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      “There ya go, boy. Give it a try.” Trent Roland stood and squared his broad shoulders, gesturing toward the dog house with his hammer. A quiet, tawny-brown and black German Shepherd sat at the other end of a narrow chain-link run, one of twenty at the Wounded Warrior Dog Rescue. The animal stared at his new home with suspicion in his chestnut eyes.

      “Come on, Sport. It’s got all the comforts of home. Waiting for you. Inside.” Trent punctuated each sentence with a sweeping motion of his arms, intended to get the dog moving in the right direction. Sport curled his bushy black tail around his legs and cocked his head to the side, apparently unimpressed with Trent’s workmanship.

      Puffing his cheeks, Trent released a long breath and brushed sawdust from the knees of his army fatigues. The multiple hues of brown in his camo pants may have been designed to help him blend into sandy environments, but they only served to make him stand out in the small beach community of Liberty  Cove, Texas.

      “You know, I could be in San Antonio right now getting my business up and running. I had plenty of properties lined up to go check out. But I came here instead, to build this for you. What’s the problem, boy?”

      He waltzed over to where the dog still sat, unmoved. Trent squatted down beside him and draped his thick arm around Sport’s slender body, feeling his ribs beneath a thick coat of fur. Aunt Kat was right. After twenty years of running the rescue, she knew what she was talking about when it came to the animals in her charge. This dog was taking the loss of his previous owner hard. “You want me to be the guinea pig, don’t you?”

      Sport flopped a massive paw onto Trent’s arm and offered a tentative wag of his tail.

      “Message received, loud and clear.” He scrubbed his fingers behind Sport’s ears and headed back to the dog house. Dropping to his knees, he looked back at the uncertain animal. “I’m not sure how this is going to work. I didn’t exactly design this door with me in mind, but I’ll give it my best shot. You go in, you come out. Let me show you how it’s done.”

      Trent stuck his head in the dog house and lowered his shoulder, trying his best to slip his torso through an opening designed for a creature with much less mass than himself.  “This place isn’t going to eat you.” A grunt escaped his lips as he struggled to twist his body and get his other shoulder through the door. “I’ll prove it to you.”

      With one final push, he slipped into the miniature house up to his waist before his tool belt caught on the door frame. This was a bad idea. He scrambled to free his belt, the treads of his boots tearing up the sandy soil outside. But it was no use—he wasn’t going anywhere.

      A small growl rolled around in the back of Trent’s throat. Done in by the very tools that helped him make sense of the world, he shifted his body once again, trying to force himself the rest of the way inside.

      “So much for that idea, Sport. Looks like you’re going to have to figure this one out on your own.”

      Trent tried to slide backward through the tiny door, but the entire dog house moved with him. Okay, this was a very bad idea. His hands searched for something to grab hold of—anything to push against and give him some traction. Nothing. He’d done too good of a job making sure there were no protruding boards that might make a dog uncomfortable while inside.

      He wiggled and squirmed, shifted and twisted, but none of his efforts did any good. With his front end stuck inside a brand new dog house and his rear end waving to the sky, he was caught, and wasn’t going anywhere.

      Aunt Kat would never let him live it down if she found him like this. With her penchant for cracking jokes and poking fun, she’d get a lot of mileage out of this fiasco. All he could do was hope that he could squeeze his way out before she or any of the other military veterans working at the shelter waltzed by.

      Earlier that week, he’d agreed to put his plan of starting his own business as a commercial developer on hold for a little while. Hurricane Parker had done a number on the rescue, and Aunt Kat had called in a favor. He’d arrived in town only a few days ago, and now it was his job to oversee the repairs.

      What was I thinking? He wasn’t here to play therapist to a dejected dog and convince him to try out his new home. But there was something about Sport. When he looked at Trent, it was almost like he was quietly pleading for help. The poor dog didn’t understand why his man had abandoned him.

