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A Note to Readers


I am thrilled to bring you another Whiskey family series. The Whiskeys: Dark Knights at Redemption Ranch have had a special place in my heart since I first wrote about them in SHE LOVES ME (Harmony Pointe), and I have been excited to write Dare and Billie’s story, since I met them in SEARCHING FOR LOVE (The Bradens & Montgomerys). Dare and Billie are one of the feistiest couples I’ve ever written, and their story was both heartbreaking and fun to write. I have fallen hopelessly in love with Dare and Billie, their families, and the rest of the crew at Redemption Ranch, and I hope you will, too.

If this is your first introduction to my Whiskey world, all of my books are written to stand alone, so dive in and enjoy Billie and Dare’s fun, sexy ride to their happily ever after. When you’re done, you can go back and read my other Dark Knights series. The Whiskeys: Dark Knights at Peaceful Harbor and The Wickeds: Dark Knights at Bayside.

The Whiskeys and Wickeds are just two of the series in my Love in Bloom big-family romance collection. Characters from each series make appearances in future books, so you never miss an engagement, wedding, or birth. A complete list of all series titles is included at the end of this book, along with previews of upcoming publications.

Download Free First-in-Series eBooks

www.MelissaFoster.com/free-ebooks

See the Entire Love in Bloom Collection

www.MelissaFoster.com/love-bloom-series

Download Series Checklists, Family Trees, and Publication Schedules

www.MelissaFoster.com/reader-goodies

If you prefer sweet romance, with no explicit scenes or graphic language, please try the Sweet with Heat series written under my pen name, Addison Cole. You’ll find many of the same great love stories with toned-down heat levels.

Remember to sign up for my newsletter to make sure you don’t miss out on future releases:

www.MelissaFoster.com/Newsletter
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Chapter One


BILLIE PUSHED THE tray of drinks she was carrying high over her head as she weaved through the crowd, skirting the packed dance floor at the Roadhouse, her family’s biker bar, where she’d worked since she was old enough to earn a buck. She and her younger sister, Bobbie, had grown up in the rustic dive, hanging out while they did homework and washing dishes when they were shorthanded, because that’s what the Mancinis did. They got shit done and had one another’s backs. Much like the sea of guys who were there every night wearing black leather cuts—vests with the Dark Knights motorcycle club patches on them. Her father was the vice president of the club, and the bonds of that brotherhood were unbreakable.

She approached the group of good-looking out-of-towners wearing khakis and dress shirts by the pool table who had ordered the drinks and was acutely aware of their slick-looking buddy eyeing her up as he waited for his turn at pool. They grew ’em big and strong around Hope Valley, Colorado, where ranches and livestock paid the bills for most families. Billie had a thing for calloused hands, scruffy faces, and no-bullshit men who had no use for suits and ties. But summertime brought all kinds of mountain-loving tourists to their small town.

“Drink! Drink! Drink!” a group of women chanted.

Billie looked toward the commotion and saw three busty women standing shoulder to shoulder, each cradling a shot glass between her breasts. Devlin “Dare” Whiskey licked the swell of one of the giggling blonde’s breasts, and she shook salt onto the wet spot. You’ve got to be kidding me. As the girl handed the shaker to the girl beside her, Dare licked the salt off her breast and wrapped that big ornery mouth of his around the shot glass. He tipped his too-frigging-handsome face back as he downed the shot hands-free. Well, his hands weren’t actually free. As the girls whooped and cheered, he hauled that blonde into a kiss, then made his way to the next giggling girl and repeated the whole damn thing.

Fucking Dare.

Billie and Dare had been best friends when they were growing up, along with their other best friend, Eddie Baker. The three of them were inseparable. They’d earned the nickname the Daredevils by the time they were seven years old because they were always racing or trying to do risky stunts on their skateboards, dirt bikes, and anything else they could find. They drove their parents crazy, but instead of dissuading them, their parents made sure they learned how to do those things safely. Their stunts got riskier as they got older—skydiving, cliff diving, drag racing, and just about anything else that would give them an adrenaline rush. Even though the Daredevils’ motto was “The right person always wins, not the best person,” because they considered themselves equals on all levels, she and Dare had still always tried to one-up each other with new challenges, while Eddie’s love of technology had taken over. They all had their thing. When Eddie became enthralled with making videos and movies, opting out of many of their stunts in lieu of videoing them, they supported his love of movies in every way they could, doing anything he asked. Dare was into classic cars and motorcycles, so they went to all the classic car shows, and motocross was Billie’s passion. She’d become a pro racer at eighteen, and Dare and Eddie had cheered her on at nearly every race.

They’d had a lot of laughs, despite Billie and Dare fooling around one time the summer before he left for college. There had always been something dark and electric between them, as if they were twin flames. Even back then he was rugged and muscular, cocky as hell, and boy could he kiss. But that’d been a one-time thing, and although their relationship had gotten a little awkward for a while, they’d moved past it and had remained stunt besties into adulthood, when she and Eddie, who had always been a grounding force in her life, began an ill-fated year-long relationship.

They’d remained the Daredevils—unbreakable and unstoppable—until six years ago, when Eddie was killed during a stunt gone wrong, and their lives had never been the same. Dare had begun taking his stunts to terrifying levels, and Billie had let go of that dangerous lifestyle and everything that reminded her of it. Including Dare. The trouble was, Dare was always around, and just the sight of him rattled the chains that kept her skeletons in the closet.

A round of cheers pulled Billie from her thoughts as Dare did the third shot. He glanced over, his eyes locking on Billie as he plucked the glass from his mouth. A cocky grin curved his lips, and he raised his brows in that way he had that said, Come here, sugar, and I’ll do you so good you’ll never forget me.

She rolled her eyes and turned away, focusing on giving the customers their drinks and trying not to think about how spot-on that arrogant biker’s silent message was. He was the only man who had ever ignited a fire deep inside her. They hadn’t even gone all the way that hot summer night all those years ago, and she still got turned on just thinking about his hands on her.

Irritation climbed up her spine, and she spun around to head back to the bar, but Mr. Slick-Out-of-Towner was right there.

“Anyone ever tell you that you look just like Bridget Moynahan?”

Only every swinging dick in this place. “I’ve heard it a time or two.” She tried to step around him, but he blocked her path, stepping closer.

