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      Jack had a soft beer buzz going, and he was with his horses. The only thing that could make things better was if Riley was with him, but he wasn’t going to pull Riley out of the party just to keep Jack company. On the other hand, he wasn’t moving inside any time soon. He had enough finger food to last him a few days wrapped in a napkin, and he didn’t need to go back in unless there was some kind of natural disaster. Parties and Jack Campbell-Hayes did not mix; even New Year’s was something he avoided. Not that he was introverted, it was just the whole entire family was here—every single one of them—and they all wanted to talk to him about one thing or another. When Max had decided it was too chaotic and disappeared with Carol into his sensory room, Jack had wanted to go as well.

      “You can’t hide the whole night,” Riley said from behind him. Jack turned to face his husband, leaning back against the stable door and waiting for the lecture. Riley was happy as a pig in shit right in the middle of it all: juggling babies, catering, socializing, and hell, everything that Jack was avoiding right about now. “People asked where you were,” Riley added.

      Riley sure looked good tonight, his blond hair just this side of bed-head spiky, his long legs in black pants, the dark green shirt so perfect against his warm skin tones, and his hazel eyes sparkling with enthusiasm for life. Sexy. Very sexy, all toned and slim and hard and hot. Jack cleared the thoughts of kissing the life out of Riley from his head. He’d need all his faculties to deal with Riley when he knew damn well Riley wanted him to go back inside and host the party.

      Anyway, he was suspicious that anyone really worried where he’d gone. “Who asked?”

      Riley stepped right up into his space, close enough so that Jack could inhale the scent of his man. The combination of familiar citrus was underscored by deeper notes of mulled spices from the kitchen and some punch concoction Eden had made.

      “Actually, no one asked,” Riley admitted. “Josh mentioned that he was impressed you’d lasted an hour.”

      Jack huffed a laugh. He was surprised his brother hadn’t come out and hidden right next to him. Seemed that enjoying socializing skipped the male Campbell line entirely.

      “So,” Jack began slowly. “What are you doing out here?”

      Riley placed his hands on Jack’s hips, then slid his fingers through belt loops to tug Jack away from the door and flush up to him.

      “I was asking myself,” he explained, “just where would my husband be when it’s only ten at night and he was looking for peace. I tried everywhere.” He pressed a gentle kiss to Jack’s lips, then smiled down at him, that few inches in height he had just enough to force Jack to lean his head back a little. “Actually that’s a lie. I looked in the twins’ room, checked in on Max, then came here.”

      “Is Max okay?”

      “Carol is keeping an eye on him. He doesn’t get why all these people are here and it’s all a bit much for him, but he’s okay.”

      “And the twins? Did Connor still look restless?”

      “Connor was fast asleep.”

      “And what about Lexie⁠—”

      “Lexie was sleeping too, so I came out here and I found you.”

      Jack twisted his fingers together behind Riley’s head and brushed his erection against Riley’s. It didn’t seem like they were in each other’s company more than ten seconds and Jack was already turned on. Thank God Riley appeared to have the same problem.

      “What we gonna do?” Jack asked. He had plenty of ideas, the best of which involved rope and the barn and a whole lot of lube.

      Riley slanted his head and kissed Jack thoroughly, never taking his hands from Jack’s belt and never moving. When they separated for air, Riley was smirking. Jack knew exactly what his husband was going to say. He wanted him back inside in that hell called the New Year’s Eve party.

      “No,” Jack protested immediately.

      “Two hours, Jack, just two hours. Go in, be all kinds of sociable, and as soon as the clock strikes twelve, you can come back out.”

      “Riley—”

      Riley silenced Jack with a finger pressed to his lips. He leaned close and whispered, “Two hours is all, Jack, you can manage that, and if you’re a good boy…” Jack couldn’t hold back the laugh at that point as Riley waggled his eyebrows suggestively.

      “What do you plan on doing as my reward?”

      Riley leaned in for one last kiss, then turned smartly on his heel.

      “For you to find out,” he threw over his shoulder. “You have five.”

      Jack turned back to pet Solo Cal, who butted him and whuffed on his hand.

      “God save me from being sociable,” Robbie muttered as he joined Jack at the stable almost as soon as Riley disappeared. “If I have to dance once more…” His tone threatened payback, and Jack imagined Eli was still hogging the small dance area that everyone had made in the marquee off the kitchen, with little more than a few tables pushed to one side. Eli and Riley, along with Marcus, Eden, and Hayley, had been dancing like they were on uppers.