      Being left behind was something Trent understood all too well. It was like they were on the same wavelength. His stomach twisted into a knot when the face of one of his fallen brothers-in-arms flashed into his head. In all the years that had passed since that first painful deployment, he’d never been able to shake the feeling that he’d been left behind somehow.

      Even life itself hadn’t waited for him during the time he spent serving overseas. Coming home to a completely different world from the one he’d left hadn’t been easy. Yeah, he understood Sport.

      Working to get his knees back underneath him, he tried one more explosive move, hoping to break free. The sound of a woman’s laughter stopped him in his tracks. Perfect! Aunt Kat had found him.

      “Do you need some help?”

      Trent froze at the sweet and lively sound of the woman’s voice. That wasn’t Aunt Kat. It sounded just like… no. It couldn’t be her. She’d had big-city dreams of her own last time he’d seen her. There’s no way she’d still be lurking in a podunk seaside town like this.

      His stomach clenched when the gate squeaked. She was coming in. At ease, soldier. It wasn’t her. Not a chance.

      “What can I do?” she asked.

      Trent squeezed his eyes shut. He could hear the suppressed laughter in her voice even through the walls of his wooden prison. “Would you mind sitting on the roof while I try to slide out again?”

      “Will it hold me?” she asked.

      “I built it. It’ll hold.”

      “Confident. I like that. But it does make me wonder…”

      “Wonder what?” he asked, as he listened to her climb onto the roof.

      “If you were just as confident about being able to squirm your way back through that tiny door when you first crawled in there.”

      The closed-off box around him muffled the woman’s bubbly laughter.

      “Okay, all set,” she said.

      Every time she spoke, his heart skipped a beat. He needed to hurry up and get out of this mess so he could see for himself that this good Samaritan was nothing more than a stranger with a beautiful voice that reminded him of his past.

      The added weight held the dog house still enough for him to slide backward through the small opening inch by inch until he was free.

      He took a deep breath of fresh air and sat back on his heels. Every muscle in his body tensed when his gaze met the same pair of sea-green eyes he’d fallen in love with long ago.

      Her jaw fell open and the blush of her cheeks matched the burning he felt in his own. Back when life had still held the promise of a happy ending for him, he’d imagined spending his ever-after with her.

      Warmth erupted in his stomach and spread throughout his body. “Olivia?”

      “Trent? I didn’t know you were back in the States. Last I heard, you were deployed in the Middle East.”

      “You been keeping tabs on me?” His nerves forced an awkward chuckle as he stood and brushed dried grass from the knees of his pants.

      Olivia’s creamy cheeks burned a little hotter. She grabbed the end of her long sandy-brown hair, twisting it between her fingers like she’d always done when nervous. “Word gets around in a town this size.”

      It sure did. So how was it that he’d been here for three whole days and hadn’t known until just now that his long-time childhood friend and college sweetheart was in town?

      Trent glanced at the ring finger of her left hand as she played with the fringed edge of her cut-off denim shorts. He sucked in a sharp breath at the absence of a ring. Not that it mattered. She’d never take him back after the way he’d left things between them. But that was fine; it wasn’t like he was ready to jump into a relationship. He was emotionally stopped up and he knew it. Still, seeing she was unattached was enough to raise his heart rate to cardio status in a hurry.

      “Mama.”

      A tiny voice caught his attention. He turned to see a little blonde figure standing with her fingers hooked in the chain-link fence. Her bright pink leggings matched the pink stripes of her pastel rainbow-colored shirt. A fuchsia tutu flared out just above her knees and swished from side to side with her movements. She bent over and tugged on one of her ruffled socks, which stuck out above mini tennis shoes covered in pink glitter.

      “Is she yours?” Trent asked.

      Olivia hopped off the dog house and straightened her pale-green sleeveless t-shirt. It fit her like a glove, highlighting her new, more womanly curves. How was it possible for a woman to be more beautiful than she’d been ten years ago?

      “She’s all mine. That’s why she calls me Mama.” Olivia tucked her hair behind her ear and slipped past him. “What do you need, baby?”

