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Chapter 1


          

          QUINN

        

      

    

    
      My name is Quinn O’Malley.

      I was in a car accident.

      I am engaged.

      Three indisputable facts.

      I repeated those sentences, chanting them like a mantra.

      “Quinn?” a voice asked, dragging me from the black pit of my empty mind.

      The man next to my bed had dark brown eyes and full lips. The man who’d just told me his name was Ori and that he was my fiancé.

      Shouldn’t my parents have been here? Their daughter had been in a car accident and—When I tried to picture my parents, nothing came to mind.

      My breaths became sharp and shallow.

      “Easy,” the man said. “Remember to breathe.”

      Remember to breathe.

      It was the only thing I could remember.

      My name is Quinn O’Malley.

      I was in a car accident.

      I am engaged.

      When I felt like I was under control, I asked, “Where are my parents?”

      “They—you lost your parents.”

      “Both of them?”

      The man—Ori—nodded.

      A gaping hole of sadness opened up, and I started to cry. It was an instinctual reaction. I realized it even as I cried for the parents I didn’t remember. I cried for the memories I’d lost. I cried because I didn’t know what else to do.

      Ori climbed into the hospital bed and held me to him. This man, my fiancé, a stranger. I took his comfort, clinging to him like a survivor in the middle of the ocean clung to driftwood.

      He brushed the hair away from my face and whispered words of comfort, holding me and letting me soak the front of his gray shirt.

      When the storm passed, I released my grip on him and tried to move away, suddenly embarrassed that I’d lost it in front of a man I didn’t remember.

      Ori let me go, but he didn’t move away. He kept one hand on the back of my neck, his thumb rubbing slow, leisurely circles across my skin.

      “I’m okay now,” I assured him.

      “I know.”

      “You can…stop touching me.”

      With a sigh, he dropped his hand.

      “My parents are gone,” I said.

      “Yes.”

      “I don’t have any family? Is that why you’re the only one here?”

      “I’m your family.”

      I stared at him, searching my memory, hoping for a spark of recognition. He was handsome. Golden skin, dark hair, dark eyes, and full lips.

      My gaze dropped to his mouth, which curved into a smile. I hastily looked away. Apparently, my lust suffered no amnesia.

      I pinched the bridge of my nose. A headache was coming on. “I wish you could tell me everything.”

      “I’m not supposed to. The doctor said—well, you have extenuating circumstances.”

      “What does that mean?” I asked, releasing the column of my nose.

      “It means you’ve had a rough go of it lately, and the doctor is concerned about…”

      “Concerned about?” I pressed, hating that he’d stopped talking.

      “Concerned that your mind isn’t strong enough to handle it.”

      I blinked. “He thinks I’ll crack.”

      Ori nodded slowly.

      Great. So not only did I have amnesia, but I was deemed unstable.

      A sudden burst of anger blasted through my veins. What right did they have to keep my memories from me?

      I didn’t even know what my own face looked like. Was I a blonde? Brunette? What color were my eyes? Desperate for answers, I slipped out of the hospital bed and trekked to the bathroom. My back was suddenly cold, and I looked behind me to see the hospital gown gaping open to reveal white lace panties.

      Huh. Lace.

      I glanced at Ori to find him staring at my backside. When he realized I’d caught him looking, he smiled and shrugged.

      My eyes narrowed. I slipped into the bathroom and flipped on the light—more florescent lighting—and peered into the mirror. Sleek, dark hair cut into a chin-length bob. Long fair neck. I stretched it and cocked my head to the side. Green eyes fringed with dark lashes. Green. That was interesting. I traced my high cheekbones and then my lips.

      “You were a teen model,” Ori said from the doorway.

      I jumped, not having heard his approach. My glare met his gaze in the mirror.

      “Sorry. Didn’t mean to sneak up on you.”

      I nodded, accepting his apology. “A teen model? Really?”

      He nodded. “Ralph Lauren.”

      “You’re kidding.”