      “You bring beer?” Jack asked.

      Robbie handed over a cold one and gestured to the three more under his arm. “Thought I’d drag these ones out.”

      “I’ve already had Riley out here telling me I should be inside. I give it five before Eli does the same to you.”

      Robbie muttered something under his breath that sounded suspiciously like a string of curse words along with Eli’s name. He held out his hand to Solo Cal and received the same chuff of attention that Jack had. Jack’s horses loved Robbie, the quiet man with the strange mix of Aussie and American in his accent. The day Jack’d taken him on had been a good one and now that Robbie had Eli, his staying was permanent. In fact, he had a stake in the D’s horse training and breeding program. Jack couldn’t wish for a better right-hand man.

      As Jack could have predicted, another cowboy soon appeared at their side.

      “Jesus Christ,” Liam cursed and joined them in the stable. Without words, Robbie gave him a beer, and Liam downed half of the bottle in long swallows. Only then did he talk. “Tell me again where Marcus gets all his damn energy?”

      Jack shrugged. “Same place as Riley and Eli, it seems.”

      “Cowboys shouldn’t be indoors,” Liam pointed out. “Ain’t natural.”

      “It’s not natural,” Robbie corrected.

      “That’s what I said,” Liam agreed.

      Jack glanced over at the latest addition to the D. Liam was still looking a bit on the thin side, and he had perpetual worry written into his expression. Didn’t matter that he had a boyfriend and that he and Marcus were close. He hadn’t truly found his peace yet and still held the anxiety from the attack in the barn heavy on his shoulders.

      It didn’t help that the mail between Christmas and New Year’s had held a letter with a court appearance date. Twenty-sixth of January was the day Liam would be facing his attacker. Didn’t matter that Yuri Fensin had admitted his part in the attack, this was wider than that. Liam had passed enough evidence to have Hank Castille in the dock as well for the abuse Liam had suffered at the man’s hand when he was younger. A lot hinged on Liam’s testimony and that of a couple other witnesses, all boys as young as Liam or younger.

      So yeah, the weight of it was on Liam, and he looked tired. He was still working long days, putting in his hours, making a home with Marcus in the apartment over the barn. Of the three of them standing there, he was the one who didn’t need to be in a place where people danced and expected a body to be smiling all the time. He needed something else.

      “Liam,” Marcus said from the door. Jack sighed inwardly. His quiet place was getting busier than the party. “You okay?”

      Liam turned to face Marcus, and Jack couldn’t help but see the shine of emotion in Liam’s eyes or the serious expression on Marcus’s face.

      “Thinking Liam and you should have your own New Year’s,” Robbie suggested.

      Marcus nodded and held out a hand that Liam took. “Is that okay, Jack?”

      Jack frowned. What did it have to do with him? Never mind Marcus was looking for his permission and Liam really needed the support. “Get off before Riley catches you,” he joked. Liam and Marcus left quickly. Now there was only the two of them left—and Jack’s five minutes were up.

      “Keep my fence warm,” he muttered. After knocking shoulders with Robbie, he went indoors and into the chaos that was a family celebration. He’d done worse. Once he’d spent fourteen hours with a pregnant mare in distress. He could do this.
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        * * *

      

      Riley wasn’t exactly watching for Jack. Not really. It just happened that whenever Jack walked into a room, Riley was aware of exactly when it happened. Somehow he always looked over at the moment Jack was looking for him. Time stopped for a second, One Direction faded into the background, as did Hayley’s laughter with her cousins and Eli and Eden twirling in some mad parody of a tango; everything faded.

      Every single damn time Riley looked at Jack, his heart hitched and emotion choked him.

      Mine. I love him and he’s mine, and he’s the other half of me, and everything. Yeah, it didn’t make much sense, this overwhelming surge of ownership, of affection and need, but it was all it took for Riley to cross over and steal a heated kiss right there in front of the entire family. When he pulled back, Jack was smirking that infuriating laconic cowboy smile and his blue eyes shone with emotion. Dressed from head to toe in black, pants, matching shirt shot through with silver, and that Texas belt buckle, he was edible and all Riley’s.