“You’re a lot hotter than she is.” He put his hand on her hip. “What’re you doing later?”

Billie quickly sized him up. She was five seven, even taller with her boots on, and this douchebag was maybe six feet. She narrowed her eyes and lifted her chin, catching movement in her peripheral vision as she said, “Not you.” She shoved his hand away as Dare closed the distance between them, looking like a bull ready to charge. She got right in Mr. Slick’s face, her voice deathly calm. “Touch me, or any other woman in here without her permission, and you’ll be lucky if you can crawl out the door tonight.”

“Come on, baby, you know you want me.” Slick ran his hand down her arm.

“Really, dude?” She sighed, as if bored, and in the next second, she grabbed his hand and twisted his arm inward, while bending his hand back. He doubled over in pain.

“Jesus, fuck.” His knees buckled, and he sank toward the floor.

Every Dark Knight in the place was on their feet, and Dare was at the head of the pack, as Billie glared down at the kneeling jerk with a smile. “Aikido. It does a body good.” She seethed, “Now get your sorry ass out of my bar. You hear me?”

“Get the fu—”

She bent his wrist further, and he cried out. “Yes, ma’am. I’m leaving right now,” she said calmly. “Let me hear it before I break your wrist.”

“Fine,” the guy gritted out, and she wrenched his arm higher. “Yes, ma’am! I’ll leave!”

She let go of his hand and blew past him, glowering at Dare as several Dark Knights followed the guy toward the door.

Dare fell into step beside her. “You okay?”

She scoffed. He knew better than anyone that she could take care of herself, and if she ran into trouble, Bobbie knew how to use the shotgun they kept behind the bar. “Fucking fantastic. You can go back to the girls who get off on being saved.” She strode behind the bar and put the tray away.

Bobbie sidled up to her with a teasing smirk. “You’ll never get a man if you keep hurting them.”

Billie gave her younger, fair-haired sister and roommate a deadpan look. Bobbie laughed and went to deliver drinks to a table. Billie turned back to the bar as cheers rang out by the mechanical bull. She looked across the room and saw Dare climbing onto it, eating up the attention, but his gaze skirted over those eager women’s heads, and he winked at Billie.

“Did you two ever hook up?” Kellan grabbed a bottle from behind her and started making a drink. He was a part-time bartender and law school student, with deep dimples and a sunshine-and-whiskey personality—always in a good mood but tough when he needed to be.

We’re not going there. “What is this, Gossip Central?”

“I’m just curious. I think you’d make a great couple. You’re both badass.”

“I hope you make a better lawyer than matchmaker.” She nodded toward his customer, who was watching him intently, as if he could make him move faster. “I think he wants that drink you’re holding.”

As the night wore on, the bar got even more crowded. Billie went into the stockroom to restock the liquor, and when she came out, Dare’s groupies were waving money, egging him on as he climbed onto the bar and began dancing to “Save a Horse, Ride a Cowboy.” The man was two-hundred-plus pounds of hip-thrusting, tongue-wagging sex on legs. Bobbie and Kellan were dancing behind the bar as they served drinks, and while most customers were enjoying his show, there was a handful who looked shocked and slightly appalled.

“Are you freaking kidding me?” Billie mumbled as she set the bottles down and scanned the crowd for Dare’s brothers, who could usually help wrangle him in. But Doc and Cowboy were nowhere to be found. She spotted his cousin Raleigh “Rebel” Whiskey and held her palm up, giving him a Do something stare.

Amusement rose in Rebel’s eyes. He shouted, “Good luck,” and took a swig of his beer.

Was she the only sane person in the bar? She stomped over to Dare. “Get off my bar!”

He grinned down at her, cupping his ear. “What’s that? You want me to shake my ass?” He turned his butt toward her and shook his infuriatingly hot ass, causing an uproar of cheers and laughter.

“Take yourself to the strip club down the road!” Billie hollered.

That cocky grin widened. “You want me to strip?” Hoots and whistles rang out as he whipped off his shirt and swung it around his head.

Billie put her hands on the bar. “Off, Dare! And I don’t mean your pants!”

A collective squeal rang out from the women he’d been with all night. Dare grabbed Billie’s arms, hauling her onto the bar. He wrapped his thick arm around her waist, gyrating against her, those piercing dark eyes reaching into her soul, reminding her of all the years they’d done shit like this and laughed all night.

“Come on, Wildfire, you know you want to cut loose with me.”

Her chest constricted at the nickname he’d called her since they were kids and had rarely used the last few years. But on the heels of that warmth came the sharp, painful truth. Her feelings for Dare were the reason Eddie was dead. She was the reason Eddie was dead. She stuffed those warm feelings down deep and sneered. “I want to cut something, all right. Put on your damn shirt, get off my bar, and take your showboating ass onto the dance floor.”

“Only if you’ll dance with me.” He tightened his hold on her, hips grinding, broad chest brushing enticingly against her, as women yelled, “I’ll dance with you,” and “Damn, look at those hips go!” Some guys had puppy-dog eyes that got them special favors. Dare Whiskey had about a hundred ways of looking at a woman to get what he wanted, and as he tilted his head, brow furrowing, eyes pleading, a seductive smile playing on his lips, Billie’s mind spun back to the last time she’d been sucked in by that look.

The night they’d hooked up—and he’d broken her heart.

She leaned closer, putting her mouth beside his ear, and promised, “One dance.”

The elated grin on his face almost made her feel guilty as they climbed off the bar, much to his entourage’s chagrin, and he reached for her. “Let’s dance, sweet darlin’.”

She tossed him a clean towel. “The only dance I’m doin’ is tending to customers while you wipe down that bar.” She felt the heat of his stare as she strutted into the stockroom with Bobbie on her heels.

“Why are you like that to him? He’s just having fun.”

Billie turned on her. “Because this is a business, and if someone gets hurt, we’re liable. Do you want everyone thinking they can come in here and do shit like that?”

“No, but it’s Dare. He’s always done it. I don’t get it.”

“There’s nothing to get. This is our family business, and it’s about time we stopped running it like it’s a playground.” Bobbie was an elementary school teacher, and she only worked part-time at the bar, while Billie managed it full time and took the business more seriously.

Bobbie crossed her arms with a pinched expression. “Can you just tell me why you’re such a jerk to him lately? I know things changed after Eddie died, but it’s like you’ve suddenly got no patience for him, and I’ve never seen him do anything but be your friend.”

