched down at the corners, graced an ovoid face, sagging jowls, and a jutting chin with lips that cut across it in a straight line. It was the expression in those eyes that made most people avoid him. For some, it was the last thing they saw.

      “Any news from your contact, Mr. Ljubic?”

      Arnold Wickeham accepted the photographs from the man he fondly called his enforcer with a fastidiousness born from years of study and concentrated practice.

      He was his own creation and he took pride in perpetuating the myth. Every article in his house, office, or on his person was for effect and perception. The interior of his house resembled a coveted Condé Nast architectural magazine model home. He dressed impeccably, with top-of-the-line designer clothing and underwear. His speech was moderate, his cadence slow, and his intonation flawless; the air of sophistication with which he’d surrounded his life had been achieved through years of observation and rehearsal. What he knew of survival, front businesses, intimidation, and coercion, he had learned while running errands for Ronnie Kray as a child in the late sixties. Now, very few people doubted his crafted persona of breeding and affluence, and many would be truly surprised to realize Wickeham had actually clawed his way out of a brutal East End neighborhood. To those very few perceptive people who usually watched the world with a jaundiced eye, there was always a sort of fakeness about Wickeham, something decidedly not quite genuine, as if he were an expensive imitation—something cheap that had tried to vanquish its own vulgarity by throwing some expensive window dressings over itself.

      His signature token, a David Yurman, hand-engraved, fourteen-carat signet ring, glinted off his left pinkie as he perused the photographs of a Mission-style home, its grounds, retaining wall, and staircase. As he flipped photo after photo, he scratched his wide, bulbous nose, ever a source of embarrassment on his sadly disappointing face. It was the first thing he noticed on waking and the first thing everyone noticed when face-to-face. It was deeply etched by severe acne and chicken pox marks, with nostrils splayed out across his cheeks to the width of his lips. During harsh winters, it swelled and resembled an appendage stung multiple times by wasps. His longish brown hair, stylishly and meticulously cut, covered ears that were too long, framing a flattish face, as if someone had tried to press down on it to create a two-dimensional model rather than a normal three-dimensional one. Maybe his former psychiatrist was right in saying his need to surround his life with everything that was materially beautiful was a direct correlation to his perceived unattractiveness.

      Perceived, my ass, Wickeham chuckled at his own witticism. The moment that quack had offered his ridiculous euphemism for a reality with which he was too familiar was the last time he’d visited the asshole. Shame he couldn’t use his influence to retire him permanently. But there was always hope.

      Wickeham paused, closing his eyes, his posture almost prayerful. Focus. He needed focus in order to formulate a new strategy, to find additional motivation to convince Mrs. Martinez to budge on her position because, damn her, she was not budging at all, not even after his latest phone reminder had hinted he’d arranged her car mishap. His lips thinned. She had scoffed at his warning, had outright laughed over the phone. She would not be laughing the next time he took action. She would capitulate. She would cringe in fear of him.

      His thoughts shifted. Time was of the essence. Ever since setting eyes on her exquisite creation, he knew he could not allow it to go to auction. That manuscript could not go to anyone else. And, bugger it, he wanted…

      Wanted…

      Now that was a rather tame description of the emotions evoked within his psyche. The moment his contact at Christie’s had shown him two of her folio pages, his need for Mrs. Martinez’s work had ratcheted up beyond wanting. He rummaged through the glossary in his brain. Ah, yes. He coveted. He craved. And that Book of Hours would be his.

      He wet his lips. To possess uniqueness was a dangerous compulsion, he knew. According to his ex-shrink akin to an aberration. Wickeham didn’t experience this compulsion frequently, but, upon rare occasions, artifacts would surface which called to him, drew him to such extent his need to possess hurt. And rarity…now, rarity was something for which he would go to extremes. Her manuscript was such. No. Worse. It was one of a kind. He simply could not allow anyone else to have it. Could not allow her to create a facsimile.

      He almost crushed the next photograph in his fist. He’d been beyond insulted at her apology. Furious, actually. Mrs. Martinez had informed him she would never recreate another Book of Hours, but she had suggested duplicating several folios, of lesser quality, for him. A lesser copy. Even now, thinking about her suggestion, his mind churned with acid. Her proposal had been akin to his accepting a cheap lithographic print as a replacement. What cheek. If she’d been facing him, she would have been the recipient of his displeasure. He’d had Bogdan intimidate his targets for less.