      “You missed me?” Jack teased.

      “No,” Riley said. “Just warming up for midnight. Let’s get beer.”

      A party tent off the side of the kitchen extended the house for this get-together with God knows how many family and friends milling around. Riley knew his mom and dad were in there somewhere, clapping along to Hayley’s dancing, which in itself was a miracle. Sandra Hayes was the last person Riley ever imagined would clap along to anything. But where her granddaughter was concerned, all the Southern genteel charm was put to bed and instead out came the mad-eyed grandma who loved her grandchildren. She’d never have the natural warmth that Donna exuded, but she was trying hard and she had a special connection to Hayley that Riley loved to watch.

      The two men picked up beer, or rather, Jack did; Riley still had a cold fear about what would happen if they both got drunk. Although Jack didn’t ordinarily get drunk and neither did Riley, he wanted one of them to be entirely sober in case the twins needed them, or Max or Hayley. He opened a can of Sprite, and the icy-cold bubbles felt good on his tongue. He finished it off as he joined in with a heated debate about whether Brad was hotter than Angelina. Jack wandered off again, but this time it was just to stand with his brother and sister-in-law and their kids.

      Logan was growing up, and he was looking an awful lot like his Uncle Jack. With the requisite floppy hair over one eye, he was a good-looking kid, and Riley couldn’t fail to notice Hayley looking over at Logan every so often. She still had that crush on her cousin, but Logan was three years older and headed for college in a year or so. Riley didn’t like to admit it, but he hoped to hell Hayley got over it. Not because he didn’t like Logan, Logan was a good kid, but Riley just wasn’t ready for Hayley to be dating anyone, let alone her kind-of-cousin.

      “You look awfully serious, big brother.” Eden smiled up at him, and he pulled her into his side. Sean wasn’t there that night, but Eden didn’t seem too fazed by that. The couple had moved to a better place slowly but surely, and although Riley still had a few small reservations over Sean, he could see his sister was happy. For that Sean got a million brownie points.

      “Just counting my blessings,” Riley answered. She cuddled in close and wrapped her arms around his waist, and Riley didn’t want to let her go. He had to eventually, especially when she wriggled, which was the only way she could get out of one of her brother’s bear hugs. She looked well, happy, her little black dress and strappy heels both covered in soft glitter. Riley glanced down at himself and the smattering of glitter he now had on his shirt.

      “Your fault,” she said, and with a grin, she left.

      He didn’t have time to think about how he was going to remove the glitter when Hayley ran to him and clung to him, asking him to go with her. He opened his mouth to ask what was wrong, but he could see the emotion in his daughter’s eyes. She was close to crying, and as soon as he followed her into the good room, those tears began to fall. Riley sat on the sofa and pulled her into his arms. She was such an itty-bitty thing, and she needed a hug. She held him so tight and she was sobbing, her slim form shaking in his hold. Riley’s heart split in two.

      “What happened, sweetie?” he asked when her crying had settled to a few hitched breaths.

      “It’s Logan,” she began.

      Riley’s chest tightened. Hayley’s big crush was obvious to everyone. Had Logan done something? Had he hurt Hayley? He was a good kid, but that didn’t mean Riley wouldn’t flatten him if he’d upset her. Jack would just have to understand; after all, this was their daughter and daughter trumped nephew. The daddy side of him wanted to call Logan out, the sensible adult side of him was trying to be patient.

      “What happened?”

      “He’s… he’s… g-got a girlfriend.” Hayley managed to get the words out before sobbing into Riley’s shirt, and Riley held her as his little girl’s heart broke into a million pieces. He stroked her long blonde hair and back. He felt powerless, but he knew this was only the first of so much that Hayley would be experiencing, and it wasn’t like a skinned knee or strep, he was helpless here.

      “I’m sorry, sweetheart,” he said gently as he stroked her back, marveling at the softness of her hair and her scent and the very wonder of holding his teenage daughter in his arms. She still loved them at the moment; she hadn’t reached that point where a father’s love would be replaced by the angst of teenage years or the love of another male.

      “I’m so stupid,” she said. “He’s at a school with girls, and I’m stuck at mine.”

      Hayley being at a school with just girls was a bone of contention between Hayley and her dads. She loved it there, she was safe, she had friends, and Riley had gone to an all-boys school for a short while and it hadn’t done him any harm. But she wanted a boyfriend, and she’d set her sights on Logan.