      “We go now?”

      Olivia opened the gate and stepped through. She scooped her daughter up. “Yes, we’ll go now.” She flashed Trent a shy smile. “We’re here to see your aunt. It was good running into you. I guess we’ll see you around?”

      He swallowed hard, his mind as blank as next year’s duty roster. “Yeah, maybe.”

      Yeah, maybe? That’s the best he could come up with after all these years? He stood as still as a statue in the afternoon sunshine, his gaze following Olivia until she was out of sight.

      Sport whined and nuzzled Trent’s hand. He looked down at the dog and smiled. “Come on, buddy. Time to get to work on those walls inside. No more daydreaming. I’ve got a job to finish so I can get out of town.”
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      Olivia’s cheeks were red hot as she left Trent behind. What was he doing in Liberty Cove? A better question was, why hadn’t Kat told her he was coming to town? If Olivia had known he was going to be hanging around the rescue today, she could have made sure to be somewhere else. Anywhere else.

      The hint of a smile tugged on the corner of her lips when she thought of the expression on his face after he pulled his head out of that doghouse. From the looks of it, he was just as shocked to see her as she was to see him. Though it shouldn’t have surprised him that much. This was her hometown, after all. All Liberty Cove had ever been to him was an annual summertime getaway.

      Amid all the questions floating around in her mind, there was one thing she was certain of: his brown eyes still held the same mystique that had drawn her in all those years ago. But it would take a lot more than a gorgeous pair of eyes to suck her in this time.

      Even so, it was difficult to get his image out of her mind as she walked hand-in-hand with her young daughter toward the old beach-front home that housed the rescue. Trent had filled out in all the right ways since she’d last seen him. The passage of time had a way of doing that to a young man.

      She’d always scoffed at friends who drooled over muscled men. But now? She wouldn’t be able to roll her eyes at those friends anymore. The more she dwelt on the image, the more her heart struggled to find its usual rhythm.

      How long had it been since she’d seen him? Too long—or not long enough, depending on how she looked at it.

      He’d cut quite a chunk of her heart out when he dropped out of college and ran off to join the army. She still remembered standing on the curb outside her dorm long after he’d ridden off in a taxi. He was on his way to basic training. She was too stunned to cry.

      Tears came later.

      The memory still stung a little, but she’d chosen to forgive him a long time ago. They were only kids back then, and kids did stupid things—some kids more so than others.

      She was grateful to him for one thing, at least. He’d taught her the first real lesson she’d ever learned about men; they never stick around for long. If only she’d paid better attention when class was in session, she might have saved herself a lot of trouble.

      She glanced down at the tiny hand clinging to hers and rubbed her thumb across her daughter’s dimpled knuckles. Maybe it was better she hadn’t learned her lesson right away, after all. If she had, she might never have married Eddie. Even though her marriage had ended in a divorce she hadn’t wanted, the fact that she had her little girl made all of the pain worth it. Pausing mid-stride, she knelt down in front of her two-and-a-half-year-old and gazed into her round eyes. “I wouldn’t trade you for anything, Molly. I love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      Olivia couldn’t contain her smile, and kissed Molly’s round cheeks until she giggled, squirming to try and get away. “Let’s go find Miss Kat.”

      “Kat, Kat!” Molly squealed.

      Olivia turned her daughter loose as they climbed the stairs and stepped into the sprawling Victorian-style home that had been converted into a dog shelter long ago. She smiled as she watched Molly’s little legs run straight to Katrina Davenport, her tiny ponytails bouncing with each clumsy step she took.

      A tall woman with silver-white hair that was feathered at the crown, squatted and threw her arms wide to catch the tiny blue-eyed beauty running toward her.

      “How’s my little Molly girl?” Kat said, her shoulder-length hair swaying as she hugged Molly.

      “Doin’ good.”

      “Sorry we’re later than I’d planned.” Olivia stepped into a once-grand parlor, now used as the main office for the rescue center. “I had to have everything cleared out of my corner of the store by the end of the day today or Phil was going to charge me storage fees.”