      Ori laughed. “No, I’m not kidding.”

      “Do you have pictures?”

      “I—yeah. I have pictures.”

      “Are you going to show them to me?” I asked, crossing my arms over my chest.

      For some reason, that made Ori’s smile widen.

      “What?” I demanded.

      “Your attitude is coming back. I’m really happy about that.”

      I wasn’t sure what to say, so I said nothing. I had attitude? I didn’t feel like I had attitude. I felt like I was…empty. Blank. Waiting for others to draw on me so I had some color.

      “You want to get out of here?” he asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah. This place is so…depressing. Oh, I don’t have clothes.”

      “I went to get a few of your things while you were asleep.”

      I followed him out of the bathroom.

      He reached for the duffel under the chair by the bedside. He set it on the bed and unzipped it.

      “Ah, do you mind?” I asked.

      “Mind what?”

      “Turning around.”

      “Sure,” he said and swiveled, giving me his back.

      I waited a second to make sure he really wasn’t going to steal a look, and then I quickly got into the clothes he’d brought me. Jeans, a cream sweater, a pair of comfortable boots. “Okay. I’m presentable.”

      He turned back around and studied me from head to toe. “You’re beautiful.”

      I wasn’t an idiot. I’d seen my reflection, and I’d stared at my face with an objective eye. “Is that why you want to marry me?” I blurted out.

      “No, that’s not why I want to marry you,” Ori said, his brown eyes softening.

      He sounded genuine, and the way he was looking at me… I wasn’t sure what to do with the intimacy—and desire—brewing between us. I had no memories of him, no memories of my past. I couldn’t rely on him just because he was my fiancé, just because I had no one else.
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          QUINN

        

      

    

    
      “This is your home?” I asked when Ori parked the car in front of a beautiful two-story brick house with white trim.

      “It is,” he said. He cut the engine, and we sat for a moment before I reached for the door and got out. The sun was setting, and the temperature was dropping. Snow blanketed the lawn.

      A memory flashed in my head. Winter. Sled. Red hat. My arms wrapped around a boy. The winter wind stinging my cheeks, our laughter ringing through the trees.

      And just like that it was gone. I had no idea who the boy was to me, but I got the feeling that it was nothing romantic. Familiar and familial. A cousin maybe?

      “Quinn?” Ori asked, coming to my side. “You okay?”

      “Yeah.” I nodded and then let him take my arm and guide me across the slick sidewalk. He unlocked the front door and pushed it open, gesturing for me to go inside. I hesitantly moved forward. Ori came in behind me, set the duffel down, and then shut the door.

      “You want the tour?” he asked, setting his keys on the dark wood table in the foyer.

      “Um. Okay.”

      As he showed me the house, I couldn’t help but think about how I must’ve felt the first time I’d come here. Had he shown me the house and then made love to me in his bed? Had he held me in his arms for hours?

      My breathing escalated and came out in shallow pants, and then I grew lightheaded. I stopped in my tracks to lean against a wall.

      “Hey,” Ori said when he realized he’d been talking to himself and that I’d fallen behind. “It’s okay. Just breathe.”

      “I can’t⁠—”

      “Don’t talk.” He placed a hand on my back and rubbed.

      Instead of it being a comfort, it felt smothering. I shrugged my shoulders away from his touch and focused on steadying my breath. When I felt like I had it under control, I stood up and faced him.

      “You okay?” he asked quietly.

      I nodded.

      “Want to continue on?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Can I—can I touch you?”

      I thought for a moment and then nodded. Ori took my hand and pulled me slowly against him and then wrapped his arms around me. I placed my face in the crook of his neck and closed my eyes.

      “I know you think you’re alone in this. I know you don’t remember me, and I can’t even imagine what it must be like not to remember your friends and family. But you aren’t alone. I’m here. And I’ll never leave you.”

      His words gave me pause. Never leave me? What happened if I never got my memory back? Would he stay? Would he want to create new memories with me?