      His lungs expanded in an effort to regain his center. He would triumph in the end. He always did in these cases. But timing was of the utmost importance. The piece must never go to auction. If it did, this priceless work of art would be handed over to multimillionaire bidders in Saudi Arabia or Hong Kong with whom he could not compete financially—unappreciative people who would place her magnificent work in a vault to gather dust.

      Not him. He already knew where he would exhibit it, what antique furniture to obtain to display its exquisite pages and craftsmanship. He would ascertain its pages were turned, the tome pampered, admired, and shown. He had to act before it was too late, to ratchet up the pressure and gain her capitulation quickly. His lawyers were already working on an unbreakable contract of sale with a stipulation she never duplicate this work. Nothing would stand in his way, especially not her.

      “The incompetent was dealt with,” Bogdan interrupted his thoughts. “No more mistakes from that end.”

      Wickeham smiled. He so enjoyed tidiness, and those who were, should he say, inept, needed to conveniently disappear, to not grace this planet on a permanent basis. Messes were intolerable when paying premium prices for services rendered.

      “Evidence?”

      “Disappear tomorrow or next,” Bogdan replied.

      “How about current availability?”

      “When you wish.”

      “Perfect.”

      Wickeham flipped to another photograph of the area and thought this Gabriela Martinez was a woman after his own heart. Her house was expensive and expansive, the grounds even more so, perched over Pacific granite and facing the rolling sea. Very little frontage to the house on the street side, with an iron gate framed by thick, impenetrable eight-foot hedges of perfectly clipped ficus. Limited access from the road. Smart of her. Problematic for him. He spotted two security cameras facing the area. The remaining property would be peppered with them as well, he was certain. Another challenge, but he ever so loved circumventing them.

      The next photograph caught his attention. The terrace to the home was L-shaped, with the longest arm on its right. That section was kidney-shaped and stretched the length of the living areas of the house. The short arm veered left to abut a large rectangular pool with some sort of building corking it. He scanned the single-level structure, architecturally matching the main home. It was too big to be a simple changing room. A guest house to accommodate visitors? Possibly. But what interested him was the area to the left of the pool. Framed by a thick hedge of what looked like oleander bushes, a winding path of about forty feet joined that area of property to a hedge bordering the neighbor’s driveway and the street beyond. Private, yet accessible.

      His fingers, with perfectly manicured and buffed nails, flipped to the next picture. It displayed the terrace’s elbow, with a wooden staircase leading downward, in stages, to the rocks below and beyond. Uneven, flat areas of granite, dotted haphazardly with what looked like twisted dwarf pine trees, stretched several yards seaward until huge boulders, smoothed and shaped by the relentless sea, now stood as suffering sentinels before the endless expanse of the Pacific. He studied several other photographs taken from different angles to afford the best vantage point of the area. No beach that, Wickeham thought, just an area to enjoy the view when the surf was not riled up and pounding that rock wall, the only natural barrier between land, sea, and home. The sunsets there would be truly spectacular.

      Taking a few more moments to consider the photos, Wickeham finally decided on two and culled those out of the stack. He discarded the rest by handing them over to his silent employee. He sedately covered the short distance from his seat to his work area, a nineteenth-century mahogany partners desk that stood in the middle of his home office. He reached across the desk, opened the middle drawer, and took out his magnifying glass. He clicked on the desk lamp and began a meticulous sweep of every inch of ground imprinted in those photos.

      First, he studied the path leading from the pool area to the neighbor’s property. At the very edge, there seemed to be a small opening there, like a service gate. If that was an easement, possibilities could ensue. He then reverted his attention to the other photograph, specifically to the area below her terrace. A wooden staircase hugged the brick wall for the first eight feet, leveled off into an ample, semicircular viewing area containing several lounge chairs and tables, which then angled down the next stair four feet to end on the rocks below. Access might be tricky there, but not impossible. He carefully re-examined the area. No security cameras posted anywhere. Interesting. Another set of possibilities came to mind.