Because grieving without him was more terrifying than any stunt, and every time I look at him, I remember the betrayal in Eddie’s eyes right before his fatal accident. But the more I push Dare away, the stronger he comes at me to rekindle our friendship, and that makes it harder for me to keep that wall between us. Basically, I’m messed up, because I want to tear down that wall as badly as I want to bolt in the other direction. She clamped her mouth shut before any of that escaped, letting the ugly truth continue eating away at her like a ravenous rat trying to gnaw its way out.

She grabbed two bottles of alcohol and headed back to the bar, catching sight of Dare dirty dancing with his groupies. I need to get out of this town. She’d told herself that forever, but she’d never leave. Traveling over the summers for her motocross races when she was younger had proven what she’d always known. She belonged in Hope Valley, even if it meant being around Dare Fucking Whiskey.

Pushing that thought away, she escaped to the one place she didn’t have to think—behind the bar. Unfortunately, Bobbie followed her again.

“Billie…?” Her sister lowered her voice, and a challenge rose in her eyes. “You’re not jealous of those women with Dare, are you?”

“Are you insane? Do you think I want to be a notch on his belt? It’s a wonder the damn thing hasn’t shredded.”

[image: * * *]

DARE SAT AT a table with his older brother Callahan, who went by the road name Cowboy, and their cousin Rebel, listening to them shoot the shit, while he chewed on thoughts of Billie. She hadn’t looked his way in more than an hour, and that pissed him off. He was so damn tired of missing her—the real her—he was sick with it. If he were one of his therapy clients, he’d give himself a list of tools to sever those ties, starting with the obvious—stop showing up at the Roadhouse. But he could no sooner do that than he could forget how it felt to finally have her in his arms again on that fucking bar, her fierceness and bullheadedness be damned. That woman had owned his heart since they were kids.

Dare had wanted three things for as long as he could remember, and Billie was at the top of that list, followed by becoming a Dark Knight and being a therapist at his family’s ranch—Redemption Ranch—where they rescued horses and people, giving ex-cons, recovering addicts who had gone through rehab, and people with social or emotional issues, and other lost souls, a second chance.

Some might say two out of three wasn’t bad. But as Dare looked across the bar at Billie, his heart said otherwise.

He never should have made that stupid pact with Eddie in high school, but they were two kids crushing on their best friend. They’d agreed neither would make a move, but if Billie made the move, they could act on it. Dare had gotten lucky when she’d made a move the summer before college. But his luck hadn’t lasted. Moments after making out, she’d kicked him to the curb.

He’d been knocked on his ass, and had gone down a bad path after that, partying hard and doing some scary shit just to try to get her out of his head. His father had tried to straighten him out more times than he could count. There was no one tougher than Tommy “Tiny” Whiskey. He was six four and three hundred pounds of badass biker and rancher. But Dare didn’t scare easily, and while he was wild, he wasn’t stupid. He’d gone to college and had kept his grades up despite his partying so his parents would have no reason to pull him out of school. It wasn’t until his sophomore year, when Billie had told him she didn’t even know who he was anymore and that he didn’t have what it took to become a Dark Knight that he’d finally cleaned up his act. He’d gotten his shit together, interned in his field during school and at the ranch when he wasn’t in school, where his mother, Wynnie, a psychologist, led a staff of therapists. He’d prospected the Dark Knights, and after graduation, he’d come home determined to get his girl.

He’d gone straight to Eddie’s house to tell him he was done respecting the pact. But before Dare could get a word out, Eddie dropped the bomb that he and Billie were seeing each other. Dare had fought the urge to drink himself into oblivion, and instead had poured everything he had into becoming the best therapist he could be and living a damn good life, because he’d been sure that Billie and Eddie would realize they weren’t right for each other, and when that happened, he’d be there to show her the light. He’d gotten his master’s degree and had since earned a strong reputation for his unconventional therapy style.

He hadn’t counted on Eddie proposing to Billie or Billie saying yes, which had gutted Dare anew.

He should have fought for her that summer before college. Maybe then she wouldn’t have ended up with Eddie, and Dare wouldn’t have said the shit he’d said when she’d gotten engaged, and ruined their friendship.

“I can’t believe how late I am!” Birdie, their youngest sister, said as she breezed up to the table, jerking him from his thoughts. She was wearing black-and-white checked shorts with ruffled hems, a cropped black T-shirt, and red high heels. Her wild dark hair had a red-and-yellow polka-dot ribbon braided into a lock running down the left side of her face. She wore two bracelets with enormous red and white beads and white-framed glasses—cosmetic, not prescription. Her style was as quirky as her personality. She slid into a chair at the table, talking a mile a minute. “The shop was crazy busy, and Quinn and I got to talking after we closed up. You know how that goes.” Birdie was co-owner of Divine Intervention chocolate shop, where she worked with her bestie and their aunt. “Quinnie will be here later, by the way…”

As Birdie rattled on, Dare looked across the room at Billie leaning over the bar in that skimpy red leather halter top. She looked hot as sin in cutoffs, cowgirl boots, and that sexy black choker she wore like a brand. She’d always dressed edgy and sexy, reeking of confidence and a don’t-fuck-with-me attitude. He’d seen her ice people out of her life, but he never thought he’d be one of them. Until Eddie died, and the world as he knew it failed to exist.

“This place is packed. Who’s Dare looking at?” Birdie scrambled up to her feet on the chair, drawing Dare’s attention as she looked over the crowd. She was a tiny thing, which was why Dare had coined the nickname Birdie when she was just two years old. It suited her better than her given name, Blair. “It’s Billie!”

“Who else?” Rebel said as Birdie sat down. “If he keeps staring at her like that, people are going to think he’s a stalker.”

“He’s right, man,” Cowboy agreed. “Give her a break.”

Dare looked at his fairer-haired, bearded, and formidable older brother, who along with their oldest brother, Seeley, who went by the road name “Doc” and ran a veterinary clinic at the ranch, were always trying to rein him in. Cowboy was naturally bossy, and while that was perfect for managing the ranch hands, it had never gone over well with Dare. “Think I give a shit what other people think? I’m just making sure nobody gives her a hard time.”