      “How can I not remember you?” I whispered, letting tears fall down my cheeks. “How can I not remember loving you?”

      Ori brushed his lips across my forehead. “I’ll remember for the both of us.” Somehow, he managed to hold me even tighter.

      I breathed him in, memorizing the scent that clung to his skin. How often had I taken him for granted? What had our life been like? I couldn’t even imagine.

      Could you ever really have a fresh start? Did I want one?

      Pulling out of his arms, I didn’t go far. I grasped his hand, and with bravado I didn’t feel, I said, “Show me the rest of the house.”

      “Later,” he said, bringing our clasped hands to his lips. “I’m hungry.”

      As if on cue, my stomach rumbled, causing me to laugh. “So am I, apparently.”

      “I’m cooking you dinner.”

      “You cook?” I asked in surprise.

      “I do.” He led me back downstairs. “For the record, you don’t.”

      “I don’t cook? Are you sure you’re not marrying me just because I’m hot?” I teased, trying to lighten the mood, trying to focus on anything resembling normal.

      “I promise I’m not marrying you just because you’re hot.”

      “How did we meet?”

      Ori gestured for me to take a seat at the kitchen table. I traced a wood grain with my pointer finger as I waited for him to answer.

      “I was an asshole,” he said and opened a cabinet to pull out a pot. “The night we met, I mean.”

      “You’re really selling yourself.”

      He laughed and then told me the story of how we met at the mayor’s gala.

      I shook my head. “Mayor? Why was I at the mayor’s gala?”

      “Ah, your family is very prominent in Boston society.”

      “Oh God, was I a debutante?”

      “No,” he hastened to assure me. “Not like that. Just—you come from a wealthy, influential family.”

      “I do?”

      He sighed. “I know you want to know everything right away, but trust me when I say not to ask anything more about your family tonight. Okay?”

      I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

      “Okay?” he repeated.

      Nodding, I gestured to the ingredients he was assembling. “What are you making?”

      “Lamb chops.”

      My mouth watered at the thought. Guess I wasn’t a vegetarian.

      “Now, normally, I would pour you a glass of wine and let you sit there and entertain me, but the doctor said you should limit your alcohol and sugar intake. It’s supposed to help with brain function.”

      “No wine with lamb?” I asked. “Doesn’t that seem sort of…sacrilegious?”

      Ori smiled. “Definitely.”

      “Well, now that I can’t drink, can I be your sous-chef?”
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          QUINN

        

      

    

    
      Ori lit candles and dimmed the lights. It was romantic and sweet—and the food was delicious.

      “Well, now I know why I said yes to your proposal,” I teased, pushing away my empty plate. He chuckled and reached for my hand. I let him. “I’m nervous, Ori.”

      “About what?”

      “Sharing a bed with you.”

      “I’ll sleep in the guest room. Until you’re ready. Whatever you need, Quinn.”

      Relief curled through my belly, and I nodded. “It’s weird, you know?”

      “I know.”

      We sat in silence for a moment, and then I stood up and grabbed our plates, planning to take them to the sink, but Ori’s hand on my arm stopped me. “Leave it. I’ll take care of it.”

      “You sure?”

      He nodded. “Why don’t you head upstairs and take a hot shower.”

      “Are you saying I smell like a hospital?”

      “I’m saying take some time to yourself. I know you want it.”

      I set the plates back on the table and then leaned over to brush my lips across his. “Thank you. Thank you for dinner and just—thank you.”

      He smiled. “It was my pleasure.” Ori let go of my arm.

      I wandered out of the kitchen. My hand trailed up the wood bannister as I climbed the stairs. There were no adornments, no framed photographs on the walls. Not even one of us as a couple. Come to think of it, I hadn’t seen any photographs in the living room either. I made a note to ask Ori about it after my shower.