      A fresh wave of disappointment washed over Olivia at the thought of her struggling pop-up shop. Even now, custom pieces of furniture she’d designed and built with her own hands filled the back of her old pickup. Target practice for the sea gulls—that was all her hard work amounted to now. So much for her dream of conquering the home decor industry one retail space at a time.

      Kat pursed her lips. “I’ll tell you what, I’m not shopping at Phil’s place again until he stops this foolishness. How does he expect anyone to afford to pay double the rent they paid the month before?”

      “I guess we can’t hold it against him too much. He’s just trying to make a living,” Olivia said.

      “Yeah, off the backs of hardworking people like you.”

      Olivia was doing her very best to show grace under fire and give the shop owner the benefit of the doubt, but it wasn’t easy. Kat’s show of moral support did more for Olivia’s mood than anything had all day. Having her knees kicked out from under her every time she thought she was about to take a step in the right direction was beginning to get old. “By the way, thanks for breaking the rules and hiring me, Kat. I really needed this job.”

      “No need to thank me. I’m the one who decided we’d only hire vets around here. My rescue. My rules. I can break them if I want to. Besides, your dad was in the Air Force for, what? Five years? We’re just keeping it in the family as far as I’m concerned.”

      “I still appreciate it,” Olivia said. “I think I needed a quick rescue just as much as the dogs around here.”

      “You might be surprised just how many two-legged creatures we rescue. The sign outside reads Wounded Warrior Rescue. You can take that to mean that the veterans working here do the rescuing, or that this place rescues veterans.”

      “I’ve lived here all my life and the double-meaning of the name never crossed my mind.”

      “There’s something special about rehabilitating animals,” Kat said. “I can’t even tell you how many ex-military folks have come through these doors broken and left fixed. That’s sort of my calling in life—fixing what’s broken.” Kat winked. “You ready to meet the foreman?”

      “Yes. Are you sure he’s going to be okay with me bringing Molly along every day?”

      “He may be the foreman, but I’m the boss.” Kat arched an eyebrow and smirked. “He’ll be fine with it, or he’ll catch it from me. Come on.”

      Olivia and Molly followed Kat down a long hallway toward the south wing of the house. The ocean view was spectacular, and would have been even more breathtaking if half of the windows hadn’t shattered in the storm. As it was, the broken ones were boarded up, obstructing one of the best views of any house in town.

      “This damage is unbelievable,” Olivia said. “It’s a wonder this place is still standing after that storm.”

      “There’s more than enough work to go around, that’s for sure.” Kat shook her head, running her hand along the water-damaged wall beside her. “I’m just grateful none of the dogs were hurt.”

      A radio, set to an oldies station, blared from somewhere around the corner. “I think we found him,” Kat said.

      Olivia’s breath caught in her throat when she turned the corner and found herself face-to-face with Trent’s derriere once again. This time, he stood precariously on makeshift scaffolding consisting of an eight-inch wide plank of wood suspended between two rickety ladders.

      Standing at his full height, his long, chiseled arm had no problem reaching the ceiling to spackle over the screws holding recently installed drywall in place. There was no denying that Army life had been good to him. Real good.

      He’d left to join the military a boy and had come back a man—a man with superhero-like proportions that were almost too good to be true. The humid afternoon air caused his close-fitting t-shirt to cling to his torso, putting every one of the taut muscles of his broad back on display as he continued working overhead.

      The way he stood up there in his army boots and camouflage pants was enough to make any woman stop and take a second look. With a tool belt strapped around his trim waist he looked like calendar-worthy eye candy.

      She glanced down at her own outfit. A pair of cut-off jeans and an old sleeveless tee. Her work clothes didn’t hold a candle to his. Of all the times to dress like a hobo! She must have looked like a hot mess to him compared to what she’d looked like a decade ago.