      “He’s older than you,” Riley began quietly. He wasn’t entirely sure how that was going to go. She’d either snap at it by saying Logan wasn’t too old, or she’d understand where he was coming from.

      “I know,” she said so softly that Riley could barely hear her. “But when I’m older, when I’m bigger and sexy and have boobs, then he’ll be sorry.”

      Riley nearly choked on a combination of a laugh and groan. He almost felt sorry for Logan. Hayley reminded him of Eden in so many ways, so utterly convinced of her journey through life, so focused. But even though he tried to be the hands-on dad, listening to what his daughter said, he still couldn’t get his head around talking about Hayley and her boobs.

      “Hey, guys,” Jack said. He’d clearly been sent in for more beer if the empties in the box he was holding was anything to go by. The spare beer was piled in crates in the corner, most of it left over from Robbie and Eli’s housewarming debacle. He set the box down and came to sit next to Riley. Hayley shuffled a little so she could place a hand on Jack’s arm. “What’s up?” he asked carefully.

      “Logan has a girlfriend,” she said. At least now she had stopped crying.

      “Aww, baby, I’m sorry,” Jack said. He knew she had a crush on his nephew, but Riley guessed his husband didn’t imagine it went as deep as this. Neither of them were experts on girls, not really. They just listened to their hearts and tried for the best. She sniffed one last time, then pushed herself up and away from Riley. She cried very prettily, another thing she got from Lexie and Eden, clearly. Her brown eyes were wide and her lashes wet and spiky, and she didn’t have any of that red-faced blotchiness Riley suffered with whenever he got emotional.

      With enough drama to fulfill all of next week’s quota, she suddenly inhaled sharply and flailed off of Riley’s lap clutching at her face.

      “I need to find Eden to fix my makeup. Love you, Dad. Love you, Pappa.”

      Then the whirlwind that was Hayley left the room. Riley looked at Jack, and Jack returned the look.

      “Hayley is wearing makeup?” Jack asked.

      “Just some lip gloss and blusher,” Riley answered, “just for tonight. She asked me if it was okay. I tried to make it look like I was cool with it.”

      Jack grinned. “I love that you did that.”

      Riley couldn’t help sounding defensive. “Eden asked me if it was okay. It can’t hurt, right?”

      Jack leaned into Riley and chuckled. “You are so easy.”

      Riley smacked him, then pressed a kiss to the same place. “Up and at ’em, cowboy. We have socializing to do.”

      “I’m not moving.” Jack settled back on the sofa, and Riley straddled him.

      He leaned in and whispered, “You, me, barn, my mouth on you, my cock in you, lube. Now get your ass up.”

      “Jack, where’s the be— Jesus, guys… get a room.” Josh stood at the door, arms over his chest. “We have a beer emergency out there.”

      Jack ignored his brother and stared into Riley’s eyes. “I’m holding you to that, Riley.”

      Riley smirked, then rolled up and off Jack. Whistling, he sauntered past Josh, deliberately patting Josh on the chest. Josh dramatically rubbed at the place Riley touched him.

      “Eww, gay cooties. Jack, get your man off me.”

      Riley left the brothers laughing. Trouble was, whispering all that in Jack’s ear had him imagining doing those things right the fuck now.

      He’d basically screwed himself over.

      Way to go, Riley. Idiot.
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      Everyone had finally left by two am, kids asleep in cars, the sober parents driving, and silence had never sounded better. Riley was locking up, and Jack snagged empties and threw them into the box for recycling. Between them they had the kitchen pretty tidy, but the major cleanup was a job for the caterers tomorrow.

      “It was a good party,” Riley said on a yawn as he passed by with a tray of empty glasses.

      Jack relieved him of the glasses and grasped his hand. “Let’s check on the kids,” he said. Together they climbed the stairs to the twins’ room first. Both Connor and Lexie were sleeping through the night now, and Carol was only a door away from them and Max. As for Max, he was a lump inside his quilt, and the soft lighting in the room exposed the litter of Thomas characters around his bed. They knew better than to straighten the covers over him. That was how he liked to sleep, crawling right inside the quilt cover and making a nest. Of course when he woke in the morning, he was a mess of slicked, sticking-up hair and sweaty boy, but he loved his baths, so that was okay.