      There was a guest bathroom on the way to the master bedroom, and I ducked in there. I wasn’t quite ready to shower in the bathroom I’d shared with Ori. I wasn’t ready to see elements of him in the bathroom—his toothbrush, his shaving cream. Maybe I wasn’t ready to see how our personal touches twined together. Intimacy wasn’t something that could be forced, and at the moment, I didn’t need a reminder of what I couldn’t remember.

      I closed the guest bathroom door and leaned against it for a moment. A linen closet off to the side held a set of gray towels. They were soft to the touch and looked fairly new. I took the biggest one and hung it on the hook next to the shower.

      I shed my clothes and stared at myself in the mirror. My eyes lingered on my breasts and then slid down my belly. Frowning, I peered closer as my fingers traced the thin light scars that marred the skin of my lower stomach.

      My breath hitched, and I sank to the floor as the memory came to me.

      I was standing in front of a gray headstone with a modest cross. I was underneath a black umbrella, holding onto a man who wore a dark suit.

      Grief welled up inside of me, and I cried out in anguish.

      I’d had a baby and lost it.

      Who was the man next to me? The baby’s father?

      I felt a hand on my shoulder. “What happened? Quinn?”

      “Remembered…something…” I whispered through broken breaths, not caring that he was here and intruding on a deeply personal moment. My head rested on my knees, and I refused to look at Ori.

      I felt him move behind me, and he sat, gathering me to him. He wrapped his arms around me so I was pressed against his chest.

      “Tell me,” he said, voice low, undemanding.

      “Did we…” I inhaled a shaky breath. “Did we lose a baby?”

      Ori brushed the hair away from my nape and placed a gentle kiss against my skin. “No, Quinn. We didn’t lose a baby.”

      “But I did lose one…didn’t I?”

      “Yes.” His voice was full of pain—pain for me.

      I dissolved into a mess of tears and tried to curl myself into the tightest ball imaginable. I’d had a baby and lost it. It hadn’t been with Ori. That was all I knew. I cried for my loss and the missing puzzle pieces.

      When I felt my emotions calm, I eased out of Ori’s embrace. Embarrassment washed over me when I realized I was naked. Naked and sitting on the floor with dried tears staining my cheeks.

      “If it wasn’t ours, whose was it?”

      He paused. “The man before me.”

      I tried to picture him—the man that came before Ori. Of course I couldn’t see a thing. Black. A gaping hole of blackness.

      “I’m okay now,” I lied.

      “All right.” Ori made no move to get up.

      “Seriously.”

      “I believe you.”

      “No, you don’t.” I pulled my knees closer to my chest. Ori traced my shoulder blade and then trailed down my spine. I shivered. “Please, don’t.”

      His hand dropped from my skin, and then there was a draft of cool air against my back. I heard the door open and then close.

      It took me a moment to peel myself off the floor. I turned on the shower and waited for the room to fill with steam and kept my eyes from seeking out my reflection in the mirror.

      With each question came many more.

      I’d almost had a baby with a man—a man who was not my current fiancé. Had I been married before? Was I divorced? A widow?

      I glanced at my left hand. My ring finger was bare. There was no engagement ring. Something else I needed to ask Ori about.

      I took my time in the shower. Maybe I was hiding, maybe I was delaying asking Ori questions he didn’t want to answer. Or refused to.

      It was a good sign, though, that I’d started to have flashes of memories. Wasn’t it? That surely meant I’d remember it all—my life before. What happened when I did? Would I wish for oblivion? Or would I be completely overjoyed that I could remember Ori and our relationship?

      As I toweled off, I tried to think about him objectively. He’d sat by my bedside in the hospital. He’d held me while I’d fallen apart. He wasn’t pushing me into being physical with him in any way.

      His actions showed he was a good man.

      And yet…something was missing, and not just my memory. There was a niggling sensation, a tickle, at the back of my mind. It wasn’t telling me not to trust Ori, but it was telling me to be careful.

      To look beneath his words and his actions.

      I wrapped the towel around me and opened the bathroom door. Steam swirled out into the hallway and dissipated. I went to the master bedroom and stood in the middle of the floor. There was a dresser against one gray wall. I went to it and pulled open the top drawer.