Cowboy arched a brow. “Nobody but you? I think she’s made it more than clear that she doesn’t need your protection.”

“Who are you to talk?” Birdie chimed in. “You’re overprotective of everyone we know, and you’re always busting my balls about how I dress and what guys I talk to.”

“That would be all of your brothers,” Rebel pointed out.

“I don’t need help from the peanut gallery, thank you very much,” Birdie said.

Dare loved Birdie’s take-no-shit attitude.

“Sorry to break this to you, Bird,” Cowboy said. “But you don’t have balls.”

“Oh yeah?” She sat up straighter. “You always say it takes brass balls to ride the mechanical bull. Who holds the record for the longest mechanical bull ride two years running?” She pointed to herself with both thumbs.

Dare chuckled, Cowboy shook his head, and Rebel high-fived Birdie.

“Thank you very much.” Birdie reached for Dare’s beer.

He put his hand over the bottle. “You driving?”

“Yes, Daddy, which is why I’m only taking a sip of yours and not drinking my own.” She yanked the bottle away and took a drink, then set it down in front of him. “Are you driving?”

“Yes, but I’ve got about a hundred and twenty pounds on you, and this is my first and only beer.”

“Sometimes I wish I were heavier. Now…” She tapped her chin, looking around the room. “I need to find a woman for Cowboy.” She’d gotten a hair up her ass a few months back about marrying Cowboy off, and she was always trying to find him a woman. Birdie lived for her made-up missions as much as their sister Sasha lived for their paintball games.

Birdie reached across the table and patted Cowboy’s arm. “There’s a cute blonde. The one in the blue top.”

“No thanks,” Cowboy said. “Dare had his mouth on her a couple of hours ago.”

Birdie gave Dare a disapproving stare. “Do you have to make out with all the women in this town? Geez.”

There was only one woman he wanted to get his mouth on, but she’d like to run him over with her truck. “Just sharin’ the love, darlin’.”

Birdie rolled her eyes. “You guys would lock me up if I did that.”

“Damn right we would,” all three of the men said at once, to which Birdie went off on them.

Dare zoned out, thinking about Billie. She had a right to hate him. The last thing he’d said to her before Eddie died was not to marry him. She’d lost the man she loved, and Dare had lost both of them. As a therapist, he understood her grief and everything she was going through, but as her friend, he wanted to help her deal with it and bring back the fun-loving, fearless girl who would have sold her soul for a career in motocross and a lifetime full of adventures. But she’d buried that part of herself right alongside Eddie, leaving Dare to sit in that bar year after year, watching guys hit on the best friend he loved and the woman he couldn’t help but adore, despite the giant chip on her shoulder and those beautiful eyes shooting darts at him every chance she got.

She was waiting on tables, flashing that gorgeous smile, and tossing her long dark hair over her shoulder, getting hit on and doing as much flirting as she was shutting down. But that was Billie, confident as the day was long. She knew how to earn tips and how to protect herself. At least physically. But that tender heart of hers was all kinds of broken, and Dare was just the man to fix it.

She glanced over, catching him staring. Her eyes narrowed, and she turned away, wasting that stunning smile on the four badass Transom brothers, who looked like starving dogs salivating at their next meal.

Fuckers.

The blonde and her friends sidled up to Dare. “You want to get out of here with us?”

“Hell yes.” Anything to distract himself from thoughts of Billie.

“Um, hello? Nice introduction, brother dear,” Birdie chirped at him.

He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “No need for you to worry your pretty little head with introductions. I don’t know their names, and even if I did, I’d forget them by tomorrow.”

He followed the three women to their apartment and spent far too long listening to bad music, ridiculous conversations, and inane questions about being a biker—Do you, like, trade women? Have you ever killed anyone? Have you ever been in jail?—to which he could have responded, Hell no, not directly, and no. Thanks to Billie pulling my head out of my ass the summer after my junior year of college, I managed to stay out of jail, and now I help other people see the errors of their ways. But he didn’t waste his breath, because it was closing time at the Roadhouse, and as he dodged enticing offers for group play, which he’d totally be into if Billie hadn’t stirred up shit in his brain, those lovely women reminded him of all the reasons he wanted to leave.

He was done wasting time with women he didn’t care about. He’d lost Billie because he hadn’t fought for her. Well, guess what, Mancini. It’s time to knock that chip off your shoulder and face this shit head-on before our whole lives pass us by.

[image: * * *]

DARE DROVE HIS motorcycle around the bar to make sure the asshole Billie had given shit to wasn’t hanging around, and then he parked out front to wait for her and Bobbie to leave, just as he’d done hundreds of times before. The parking lot was empty, save for Bobbie’s Jeep, Kellan’s car, and Billie’s old truck. There was a time when the only things she’d drive were fast cars, motorcycles, and motocross bikes. Back then, she’d have hauled his ass up on the bar and laughed when her parents told them to get the hell down. Man, he missed that wild streak.

He looked up at the neon orange ROADHOUSE sign above the front doors and the wide front porch that spanned the length of the building. He could still picture fourteen-year-old Billie standing on the steps in her cowgirl boots and cutoffs, with a dirt bike helmet tucked under her arm and sass pouring out of her mouth. When they were growing up, he’d thought that bar was the coolest place around. It was pretty great and full of amazing memories, but now he knew it wasn’t the place that was the coolest. It was Billie, with her larger-than-life personality and that arrogance that had always gotten under his skin. It was Eddie, too, he thought with a stab of longing. He’d been the calm to their storms, and Dare missed him every damn day.

The front doors of the bar opened, and Kellan and Bobbie walked out, locking the door behind them. Dare climbed off his motorcycle as they descended the stairs.

Kellan nodded at Dare and said, “Have a good night,” as he headed to his car.

A concerned smile almost reached Bobbie’s eyes. Her blond hair fell to the middle of her back. She was more sweetness than sass and was a few inches shorter than Billie, but she could definitely hold her own.

“Hey there, darlin’.”

Bobbie crossed her arms. “Billie’s not going to be happy to see you out here.”

Tell me something I don’t know. “After the shit she pulled with that asshole tonight, do you really think I’d let you two walk out of here alone?”

“I know you better than that, and so does she. But Kellan was here.”

“And he left with you, which means she’ll be walking out alone,” he said as Kellan drove out of the lot.