      The next maneuvers in his strategic plan began to coalesce more clearly in his mind. He turned to Bogdan.

      “I believe it is time to send Mrs. Martinez a more personal message.” He looked at his man. “When can services be rendered, you said?”
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      The telephone line buzzed softly. Richard walked to his desk, reached for the telephone, and heard Vivian tell the overseas party to go ahead. A high-pitched voice then asked, “Mr. Harrison?”

      “You wanted to talk to me.”

      The voice at the other end whispered a relieved “At last.”

      “Father,” Richard said. “I’d appreciate it if you got to the point.” Especially when Gabriela was the point.

      Father Ramirez sighed. “Maurice Nôret, your colleague…”

      “Ex-colleague. We don’t work together anymore.”

      The priest cleared his throat. “Well, he did say you’d be impatient, especially since I’ve taken the liberty⁠—”

      A hell of a lot of liberty, Richard thought, but said instead, “If Gabriela needed my help there was no need for intermediaries.”

      Father Ramirez, a veteran priest of twenty years, didn’t miss the tone of reproach. His voice turned conciliatory. “She doesn’t know I’ve contacted you. She’d be furious.”

      Furious. That single word, savoring heavily of rejection, struck Richard like a blow to the solar plexus. His reaction to that, however, was immediate and visceral. Fierce. No. Rejection was not an option. He refused to swallow that bitter pill, even after all this time, not unless her lips uttered them.

      “Besides,” the priest continued. “Gaby doesn’t take the man seriously, you see, even after the accident.”

      Richard’s muscles tensed. “What accident?”

      “Her car almost dived off Canyon Road two days ago, that’s what. That’s nearly a fifty-foot drop straight down onto the road below. Only by God’s grace and His blessed Mother’s protection is Gaby alive and able to tell about it. Frankly, I’m still in shock. I honestly don’t know how she managed to downshift like a maniac, or what made her ram the car into the mountainside until that finally stopped it. Of course,” the priest continued, ignorant of how his words were affecting Richard. “The gearbox was wrecked, and the car looks like it went through a demolition derby. By God’s grace, she only suffered a few minor cuts, a bloody nose, some bumps and bruises.”

      Richard shifted the receiver and wiped the sweat off his hand on his pants. Four years ago, when Richard’s ex-boss had tricked him into protecting Gabriela from an unknown xenophobe, it had taken him less than a week to discover that her mentor and friend, suave and sophisticated Mr. Albert Heinige, had been the mad wacko who’d wanted them dead. If Gabriela had not pumped a clip’s worth of lead into the arrogant bastard, their bleached bones would be fertilizing some gnarled umbrella pine tree in that wonderfully picturesque gorge of the Maritime Prealps.

      Could someone now be trying to avenge the events of four years ago? The cold, clammy feeling in the pit of his stomach intensified at the possibility of this new scenario, one that hadn’t occurred to him or to Maurice. Had they committed a tactical error by assuming the bastard didn’t have any living relatives to take revenge?

      “What do the police have to say about all this?” he inquired.

      The priest’s derisive sniff echoed with crystalline precision through the receiver. “The police are too busy with more important crimes than to be bothered with a silly priest’s suspicions, especially when the accident appeared to be caused by an obvious brake failure. The policeman at the scene even intimated it was Gaby’s fault the vehicle hadn’t been in good driving condition. I realize it was the officer’s duty, but under the circumstances, and after what I disclosed to him, he could have waited to issue her a citation.”

      “A ticket?” The humor of the situation did not escape Richard.

      Father Ramirez sighed. “I know. But I’ll tell you what I told the officer. Gaby had that car serviced two days before this happened. It wasn’t her fault, nor was it negligence on the part of Mannie. That boy’s been in charge of repairing her Beemer for three years, and I trust him when he claims there were no leaks in the brake fluid reservoir, nor any problems with the hoses or the master brake cylinder. Besides⁠—”

      “He wouldn’t lie to you?” Richard supplied.

      The priest ignored the jibe. “Mr. Harrison, my instincts tell me someone had to have tampered with her brakes. The timing was too convenient and too close for comfort. That’s why I contacted your friend in hopes he’d find you.”