      Molly’s tiny fingers clinging to hers helped steady her racing heart. But why was it racing? Embarrassment? Sure, but there was more to it than that. She just couldn’t put her finger on what it was.

      Olivia jumped when the same German Shepherd she’d seen a few minutes before barked. He stood, wagging his tail and panting.

      “Quiet down, Sport. Do you want the other dogs to get jealous that I snuck you in here?” Trent said, continuing his work.

      “Hey, Trent, how’s it going?” Kat asked.

      “Slow. Where’s that crew you promised me?” Trent kept his focus on his spackling job as he spoke. “You’ve got all the guys so busy working with the dogs and cleaning runs that there’s nobody left to help rebuild.”

      “They’re here.”

      “Oh, yeah?” Trent looked over his shoulder and locked his gaze onto Olivia, fumbling a putty knife filled with drywall mud in the process. He caught it against his shirt, smearing the mud across his thick, muscled chest.

      Kat cleared her throat and turned off the radio, fighting back a smile. “If memory serves, you two kids already know each other. No introductions necessary?”

      “You know we know each other, Aunt Kat. You used to take us to play on that very beach every summer when we were kids.” Trent scolded his aunt with narrowed eyes as he gestured toward the pristine sand just outside the window.

      “That’s right.” Kat bobbed her head in a slow nod as if she were only just remembering the summers they’d spent together. “You both always got along so nicely. Maybe you’ll be having more fun on that beach together later on this summer. You know, for old times’ sake.”

      Olivia didn’t miss the wink Kat shot at Trent, or the daggers he tossed back in her direction. That’s just great. She smelled a setup. Kat had been after her for a long time to jump back into the dating scene, but would she actually be so bold as to set a trap like this?

      Olivia glanced around the room. It was strewn with extension cords, power tools, and building materials. The one thing she hoped to see most in all the world was conspicuously absent. “Where’s the foreman, Kat?”

      “You’re looking at him,” she said, wearing an ear-to-ear grin.

      That’s what she was afraid of. She closed her eyes and rested a shaky hand on her stomach. How long was this renovation supposed to take? A month? Two months? However long the repair schedule was, it was too long for her comfort.

      Kat picked Molly up and sat her on her hip. “Molly and I are off to play with a litter of puppies. We’ll be back later with dinner. No need to rush. You’ve got all the time in the world to finish this reno.”

      Yep. Definitely a setup.

      The thumping of Sport’s wagging tail against the wall broke the silence that filled the room after Kat disappeared down the hall with Molly. Olivia held her hand out for the curious dog to sniff, wishing it was as easy to move past awkward moments with humans as it was with dogs.

      “I’m sorry about all this,” Trent said. “Kat’s overstepping her bounds. I’ll have a talk with her later.” A fierce rush of blood turned the dark-tan skin of his neck a deep shade of red.

      Olivia chewed the inside of her cheek. Trent clearly didn’t want anything more to do with her now than he had when he’d broken her heart years ago. That was fine—she wasn’t interested in having a relationship with him—or any other man, for that matter.

      She tore her eyes away from his brawny physique, reminding herself of the pain involved in allowing herself to get emotionally entangled with a man. It was just her and her daughter against the world. That was the way she liked it, and that was the way it was going to stay.
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      Trent took a deep, steadying breath. She was here. Olivia Malone was standing less than six feet away from him. He hadn’t seen her in ten years, and he’d already managed to make a fool of himself in front of her twice in the past hour.

      He climbed down the ladder, his pulse thundering in his ears as his mind raced, trying to figure out how to break the ice. Hello? No, too weak. I’m sorry? Definitely not. That would be too much, too fast. Once he reached the ground, he used the putty knife to scrape his shirt as clean as possible—anything to put off having to speak for a few more seconds.

      “Well, this was unexpected,” Olivia said, stroking Sport’s velvet ears.

      Trent’s eyes shot up to meet hers. She returned his half-smile, easing the tension in his shoulders a bit. How he’d missed that smile. A familiar warmth filled his chest.