Bobbie sighed. “You’re right. Thanks for watching out for her. I know my sister doesn’t make it easy, but I’m glad you do it.”

“I’ve been doing it our whole lives, darlin’. It’ll take a lot more than her smart mouth to stop me.”

“I know that, too.” She headed to her Jeep, calling over her shoulder, “Watch yourself. She keeps a knife in her boot.”

She always has. “You know I like ’em feisty.”

A little while later, Billie came out the front door. Her keen eyes swept the lot, getting hung up on Dare. He could practically feel the earth move with the roll of her eyes as she came off the porch.

She headed for her truck, not slowing down when he fell into step beside her. “What’re you doing here?”

“Same as always—keeping you safe.”

She stopped in her tracks, the air chilling. “You’ve been showing up here for as long as I can remember. Have I ever once needed your help?”

“Do I really need to remind you of all the times you’ve needed my help right here in this parking lot?”

“Did all that partying you did after high school mess up your brain? Because I can’t remember ever needing your help.”

“Last year. The prick from Wisconsin with the eyebrow ring.”

“I could have handled him.”

“No doubt. But you shouldn’t have to. And the two guys who were passin’ through town a few months before that, who you flirted with so damn much they followed you home?”

Her eyes narrowed. “What’re you talking about? Nobody ever followed me home.”

“Who do you think stopped them from fucking you up?”

“What…?” She shook her head.

“Yeah. Those stitches I got in my cheek? They weren’t from a fight with Cowboy.”

Her brows knitted.

“That’s right, darlin’. I see you doubting it. But you know I don’t lie. You’re tough as nails, but two guys against one unsuspecting woman? You wouldn’t have had a chance.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I took care of it and made sure they left town.”

“Thanks, but I’m not your responsibility.”

Maybe not in your eyes, but I’m loyal to the bone. “You became my responsibility the day you poked me in the chest and said, You’re my new best friend. Let’s go get into trouble, and made me pinkie swear on it.”

“I was six and obviously had very poor judgment.”

“No doubt. Johnny Petrone was proof of that.” That earned him another eye roll.

“I was fifteen.”

“And bawling your eyes out on those very steps.” He pointed toward the bar. “Because he broke up with you. He was never worthy of a single date. What the hell were you thinking?”

“Is that why you gave him a black eye?”

“He made my best friend cry. I’d have done more than that if Doc hadn’t stopped me.”

Her jaw tightened, a war raging in her beautiful hazel eyes. “You were always out of control.”

“And you weren’t?” He held her gaze.

“Not like you.”

He stepped closer. So close she had to tip her face up to see his, burning off the chill she tried to wear like a shield. “You’re exactly like me. Always have been. Always will be. You lived and breathed for the next adrenaline high, and just doing it was never enough. You had to excel, just like me. You worked your ass off to become a pro motocross racer. I don’t know how you walked away from it and turned your back on everything else you loved except the damn bar.”

Her eyes narrowed, her chest rising with her heavy breaths, brushing against him. “I grew up.”

“You got scared.” He let that sink in, and if he hadn’t been looking for it, he’d have missed the slight twitch in her eyes, the tell that gave away when she was thinking about something or lying. “It’s time to stop pretending to be someone you’re not, Billie. I know you love the bar, but that’s just a piece of who you are, like the ranch is part of who I am. You’re like a caged tiger in there. I see it in your eyes and feel it every time I’m around you. That’s not you, Billie. You used to shine like the fucking sun, and now you’re like a thunderstorm waiting to happen. I hate seeing you like that, and so would Eddie.”

“If you don’t like what you see, then stay the hell away from me. Stop coming to my family’s bar.” She took a step toward her truck, and he moved in front of her, blocking her way.

“That’s not happening, and I don’t believe you want me to.”

“You don’t care what I want,” she seethed. “This is about what you want.”

“You’re damn right it is, because what I want is to stop you from throwing your life away.”

Her eyes twitched, but her jaw tightened again. “Go find someone else to save.”

“You’re so damn frustrating,” he gritted out. “I don’t want to save you. I want to help you get back to living the life you deserve. The life you really love.”

“Save your psychobabble for someone else. Why do you care what I do, anyway?”

“Because I fucking love you, and I loved Eddie, and now he’s gone, Billie. But you’re still here, and acting like someone you’re not isn’t going to bring him back.”

Anger flamed in her eyes, and she pushed past him and headed for her truck.

“We both lost him, Billie, and you haven’t talked to me about what happened to him even once,” he said as she climbed into her truck. “I get that you hate me for what I said the day he died.” Her hand stilled on the door. “I’m sorry I opened my mouth. I wish I could take it all back, but fucking yell at me. Beat the hell out of me. Do something to get that anger out of your system, because he was a piece of us, and you’re the only other person on this earth who knows what that truly means.”

She swallowed hard, her eyes downcast.

“Come on, Billie.” He softened his tone. “Hasn’t this gone on long enough? I just want my best friend back. I want to talk and hang out and do fun shit with you. I fucking miss you, Billie. I miss us.”

She lifted sad, angry eyes to him. “Well, I’m not that girl anymore, so get over it.”

She slammed her truck door, and he watched her drive away. She was so damn stubborn, getting her out of the armor she’d worn like a shield would require finesse. He might have once been a bull in a china shop, but he’d had six long years to learn patience, and he was ready to put that patience to the test and face his biggest, most important challenge yet—showing the woman he’d always loved that some dares are worth the risk.


Chapter Two


AFTER A FITFUL night’s sleep spent overthinking every word Dare had said to her, Billie drove to Elk Mountain Park for her morning run. She’d never been a great sleeper, but her inability to shut her mind off had gotten even worse after Eddie died and she’d given up her adrenaline-driven lifestyle. She’d had a hell of a time finding safer ways to get rid of her excess energy. She was still struggling with that, but running helped to clear her head and calm her mind.

Or at least it usually did.

This morning, as the sun beat down on her shoulders, she couldn’t get lost in the serenity of the grassy fields and scenic mountains. Instead, Dare’s freaking voice was echoing in her head. You got scared…You used to shine like the fucking sun, and now you’re like a thunderstorm waiting to happen. I hate seeing you like that, and so would Eddie.

She kicked up her speed, trying to outrun the truth in his words.