      “Has anyone found proof of tampering?” Richard asked.

      “Mannie hasn’t checked the car yet. At least, not thoroughly.”

      Richard paused, guessing the answer to his next query.

      “Please humor me on this bit of curiosity on my part, Father Ramirez. Where is Roberto in all of this? Why hasn’t he insisted on an investigation? Why isn’t he doing something to protect his wife?” Richard didn’t voice his thoughts about Roberto getting off his ass for once to take care of Gabriela…to protect her.

      “Why call me?” Richard finished.

      There was a long, uncomfortable pause. “Roberto can’t help her,” the priest finally answered. “And the police can’t or won’t help much at this stage, either. I’ve asked her to cancel things, but⁠—”

      “Excuse me for interrupting you once again, but I’m not getting all of this straight. You mean to tell me you know why she’s being threatened?”

      “Of course,” the priest said simply.

      “This has to be a joke.” His patience disappeared, his eyes turning dark and violent like a storm.

      “Let me be blunt,” the priest said. “Gaby keeps dismissing the threats and our concerns. I’ve been at my wit’s end, trying to figure out what to do. Then her manager, Jean-Louis, suggested I call your friend Maurice. He, in turn, suggested no one but you can convince Gaby of her predicament. You have undue influence over her, Maurice told me, more so than anyone in her family or myself.”

      Richard’s smile was a deprecating one. Leave it to Maurice to put his two cents in and manipulate a forced reunion. However, the priest hadn’t a clue about Richard and Gabriela’s past. A tinge of smugness curled his lips wider. Undue influence? The priest wouldn’t be contacting Richard if he had an inkling of the influence he could wield.

      “I need you to convince Gaby the threats are real,” Father Ramirez continued. “If she goes to England for that auction without selling her work to him, this cretin has threatened bodily harm. I believe him. But there is just no convincing her. Gaby may be sweet, but she’s stubborn as an ox. And after her experience in France four years ago, nothing fazes or scares her. It’s unnatural.”

      Not if you’d been there, Father. “Do you know the name of the person who is making these threats?” Richard asked.

      “Certainly. The cretin doesn’t even hide the fact,” the man answered angrily, his tone rather vicious for a priest. “I hope he rots in hell for the agony he’s put us through this past month.”

      “Father—”

      “It’s a man by the name of Wickeham. Arnold Wickeham.”

      For the second time that day, Richard was surprised. Wickeham. How on earth had Gabriela ever gotten involved with him? The man’s reputation was dubious, at best, gossip hinting at illegal and coercive methods in obtaining his antique collections, at worse. He should know. He’d had a brush with the gentleman over a sought-after piece of antique furniture a year ago. Wickeham’s tactics had been unscrupulous, to say the least, but against Richard, however, Wickeham had lost the coveted pieces. It simply had been a matter of who was the craftier bastard.

      “About a month ago,” the priest explained, “this man Wickeham called Gaby to offer her a deal for her illustrated medieval manuscript, The Book of Hours.”

      “What do you mean her manuscript? Isn’t that volume part of the collection at the Uffizi or some such museum in Italy?”

      The priest chuckled. “Gaby created her own version of the ancient tome using her own calligraphy and illustrations. Has always wanted to simulate the magnificence of those manuscripts and, by God she achieved it beyond anyone’s expectations. Banking on her fame, she decided to auction it, the money from the sale funding a scholarship pool for the parish’s poor children. It has taken us years to obtain the backing and approval from the powers that be, but we finally got the go-ahead.”

      Slides of memories flashed across Richard’s brain. The lapis lazuli background, a one-dimensional figurine of a Madonna, gold paint accents, gorgeously convoluted script. He had seen the sketches on the desk in her workroom four years ago.

      “So she finally finished it,” Richard whispered, more to himself than to the priest.

      “That’s when the problems began.”

      “How so?”

      “Mr. Wickeham called Gabriela barely a week after she had shipped out the volume. He claimed to have been present at the auction house when the manuscript arrived and was gushing with enthusiasm over the piece. He offered to buy it outright for a whopping two hundred and fifty thousand pounds. Gaby refused.”

      Typical of her, Richard thought, remembering the stubborn sparks in her amber eyes every time someone tried to manipulate her.