      Hayley had gone off at just after midnight with Eden, which meant Jack had ticked everything off the list he had in his head. Now they had some time. Just the two of them. And he wanted that. Not just to kiss and touch and have the best sex of his life with the man he loved, but just to be them. On their own.

      Riley had been blown away by Jack’s fashioning a door for their barn. Add in blankets and a good sorting out of old boxes stored in the corner, and the place was looking less like a barn and more like a separate apartment. Well, one without sofas, a kitchen, or actually anything really. But it had a door and a skylight and it was draft-proof for the most part.

      They walked from house to barn, passing the new barn and its second-floor apartment.

      “Liam seemed off again tonight,” Jack observed. “Poor kid is overwhelmed.”

      “He’s brave giving evidence. And he’ll have Marcus with him.”

      Jack realized now was a good time to talk about what he wanted to do. “Thought I’d go down with him,” he said. “Me ’n Robbie both.”

      Riley just nodded. He accepted that Jack had thought it through. “It’ll be good for him to have both of you in his corner.”

      “Are you here at the end of January?”

      “Nothing out of town until mid-February. I’m working with the teams in Nuevo León,” Riley answered after some consideration.

      “Still not sure I like the idea of you going over the border for the field.” The idea of Riley being in a place controlled by cartels and fear set him off to worrying. A lot.

      Riley nodded, looking thoughtful. Jack was aware that Riley had researched the area. “I’ve been assigned this guy, Bryan, he’s working security and has a team he’s taking, and we’ll have the new police down there with us. They cleared out a lot of the crap from the area, and companies are down there all the time with the fieldwork.”

      “You’ll stay safe.”

      “Always.”

      They were just two married people walking in the dark, sorting out who was going to be there for the kids and how the logistics would work, and that lasted until they turned up at the door to the barn with its shiny new lock. Jack opened the door, and as soon as it was locked again behind them, the game changed.

      In this place they were lovers and this was theirs. Riley had been the one to set out what he wanted to do tonight, and Jack was on board for all of it. Riley quickly had Jack up against the wooden wall, his big body pressing Jack back and not giving one inch for Jack to move. They kissed like this was the first time, like they would maybe never kiss again, until they had to separate to breathe. The break lasted only long enough for Riley to slant his head and deepen the kiss even more. This was so much a part of them, taking it slow and getting their fill of everything. They’d been like fire since the first time they ever touched, and sometimes the best way to fan the flames was to be so slow the fire became a conflagration that consumed them both.

      Jack made a mewling sound in his throat, and for a second it didn’t even sound like him to his own ears. He wanted everything and he wanted it now and hell, Riley was getting with the plan. Riley pulled back, just holding Jack’s hands tight, then moving them so they were above his head against the wall. Then he looked around, as if considering what to do next. Finally, he released his hold.

      “Strip,” he demanded.

      Jack didn’t tease, argue, or wait. He pulled off his clothes, boots, jeans, shirt, and his underwear – all a mess of knotted material and leather. He was so hard he couldn’t believe he’d even have a chance to wait for whatever Riley wanted to do to him. Riley was still dressed, but he palmed his cock through denim and he looked at Jack with eyes that were heavy-lidded. Then with a determined smile, he pulled a blanket over and put it down on the floor in front of Jack.

      “On your knees,” he ordered.

      Jack didn’t hesitate to comply. Riley ordering him around was one of the hottest fantasies he had and one he kept close for any night when Riley wasn’t in their bed. Riley moved closer, and as soon as he was in reach, Jack opened the buttons of Riley’s pants and slid them down a little to expose the black boxers beneath. He felt himself pout a little. He wanted Riley to be going commando, although the extra layer did mean he could take his time. Riley might well be the one who thought he was in charge, but Jack was the one this close to Riley’s cock.

      He nuzzled the evidence of arousal and gently freed it from its cotton prison. For a few seconds, he just looked. He inhaled the scent of Riley and wondered why it had been more than a few days since they had done this. Too long…

      “Won’t suck itself,” Riley stated. He was still using the forceful tone, and it cut through any thought of Jack teasing or holding off. Riley was demanding hard and fast, and Jack was up for that.

      He pushed material down, and it stuck on Riley’s thighs, but Jack had enough to work with.