All she wanted was to be in control of her life, and she’d never felt more out of control. I just want my best friend back…I fucking miss you, Billie. I miss us. She pushed herself harder, sweat pouring down her neck and chest, but there was no outrunning the bone-deep ache of missing every damn thing she’d lost or given up. Most of all, being part of their trio and their exciting, carefree days, easy friendships, and crazy, fun nights. It never mattered that Dare and Eddie were opposites in every way. In fact, it made the three of them better. Dare was big, burly, and wild, while Eddie was lean, fit, and careful. Dare kept his dark hair short and his scruff trim, while Eddie’s blond hair was always in need of a cut and he shaved only under duress. Dare was bullheaded, had several piercings in his ear, septum, and nostril, and was tatted from neck to pecs. Lord only knew how much ink was in the danger zone, but she’d seen the tattoos on his thighs and calves. Eddie was full of boyish charm and had not a speck of ink on his body. God, she missed being with them. The way Dare pushed her and how Eddie always knew the right thing to do and say, as if he’d been put on earth because the universe knew they needed someone more rational to rein them in and be their sounding board. She missed their banter as much as she missed their fights, and she missed the person she’d been with them.

But how could she ever go back, when it hurt so bad?

She looked up at the clear blue sky, as she’d done thousands of times before, and pictured Eddie’s handsome face, his blue eyes glittering down at her, shaggy blond hair falling in front of them. She imagined him laughing, because imagining anything less always brought tears. Every time she talked to him, she thought she’d said everything she could ever want to say. She’d apologized for not loving him the way he deserved to be loved more times than she could count, but still when she looked up, that was the first thing that came out. “It’s me again. I’m sorry for not loving you the way you deserved. I wish I were wired differently. You were always there for me.” She gulped in air, thinking about how he’d encouraged her and cheered her on at motocross races—What’re you waiting for, Billie? Get out there and show the world what you’ve got—and recorded even the most ridiculous of stunts.

“That should’ve been enough.” But you were too easy, and I don’t do well with easy. But you knew that, didn’t you? That brought a wave of guilt that nearly bowled her over, but it was as true as the sky was blue. “I could really use your words of wisdom right now, Eddie.” She took a few deep breaths, trying to calm her racing heart. “I don’t know what to do, but Dare’s right. Most days I feel like I’m going to explode. It hurts, Eddie. I wish you were here to tell me what to do.” She heard an airplane in the distance and wished she were on it. Scratch that. She wished that she wanted to be on it, because going away would make things so much easier, but she didn’t want to leave the place or people she loved. “Can you just give me a sign, Eddie? A hint about what I should do?”

She ran faster, wishing she’d never started dating him, because she’d known even then that her heart had already been spoken for. But she’d thought she could get past her feelings for Dare. Oh, how she’d tried, year after year, but he was so deeply rooted in her soul, she didn’t know where she ended and he began. She didn’t even know when she’d fallen in love with him, but she’d known she was in too deep the summer after high school, when she’d had a bit too much liquid courage at a party and had gone in for a kiss—and had come out the other side consumed by sensations more powerful than any thrill she’d ever experienced, more addicting than the adrenaline rushes that had ruled her life, and it had terrified her. She knew at that moment that loving Dare Whiskey was dangerous, and she’d told him it could never happen again. It was a good thing, because he’d gotten so out of control that summer, drinking too much, toying with drugs, and tempting fate with treacherously dangerous stunts, she’d been sure she’d stop wanting him. But here she was, ten-plus years later, asking her dead ex-fiancé for help.

Her lungs stung, her clothing was soaked, and her heart hurt like a bitch. She slowed to a walk and bent over, resting her hands on her thighs as she tried to catch her breath. The breeze felt good on her face.

“Maaaaanciiiiiiniiiiii!”

She whipped around just as Dare parachuted to the ground on the other side of the field. Are you freaking kidding me, Eddie? He’s your sign? Either you’ve got a wicked sense of humor, or I’m in trouble.

She headed across the grass toward Dare as he unhooked his equipment. Most people wore flight suits, but Dare and Billie had always hated them. He wore a T-shirt, cargo shorts, and sneakers, and he had a small backpack strapped to his chest. His cocky grin brought a smile, despite her annoyance.

“Hey, girl. Great morning, huh?” He shrugged off the pack that was strapped to his chest and plopped onto his ass as he unzipped it.

“It was. What’re you doing here, Dare?”

He pulled a plastic bottle of orange juice out of the backpack and set it on the grass. “Having breakfast.” He withdrew a plastic container and took off the top, revealing two sandwiches. “PBJ and banana. Wanna share?” He patted the grass beside him.

She rolled her eyes as she sat down. “Am I supposed to believe you went skydiving armed with my favorite breakfast and just happened to land in the field where I run practically every day?”

“I figured you missed me.”

“I just saw you last night.”

“Exactly. That was a long damn time ago, and I know you’re dreaming about me and shit.”

“There’s that ego we all know so well.”

“You don’t know it nearly well enough anymore, and you run three days a week, not seven.” He leaned his shoulder against hers, lowering his voice. “Embellisher.” He held the plastic container in front of her. “Go ahead—you know you want it.”

“Not hungry, thanks.”

“Bullshit. You’re always hungry. I mean, I know you’d rather have some of this.” He waved to his body. “But I don’t fool around with women who want to scratch my eyes out. Now, dig those nails into my back…” He winked.

“Dream on, Devlin.”

“Pullin’ out the big guns, are ya?” He lifted the container again. “Eat the damn sandwich, and don’t worry, Wilhelmina, I won’t take it as an olive branch.”

Ugh. Why had her parents saddled her with her great-grandmother’s first name? She reluctantly took the sandwich and bit into it, further irritated that his sandwiches still tasted better than anyone else’s. The raspberry preserves and bananas were sweeter, the peanut butter chunkier, and the bread was as soft as a cloud. “Thanks.”

“I lied. I’m totally taking it as an olive branch.” He shoved half his sandwich in his mouth and reached into his backpack, handing her a bottle of water, amusement shining in his eyes.

She yanked it from his hand. “You’re a pain in my ass.”

“Good. The day I stop being one, I’ll know I mean nothing to you.”

As if that could ever happen. She chugged the water. “Did you come here to give me more shit?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

“Great.” She pushed to her feet.

He yanked her back down. “Chill out, Mancini. I’m just having breakfast with my bestie.”