      “At first,” the priest continued, “the man was insistent, but pleasant. He thought Gaby was holding out on him to extract a higher price. But two weeks ago, he finally got the message Gaby was not giving in. That’s when the threats began. When those had no effect, this accident happened. It was meant as a warning, you see. Early next morning, Wickeham called Gaby, regretting she’d suffered such an unfortunate mishap, as he politely put it. He then reissued his magnanimous offer.”

      “And let me guess,” Richard supplied. “Gabriela refused, again.”

      “Yes, which made the man spitting mad.” A heavy, tired sigh filtered through. “Son, the auction is barely days away. We’ve been working on this project for a long time and, by God’s grace, we’ve accomplished a veritable miracle. But I’d rather take this man’s offer than have her in any kind of danger. Please, Mr. Harrison, the help I’m asking for is simple. Call her. Ask her to compromise. Convince her to act like the logical woman she is and accept the man’s offer before it’s too late. It’s not as much money as the Christie’s manager promised the piece could fetch, but two hundred and fifty thousand pounds is still nothing to sneer at.”

      There was a long pause. From experience, Richard knew Gabriela wouldn’t be convinced. She’d be even more stubborn now in auctioning the damn piece. It was her nature to resist coercion, to boldly crash into a wall if it meant going against evident manipulation and thievery. Richard knew it was useless to make her do otherwise.

      “Allow me to offer a better solution,” Richard countered. “I have some business deals to take care of by week’s end in New York. I’ll fly in to see Gabriela personally.”

      “You’re coming?” the priest answered carefully. There was both hope and a healthy dose of caution in that phrase.

      “I know Gabriela. It will take a personal meeting to convince her of what I have in mind. Don’t worry, Father, my arguments will prevail. I have my ways.” The priest didn’t suspect the half of it. “Where are you located, exactly?”

      “Gaby is in Monterey Bay. My parish is about ten miles northeast of the area.”

      “Let’s say I meet you tomorrow afternoon at the San Francisco airport. We can then drive down to Monterey and try to convince Gabriela not to be obstinate for the second time in her life. If I can’t convince her to sell, I will personally escort you both to London. My town house is well protected and big enough to accommodate you both, and my chauffeur-cum-bodyguard would be at your disposal whenever I’m called away on business. That way, she will be safer.”

      It didn’t seem to occur to the priest to refuse Richard’s suggestion, nor to reflect upon the consequences of his acceptance. Paramount in his mind, probably, was Gaby’s protection, or so Richard surmised from the almost instantaneous agreement to his plan.

      “Son, if you can achieve this, I will offer my daily mass in thanksgiving for an entire year. I’ve been so anxious, knowing the threat of harm hangs over her head. Not only that, but what kind of protection would she receive in a lonely hotel room with no one beside her but an old fool of a priest?”

      Be careful what you wish for, Father. “Then consider it done,” was all Richard said. “I’ll have my assistant e-mail my flight information to you.” Richard paused. “You do have e-mail, I presume?”

      The priest rattled off his e-mail address. “You got that?”

      Richard repeated what he’d written and received an affirmative grunt. “Oh, and Father?” he said, his voice turning into a silky murmur. “I trust you’ll be very discrete about my forthcoming visit, won’t you?”

      He heard the priest swallow.

      “Mr. Harrison, now that you’ll help, it won’t serve to warn Gaby of your impending arrival. I know that child better than she knows herself. Just to prove a point, she’s capable of packing her bags right then and there and hopping over to England without a bodyguard beside her. I’m smart enough not to spoil things by throwing stumbling blocks into the path of the very person who’s my only hope of changing her mind.”

      “Glad to hear I’m the answer to someone’s prayer,” Richard said.

      “Never underestimate Divine Wisdom, son. Trust me.”

      Richard didn’t bother to respond. He hung up and reclined in his chair.

      Un-freaking believable. Here she went all over again. Of all the people Gabriela could bump into, she had to run head-on into this Wickeham creep. Hell. The woman still had a penchant for attracting the lunatic bastards, recalling their last encounter with Albert Heinige.