      “Tell me about it,” he said. “When Aunt Kat said she’d hire a crew for me, I expected…” Trent paused, searching for the right words. The tilt of Olivia’s head and her single raised eyebrow warned him to choose his next words carefully. “I expected more.”

      Olivia shifted her weight and crossed her arms over her chest. “Sorry to disappoint.”

      Apparently he’d reached his quota of physical comedy for today, and now it was time to move on to putting his foot in his mouth. Seeing you could never disappoint me. That was what he wanted to say, but his chest tightened as the words refused to come out. It wasn’t like he was trying to profess his undying love. All he wanted to say was that it was good to see her, and he couldn’t even do that. As if he needed more proof that he wasn’t relationship material.

      “I expected more—as in numbers.” He choked the words out and a playful smile tinged with cynicism replaced Olivia’s frown. “I thought she was hiring a full crew. She keeps the other guys around here so busy with the dogs, there’s never a spare pair of hands to help with the repairs and renovation.”

      “Nice save. So, what do you have going on in here? Where do I start?” Olivia crossed the room, checking out the stacks of material. “You might be surprised how much the two of us can get done,” she said over her shoulder. “We used to make a pretty good team.” Her gaze traveled over his body, softening as her smile lost some of its joy. She turned back to the drywall and lumber in front of her. “That’s what Dad always used to say, at least.”

      Her dad hadn’t been wrong. Trent and Olivia had always worked well together both on and off the job site, until he’d left and ruined everything.

      “How’s he doing? Even though I only lived here during the summers, I spent more time with your dad than my own growing up. He taught me everything I know about tools. I miss him.”

      Olivia turned to face him. A guarded demeanor accompanied her searching gaze. “Is that all you miss?”

      Her penetrating stare halted the breath in his chest. No. He wasn’t the only one Trent missed. Not by a long shot.

      “Dad’s fine, by the way.” Olivia’s voice broke the awkward silence. “We don’t talk that much though. Gloria never came around to the idea of having me for a daughter. I think she took it as a personal insult when I made her a step-grandmother.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that. Your dad was the best teacher I ever had. The only lesson I ever learned from my dad was that work was more important than anything else—even family.”

      “Well, you always were a good student.” Olivia turned away.

      He deserved that last jab. She had no way of knowing that the whole reason he’d run off was to keep from following in his father’s footsteps. He rubbed the back of his neck and studied the floor at his feet. “Olivia, I…”

      “Don’t worry about it. It’s ancient history.”

      Their past may have been ancient history, but it was very much a part of who he was. He’d made a mistake when he’d left her. A big one. There was no coming back from it, but at least he hoped to make peace with it. And the only way to do that was to make peace with her before he left for San Antonio. Now wasn’t the right time, but he was a patient man.

      “Dad sold the construction company a few years ago.” Olivia shrugged off the disappointment in her voice.

      “So, no more late nights working at the job sites with him?”

      “Those days were over a long time ago. The last time I was on a job site with him, you were there,” she said. “He did give me a few of his tools when he sold the business, though. Speaking of tools, we’d better quit standing around and get to work. Kat will be back with dinner before we know it.”

      Olivia was right. He hadn’t come here today to wallow in regret. Put your big boy pants on and go to work. Trent pointed to the far wall of the large room they stood in. “I’d hoped to finish hanging the drywall and get it all mudded in by the end of the day today. If there’s time after that, I—we need to rough in the partitions in the next room. Aunt Kat wants to turn it into a sort of meet-and-greet area with private, gated stalls for families to meet the dogs.”

      “Sounds like a plan.” Olivia pulled a hair-tie from her back pocket and threw her long wavy hair into a

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Become a VIP Today
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Become a VIP Today
      


      		
        Wounded Warrior Rescue Reading Order
      


      		
        Meet the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Wounded Warrior Rescue Reading Order


      		Meet the Author


    


  



OEBPS/images/youre-invited-2.jpg
-





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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