“I’m not your bestie anymore.”

“You’ll always be my bestie. Those bonds don’t break just because you get a hair up your ass for a few years.”

“Lucky me,” she said sarcastically. “Whose butt do I have to kick for flying you out here?”

“Flame gave me a lift. Good luck kicking the ass of a guy who jumps into fires for a living.”

Flame was Dare’s friend Finn Steele’s road name. He was a smoke jumper and a Dark Knight, and now he was on Billie’s shit list. “Freaking Finn. You can bet I’m going to give him hell.”

“Good luck with that. Hey, maybe I’ll go running with you sometime.”

She scoffed. “You couldn’t keep up.”

“Wanna bet?”

“Yeah. I win, you stop coming around. You win, you stop coming around.”

He ate the rest of his sandwich in one bite, eyes narrowing as he chewed and swallowed. “You’d be lonely without me.”

“I’ve been without you for a long time, Dare, and I’m not lonely.” She took another bite of her sandwich and gazed out at the field, hoping she’d pulled off the lie.

“Twitch, twitch.”

She tried to stifle a smile as she turned to look at him. “You think you know me.”

“Besties for life know each other’s tells.”

“Just like I know you’re here to get me to talk.”

He leaned back on his palms and crossed his ankles. “Is that so bad?”

“Why now? After all this time?”

“I never stopped trying to talk to you.”

That was true, even after she’d tried to cut him out of her life, he’d been persistent, coming back day after day, calling, texting, showing up when he knew she’d be home, trying to talk to her at the bar after she’d gone back to work. Weeks later, when he’d finally taken the hint and those check-ins had tapered off, she’d been as relieved as she was devastated. But he’d never stopped trying.

“But as I told you last night,” Dare said thoughtfully, “I miss you, and you never let me apologize for what I said that day. It was selfish of me to tell you not to marry Eddie. If I could go back and do it over—”

“You’d say the same damn thing,” she said sharply. “We both know you always speak your mind, regardless of the ramifications.” It was one of the things she admired most about him, because she’d always done the same thing. But holding everything in for all these years was exhausting.

“Not as much anymore.”

“Did your professors knock that out of you when you were in school?” She’d never talked to him about his career, but she knew all about the ranch. It had an excellent reputation for its live-in therapeutic programs, and Billie had heard that Dare was an exceptional therapist. He’d always been curious about what made people tick. She was curious about the work he did, but she wasn’t ready to go there.

“Yeah, I guess you can say that. Or you could say I’ve grown up, too.” He looked at her for a long moment, those dark eyes holding her captive. “But I hate the way you look at me like you wish it’d been me that died that night. I get it, and I’d switch places with Eddie in a heartbeat just so you wouldn’t have lost him.”

Her throat thickened. “Is that what you think? That I wish you were dead?”

“Sure feels that way.” He sat up, taking a swig of his juice.

Emotions stacked up inside her. “Well, I don’t, and I never have.” She pushed to her feet and paced. “I wish nobody had died. It didn’t have to happen.” She couldn’t keep her voice from rising. “Eddie never did flips. He was too uncoordinated, and he knew it. He never should’ve gotten on that bike.”

Dare stood up. “We both tried to stop him, remember?”

“Of course I remember! How could I forget? The whole thing plays out in my mind like a horror movie every night, and I don’t hate you for what you said, either. So stop thinking I do.” She stomped back to him, hands fisted, remembering what he’d said when he’d seen the ring. You’re not going to marry him, are you? I love Eddie, but he’s not your forever guy, Billie. He’s not the man who sets your soul on fire. “You didn’t say anything that I didn’t already know. I’d already broken up with him when you saw the ring and told me not to marry him. He wouldn’t take the ring back, but we were already done. That’s why he and I were fighting before he grabbed the bike instead of filming us. That’s why he died.” Tears spilled from her eyes. Dare looked shocked by her confession, but she was too upset to slow down. “Because of me. Because I couldn’t love him the way he loved me. It’s my fault he’s dead, Dare. My fault!”

“No, Billie, you are not taking on that responsibility.” He pulled her into his arms.

“Let me go.” She beat her fists on his chest, crying out of anger, frustration, and so much hurt, it was inescapable.

“Never.” He held her tighter, despite her struggles. “It wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t his fault. It was a stupid stunt gone wrong.”

“But he never would have done it if I’d loved him the way he loved me.” Her confession broke open the floodgates, and she clung to him, powerless to stop the tears and grief she’d been holding back for years. She braced herself for him to get angry that she blamed herself, because that’s who Dare Whiskey had always been. Her great protector. The man who refused to let her suffer and had always built her up so she felt indestructible. All that fortifying had taught her to be strong, and until this very moment, she’d believed she was a master at hiding her suffering.

But Dare didn’t get mad.

He didn’t say a word.

He just held her as she cried, running his hand down her back, the muscle in his jaw clenching against her temple. He was more muscular than he’d been years ago, when he’d haul her into his arms after they’d nailed a great stunt or she’d won a motocross race, but he still felt familiar and safe. Despite years of battering you with my attitude, like an iceberg ramming into an unchillable mountain. That brought a stab of guilt, and she drew back, but he tightened his hold on her again, speaking low.

“I’m not done with you yet, Mancini.”

She closed her eyes against the rush of emotions that came with the words he’d said to her all those years ago after their tipsy tryst, to which she’d responded, Yeah, you are, ’cause I’m done with you. She’d thought she was so tough then, not giving in to being another notch on his belt. Little had she known she was biting off her nose to spite her face.

“Yeah, you are,” she choked out, and pushed from his arms, wiping her eyes, wondering if she could bolt and whether he’d chase her this time.

“Sit down, Mancini.” He didn’t wait for a response, grabbing her wrist as he sat, pulling her down beside him.

Here comes the anger. She sat up straighter, readying for an onslaught of fortification.

“Breathe,” he said soothingly, and handed her the water bottle he’d given her earlier. “Take a drink.”

His jaw was tight, dark eyes serious but not angry. Who was this calm impostor?

“Or don’t.” He put the water bottle on the grass between them and opened his orange juice. He finished what was left in the bottle and pulled one knee up, lazily resting his arm on it and gazing out at the field, as if he had all day to sit there with her. “You really broke up with him? You went out for so long, when you accepted his proposal, I thought I was wrong, and he was the love of your life.”