      Wickeham, like Heinige, was another of these cocky egomaniacs who considered they deserved everything, including objects from which other people refused to part. Through personal contact, Richard knew Wickeham abhorred honest competition, choosing coercion and intimidation to achieve his goals. But, in his experience, Wickeham backed down in the face of fierce opposition. The question now was, why was Wickeham so determined? Why was he going beyond the extremes with Gabriela?

      He paged his assistant. “Vivian? Get Jeremy up here ASAP.”

      “Yes, sir,” she chirped. “Right away.”

      Richard grinned at her sudden eagerness, suspecting by her happy flutter around the office lately—and Jeremy’s nightly absences from his rooms—they had recently become a couple.

      Several minutes later, the thick body of Jeremy Hollis crammed the open door space. He entered confidently, his shoulder-length, champagne-colored hair drawn back into his habitually tight ponytail.

      “What’s up, guv’nor?”

      Richard’s lips curled into an amused smile. “Cut the cockney, Victorian bullshit and come sit down. I need your advice.”

      Jeremy grinned boyishly, his brown eyes crinkling with humor. He dropped his heavy bulk onto the chair across from Richard’s desk and waited.

      Three years ago, due to irreparable tendon damage to his legs, Jeremy had been forced to retire from Rugby Union. As luck would have it, Richard had approached him one month to the day he’d graduated from Executive Protection Training. Richard’s offer was simple: pick up chauffeuring and bodyguard duties. Jeremy had accepted in a flash, to the amazed disbelief of friends and family. This sudden career change, and Jeremy’s bloody cheerful enthusiasm at accepting Richard’s offer, had left everyone baffled. After all, had a more unlikely working pair ever existed? Richard was sophisticated, worldly, intellectual, and well spoken. Jeremy’s version of the Queen’s English was interlaced with Rugby lingo. He had not gone beyond a secondary school level, was unsophisticated, and was, occasionally, rude. No one would ever understand why Jeremy preferred to hold down a job that didn’t offer crippling injuries or require endless, daily fights against pain.

      “Okay. So what’s so urgent you wanted my bum up here pronto?” Jeremy asked, borrowing Richard’s favorite phrase.

      “Do you still have that friend at CID?”

      “Yeah. Problem?”

      “Not me. A friend. I want you to find out anything they have on a man named Wickeham. Arnold Wickeham.”

      Jeremy frowned, his chiseled features turning meaner. “Isn’t that the bloke you had a ruck with about a year ago?”

      Richard nodded. “The problem now is that he’s using the bully treatment with another person—a woman this time. I never understood why dealing with Mr. Wickeham required evading his nasty intimidation tactics.”

      “Who’s the woman?”

      “Gabriela,” he answered, a heavy dose of gratification lacing his words. “Gabriela Martinez.”

      Richard caught Jeremy’s reaction to his possessive tone. The man before him might not have gone beyond secondary school, but intelligence was not something he lacked.

      “The lady who painted that?” Jeremy asked in surprised awe, his right thumb pointing in the general direction of the St. George.

      “The one and only,” Richard answered.

      “Why’s Wickeham on her case?”

      “Greed, possibly, or exclusivity in representation, perhaps. I’m not sure. But it has to do with her auctioning a manuscript she’s been working on for the past four years. It’s a unique book. An original from an original, if I remember her words correctly.”

      “And the bloke wants it?”

      “Very badly. Remember our scuffle with him last year? That bastard doesn’t like to risk losing what he covets in honest bidding. According to the priest, this manuscript can bring an elevated selling price for a charity Gabriela has set up. Mr. Wickeham offered to buy the book for two hundred and fifty thousand pounds before it goes up for auction, but Gabriela refused. He’s becoming very insistent she sell, nastily so.”

      Jeremy’s hefty whistle bounced around the office walls. “Two hundred and fifty thousand pounds, eh? Must be something, this manuscript.” He rubbed the crescent moon scar over his left eyebrow, one of many souvenirs decorating his body, tattooed in by a well-placed opponent’s kick on the rugby field. “I’ll call Mike and see what he can come up with.”

      “Try to get an answer today, Jeremy, because we’re going to the States tomorrow. After I talk to Gabriela, we hop to New York to close the Asian deal with the Hilton chain. She’ll be joining us on the return leg to London,” Richard said with certainty. “During the trip back and her stay at my town house, you’ll be in charge of her safety when I’m not available.”