      He reached behind and dug fingers into Riley’s butt cheeks, feeling the muscles contract as Riley steadied himself and said, “Do it.”

      Jack had his first taste and groaned in his throat. Riley was so big, and Jack struggled to get a rhythm at this angle. He spread his knees a little more and was instantly rewarded with the fact he could swallow more of Riley.

      “Fuck,” Riley cursed.

      Jack pressed harder with his hands and swallowed as much as he could of Riley’s length. He knew he’d need to use his hands to make up the difference between his mouth and the root of the cock, but he didn’t want to let go of Riley’s hard ass. Riley stepped forward a little, and the motion pushed Jack back until his head pressed against the door. Trapped like that, he had no choice but to take everything Riley was giving him. He looked up at his lover, Riley staring down at him.

      “Spread your legs more,” Riley demanded. Jack did as he was told, the motion letting Riley’s cock slip even a little deeper, the angle of Jack’s throat enough to have Riley cursing above him and closing his eyes briefly. Riley flattened his hands on the door, pulling his cock out slowly to let Jack catch his breath, then easing it back in. “Can you take it?” he asked.

      Jack couldn’t answer. He was way past being able to talk, his mouth full and aching, his gaze fixed permanently on the gorgeous man fucking his mouth. He moved his hands from ass to inner thigh, trying to focus on what he was doing when he was so close to coming himself. He pressed at the juncture of thigh and groin, massaging in slow circles, never quite touching.

      “Stop!” Riley said. He pulled away and moved out of Jack’s reach. Jack wasn’t ashamed to say he swayed forward for more. “Stand up.”

      Jack stumbled to stand, Riley steadying him. Then it was Riley making him turn to face the door, Riley spreading his legs, and Riley with fingers at his ass, pushing inside, two thumbs, a finger, all the time cursing and promising Jack exactly what he was going to do.

      “Don’t you move,” Riley ordered, “or I’ll tie you down so you can’t move and fuck you. Just stay.” He kicked Jack’s legs even farther apart. “Fuck, you should see… You’re so tight and my fingers inside you… Jack… What do you…”

      “You… inside me.” Jack did his own ordering. Jack sensed Riley on his knees, then fell back when Riley pulled him, settling him on his thighs, angling him, all fingers and cock, pressing inside until finally Riley was balls-deep with his hands across Jack’s chest, Jack resting on Riley’s thighs.

      “Too… heavy…” Jack managed to force out as Riley held him.

      “Grab it,” Riley gasped. “Help me.” At first Jack didn’t know what he meant, but then he saw it: the top bar of one of the old stalls was in reach. Jack reached for it and immediately saw what Riley was asking. Jack used his own strength to lift himself, Riley pushed up, and the rhythm they set was explosive. The angle Jack could push down on Riley added to the fact Riley had his hands free. He was so close to coming as Riley’s fingers pinched his nipples, worrying them, and the extra touch, the feel of having no control of being balanced and held and abruptly Jack had nowhere to hide.

      “Riley… I’m…” He couldn’t get a full sentence out as he shouted his release and his orgasm wiped him out, pulsing and burning. Riley was so close behind him, groaning his own release. Riley supported him, gentled him as he pulled out, laid them flat on the blanket, and held him close.

      “Jesus, Jack,” he murmured.

      “You’ve been working out,” Jack groaned.

      “I love you.”

      “Mmmm… love you…”

      Then nestled in Riley’s arms, knowing they should get up and go to bed, sleep began to pull him under.

      “No sleeping,” Riley ordered.

      “Wanna.”

      “Bed.”

      Somehow they made it back to the house, laughing and giggling like kids, holding hands and creeping into the quiet house. They had almost made it to the bedroom when one of the twins made a sound.

      Jack looked at Riley. “Go to bed. That sounded like Lexie.”

      When he got back to the bedroom after checking on Lexie, who appeared to be making as much sound in her sleep as she did awake, Riley was asleep, sprawled on top of the covers in sleep pants. The man had literally held Jack like he weighed nothing, and Jack was no lightweight. He made a resolution. Clearly he needed to join Riley in more workouts.

      Jack nudged Riley over, wincing at the ache in his ass, then ignoring it.

      “Love you,” he murmured close to Riley’s ear. Riley turned into him, spooning him as they rolled over.

      “Love you too,” Riley whispered. “Always.”
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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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