“Not everyone who dates for a long time is meant to be married.” It was hard to process this serious side of Dare. It was so new to her and it was hard to talk about something she’d kept off-limits for so long, but he deserved to know the truth. At least this piece of it. “I loved Eddie, but no matter how hard I tried, you were right; he didn’t set my soul on fire. That’s why I couldn’t marry him.”

[image: * * *]

HOLY SHIT. DARE’S mind sped back in time, to when she or Eddie had made comments about their relationship. It hadn’t happened often, but there were a few times when one would mention maybe they should take a break or they’d hit a rough patch. Now Dare saw those times as missed opportunities to fight for her. But she hadn’t wanted him, and he wasn’t a glutton for punishment. At least not that type of punishment.

She met his gaze. “Now do you understand why it’s my fault?”

“No, but I can see why you would lean that way. You pissed him off, and then he did a stunt he shouldn’t have.”

“Because he was mad.”

“Because he was a dude, and our egos are bigger than our dicks. We have a visceral need to save face. You hurt his heart and his pride, and he was out to show you that you didn’t break him. He was still a man who could do cool shit, even if he shouldn’t have tried.”

“I want to roll my eyes at that, but the whole ego-dick thing rings true.”

“Except for mine.” He waggled his brows, and she shook her head with a small smile. He’d take it. “You know, you were always pissing one of us off, and we both tried plenty of stupid stunts while we were angry, and we didn’t die any of those times. Eddie’s death was tragic, but it wasn’t your fault.”

“When I hear you say that, I want to believe you, but then late at night, it all comes rushing back, and…”

“Then maybe I need to be around you late at night to remind you that it’s not your fault.” That earned a half-hearted eye roll. “I get it, Billie, and what you remember might never change. But what it means might change someday, and that’s what I hope for. Do you remember my sophomore year of college, when I was partying way too hard and you were trying to get me to stop being an idiot?”

“Yeah. You told me to back off, and I told you if something happened to you, it would be my fault for not stopping you. I was so angry at you. I swear you are the most stubborn person I’ve ever met.”

“It’s like looking in a mirror, isn’t it?”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Remember what Eddie told you when you said that to me?”

She looked down and plucked a piece of grass. “He said I can’t be responsible for your choices, no matter how much I hate them.”

“That’s right, darlin’, and Eddie sure as hell wouldn’t want you to carry the burden of guilt because he was pissed off for a few minutes. You know that, don’t you?”

She shrugged.

“Somewhere way down deep, beneath the hurt and guilt, I think you know it. And lucky for you, I know it, and I’ll keep reminding you until you dig out from under the muck and mire enough to see it.”

“You’re not some kind of magician who can change people’s views.”

“Unfortunately, I know that all too well. I also know how long you’ve carried this burden and how stubborn you are, and I know it’s not going to go away with one conversation.”

“Or fifty.”

Challenge accepted, sweet thing. “I guess we’ll see. Is that why you pushed me out of your life? Because you thought I’d blame you for Eddie’s death if I knew you’d broken up with him?”

She fidgeted uncomfortably, and he had a feeling she was done talking about it.

“Every time I see you, I remember that day and that it was my fault he died.” She stood abruptly. “What do I owe you for this session, because I’ve got to go?”

As badly as he wanted to go with her, he remained sitting, knowing the harder he pushed, the faster her walls would go back up. “Dinner tonight.”

She scoffed. “Just because we talked doesn’t mean we’re besties again.”

“We’ll see about that.” He winked.

She shook her head and headed back to the running path.

Billie didn’t just walk anywhere. She strutted determinedly, her gorgeous ass swaying in those skimpy running shorts. When she picked up her pace to an easy jog, he hollered, “You’re moving like that gorilla on your back has lost some weight.”

She didn’t miss a step as she flipped him the bird without turning around and ran faster.

He watched her growing smaller in the distance, and that noose he’d been wearing for years, the one he’d’ve bet would be making it hard for him to breathe until the day he met Eddie on the other side, loosened the tiniest bit.


Chapter Three


TUESDAY EVENING, AFTER a busy day spent working on the ranch and seeing clients, Dare showered and dressed, then put on his cut. He had church tonight. That’s what the Dark Knights called their meetings, and after dinner, he’d head over to the clubhouse with his father, brothers, and the other Dark Knights who lived on the ranch. He grabbed his cowboy hat on the way out of his cabin and was greeted by the familiar scents of the ranch, horses, hay, hard work, and family. The sun peeked over the mountains in the distance, casting shadows on the ranch where his roots ran deep. He and his family all lived and worked on the property, with the exception of Birdie, who lived by her chocolate shop in Allure, a neighboring town.

He climbed onto an ATV and headed up to the main house for dinner, passing the pastures and barns he’d worked in all his life. The ranch had been in his mother’s family for generations as a horse rescue. His father was from Peaceful Harbor, Maryland, where Dare’s great-grandfather had founded the Dark Knights. He’d ended up in Hope Valley when he and his brother Biggs had taken a cross-country motorcycle trip and had happened upon the Roadhouse. His mother had been there with her girlfriends, and his father had taken one look at her and told Biggs he was going to marry her one day.

Biggs headed back to Peaceful Harbor alone that summer, and Dare’s father began working on the ranch. A few years later, his parents married, and his father continued on at the ranch while his mother pursued a career as a psychologist. Dare’s father had begun hiring ex-cons and recovering addicts, hoping to give them a leg up, but he’d been sorely disappointed when many had ended up back in jail or on drugs. He’d eventually realized that while they’d served their time or overcome their demons, they hadn’t had the ongoing support they needed in order to rebuild their lives while remaining clean, sober, or out of trouble. It hadn’t taken long for his parents to come up with the idea to extend the ranch’s mission to include a therapeutic environment where people could learn new and better ways to cope with difficult situations while living and working on the ranch and attending group and individual therapy sessions. Giving them the support they needed, as well as a purpose. At the time, Tiny had been itching to start another chapter of the Dark Knights, and he’d finally found its mission, working hand in hand with the ranch in giving people second chances and helping them stay away from addiction and trouble. Over the years, many of the people who had gone through their programs had become Dark Knights, and several still worked on the ranch.

Decades later, his father oversaw the ranch, which spanned a few hundred
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The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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