      “Nothing to it,” Jeremy said.

      “Wipe that cocky grin from your face,” Richard said. “Gabriela is stubborn, pigheaded, and intelligent. You’ll have to watch her closely because she can weasel from under your nose without you realizing it. And take my word for it, she’s not easy to catch up with once she’s into her mulish, evasive moods.” His eyes, colder than a wintry sky, pierced Jeremy. “If you fail me in protecting her, Jeremy, I guarantee you won’t like the consequences.”

      Jeremy nodded.

      “We must do everything in our power so Wickeham doesn’t get his greedy paws on her.” Richard closed his eyes an instant. “She’s special,” he admitted, unable to block the raw need in his voice.

      “How special is special?” Jeremy asked.

      “Very.” Curt, with no further explanations. “Pack your suitcase. I’ll instruct Vivian to make reservations for our flight tomorrow. You’ll get to meet Gabriela then.”

      “I’ll get kickoff started,” he said. “Anything else I should know?”

      “No,” Richard answered. “Nothing at all for the moment.”

      Jeremy nodded, recognizing Richard’s silent dismissal. He left the comfort of his chair, the hundred questions he wanted answered, unasked. After seeing the fierceness in Richard’s eyes but, especially, hearing the underlying possessiveness in his voice, Jeremy suspected it would be to his healthy benefit if he kept his mouth shut as tight as a scrum. He was too fond of his hide to appease his curiosity, even when he was bloody interested about the relationship between Richard and this Gabriela Martinez.

      Well, damn, bloody curious.
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      Monterey Bay, California

      Blending like a ghost at the edge of the kidney-shaped expanse of her terrace, Gabriela bent over the balustrade and watched the dark waves caress the craggy shoreline beneath her home. She felt like a thief in the night, hiding from the roomful of guests—her roomful of guests. But, hell, she didn’t really care right now. The need to ease the tension, humming through her like electricity, had been all-consuming. It had felt like an invisible hand squeezing hard enough to suffocate, and no thoughts of gross neglect or social faux pas could have prevented her escape. Not tonight.

      Gabriela’s golden eyes roamed over the breathtaking beauty of the sea. She raised her face and enjoyed the evening’s soft breath caressing her hair as it playfully swirled the scents of pine and tangy sea around her. She snuggled within Nature’s calm hold and thought that, for this stolen moment of peace, every raised eyebrow and condemning stare she’d receive later was worth it. She slowly moved her head in a tight circle. Tension finally freed its tenacious hold on her neck muscles.

      God, she was edgy tonight, unusually so.

      “What on earth are you doing, ma chère? It’s freezing out here.”

      Gabriela barely turned. By the sound of her friend’s voice, Jean-Louis was irritated with her again. She listened to his impatient strides as he moved closer and she smiled affectionately. Jean-Louis hated her disappearances from these tiresome, yet necessary, gatherings in her honor. He understood her shyness, her need to be alone, and was uncannily perceptive to her moods. It didn’t necessarily mean he approved of her hiding.

      “Don’t exaggerate, Jean-Louis. It’s barely fifty-eight,” she said, shrugging. “Besides, I need a break from all this socializing.”

      He tsk-tsked and cocooned her shoulders in a silk wrap.

      “Ma chère, I would have thought you’d be used to the fuss by now.” He shrugged in habitual fastidiousness. “However, today I can sympathize with your need to get out of there. Mon Dieu, chérie. You Cubans can be soooo loud. That cousin of yours, Enrique. Really. He’s a dream of a man, a genius CPA, but the way he screams his way into every conversation—” He sighed in exaggerated wistfulness. “Pas chic.”

      Gabriela laughed and turned again to face the sound of the sea.

      “Enrique has always been loud.” She rested her elbows on the banister. “After thirty-six some-odd years of being bombarded with his voice, you sort of get used to it.”

      Jean-Louis harrumphed and imitated her stance on the banister. They remained in companionable silence, watching the moon tiptoe across the starry night, its light barely piercing the darkness of the surrounding coastal cliffs and the glittering sea.

      “Beautiful, n’est-ce pas?” he whispered.

      Gabriela’s gaze swept over the horizon again, watching the by-play of tenuous moonlight and blanketing darkness there. “Yes, it always is,” she answered, her mind and body in tune with the peaceful surroundings.

      “But the view is not the only reason you’re out here.” Jean-Louis turned, scrutinizing his friend’s delicately beautiful profile. “So, what’s haunting you today? It’s not your gorgeous cousin, nor the soirée, is it?”

      Without taking her eyes from the horizon, she whispered, “No.”

      Jean-Louis sighed into the cool evening. “I have a feeling I’m not going to like the answer to this.”

      Her friend, and manager, was like a radio antenna, always tuned in to her current moods. Not surprising. They simply had experienced too much pain, shock, and turbulence in the aftermath of her near-death four years ago. During the chaos, Jean-Louis had remained her steadfast supporter, both in his friendship and in managing her career, guiding Gabriela at a moment in life when she would have thrown everything overboard. Jean-Louis had protected her aggressively from the paparazzi, the hungry press, and the loathsome curiosity seekers who had wanted a peek at the brave woman who had killed in self-defense. And because he’d been privy to all that turmoil, Jean-Louis and Gabriela shared that one secret, the secret that had turned her life into a living heaven despite a guilty hell.

      Studying her expressive face and thinking she was about to give him an excuse, Jean-Louis chastised her.

      “Please,” he said before a whisper of breath slipped out of her mouth. “Don’t you dare insult me by giving me a stupid answer. I will not have it.”

      Gabriela remained silent, studying the scenery beyond the terrace. Immediately contrite, Jean-Louis squeezed her shoulder affectionately, careful of her recent bruises.

      “That was totally uncalled for,” he apologized. “Pardons moi, my friend. I’m on edge myself. It’s all this trouble with the bourgeois cretin that is making you nervous, no?”

      She laughed huskily. “No. After what I’ve gone through, this little cretin doesn’t make me nervous. It’s just that . . . I don’t know, I’ve had this feeling since the accident that I can’t shake.”

      She shrugged slightly, trying to dismiss her uneasiness as not important. Yet the impression she needed to brace for an unseen onslaught persisted. Deep down, Gabriela suspected this sensation, despite its subtlety, would be close to cataclysmic. And she was tired of cataclysmic events. They ripped and clawed at her until she was exposed to her most vulnerable self, as vulnerable as she had been four years ago.

      “I guess my thoughts are a haunting of sorts,” she finally admitted. “But I can’t seem to shake them off.” She couldn’t admit, either, the overpowering longings resurrected by this added complication to the current chaos of her life, one she couldn’t deal with yet.

      “Don’t worry.” Gabriela slipped an arm around her friend’s waist and squeezed him briefly. “This black mood will pass. It always does, just like everything else.”

      “Not everything has passed,” Jean-Louis said seriously. “And it can’t continue this way.”

      Gabriela stepped away abruptly, leaving Jean-Louis to stare at her rigid back. “Leave well enough alone.”

      “Ma chère, you’re carrying too many responsibilities on your slender shoulders,” he said, concern and frustration clear in his tone. “You’re not superwoman. You can’t handle everything alone.”

      When she offered no response, he faced her, his feet planted apart like a sheriff facing a showdown.

      “Gabriela, Roberto is lying comatose next door in your late mother-in-law’s house.” Jean-Louis made a quick sign of the cross. “God rest her soul. You are handling company business in his absence; you are finalizing this charity project with Father Ramirez, are up to your ears with your children’s activities, your own work, and you’re still confident you will handle this paranoiac and his veiled threats all by yourself? Mon Dieu, be realistic. You need help. We need help.”

      Gabriela locked gazes with Jean-Louis, her eyes glittering.

      “I know the kind of help you want me to enlist.” She rammed her hands through her hair. “It’s not enough that Wickeham has been hounding me, but I have to put up with your hounding also?” She faced the sea and gripped the banister until her hands hurt. “I can’t do it. I told you that a week ago, and every other day you have suggested it.” She turned, her eyes heartrendingly vulnerable. “I can’t do what you ask. Not yet. Besides, it’s been four years
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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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