      Ori’s underwear.

      The next dresser drawer housed his socks. Then undershirts. Then jeans.

      No clothing of mine.

      “Ori!” I called. I waited a few moments and then heard his footsteps on the stairs. I turned to look at him. His gaze was on my face, and then it dipped lower. I swallowed. “Um. I can’t find my clothes.”

      He sighed. “You don’t have any clothes here.”

      I frowned. “I don’t?”

      “No.”

      “I don’t even have a drawer?”

      “I tried to give you a drawer. You refused.”

      “I refused.”

      He nodded, a slight smile on his face. “You were determined to keep your independence.”

      “Is that why I’m not wearing an engagement ring?”

      Instead of replying, he went to a bedside table—the one on the right side—opened the drawer and pulled out a black velvet ring box. He walked over and held it out to me. “I had to get it resized.”

      I looked at the ring box but made no move to take it.

      “What’s the matter?” Ori teased. “You scared? It’s just a ring. Your ring.”

      “Did I like it?” I asked faintly.

      “Just open it,” he said, voice low.

      With a deep inhale, I took the box. “Oh,” I breathed when I saw it, the beauty of the ring literally taking my breath away.

      “The ring belonged to my grandmother,” he said. “Three carat European cut.”

      “It’s beautiful.”

      We both fell silent. Ori watched me as I studied the fine piece of jewelry. Finally, he asked, “Do you want to wear it?”

      I opened my mouth to speak but found I couldn’t. Instead, I nodded. With great reverence, Ori took the ring box from me. He removed the ring, lifted my hand, and slid the diamond onto my finger. He pressed a kiss to the back of my hand and then gave it a squeeze.

      “Ori?”

      “Hmmm?”

      “I really do need some clothes.”
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          SASHA

        

      

    

    
      The Manhattan warehouse apartment I’d once shared with Quinn was littered with the remains of her anger. I immediately adjusted the thermostat. It had been kept at fifty in my absence. For some reason, Dimitri had insisted on it despite my assurance I’d never return to New York.

      Apparently, he’d known better.

      Quinn.

      When I thought of her, I ached. I ached deep in my gut. So I hadn’t thought of her this past year. Couldn’t think about her. Because if I’d thought about her, then I’d have to remember I was a coward. A fucking coward who’d walked out on a woman who’d not only sat by my bedside while my burnt flesh healed but had loved me through it.

      I hadn’t deserved her.

      She deserved a hero. A whole man.

      I was gruesome. Ugly. Blind in one eye.

      Quinn was beautiful. Stunning. Strong yet soft. She was everything I hadn’t been looking for. Hadn’t known I’d needed.

      After Barrett…

      God, Barrett.

      That woman had fucked me up.

      Everything in my place was covered in a layer of dust. Apparently, Dimitri didn’t think to hire someone to keep it clean while I was gone. Hence, the broken glass and the cobwebs in the corners of the ceilings. I turned on all the water valves. The apartment eventually warmed, and I finally shrugged out of my coat. I hadn’t traveled with any bags, but all my clothes were still in the closet. So were Quinn’s. From what I could tell, she’d taken nothing when she left.

      I knew she was in Boston. I knew I was an ass for leaving her.

      I scrubbed a hand across the right side of my face. Reconstruction had only done so much, but at least now I didn’t look like a comic book villain. But half my face was noticeably scarred, rough to the touch.

      I’d left New York nearly a year ago with no plan to return. I’d bled on its streets, I’d sacrificed, I’d killed, I’d captured. I’d lost myself. I’d found myself. I’d fallen in love. I’d failed at love.

      I’d become a man here.

      New York summoned me.

      I pulled out my cell and called Dimitri. He answered on the first ring. “I’m back,” I said without preamble.

      There was a moment of silence, and then he replied, “Good.”

      “Krasnyy?”

      “Already here.”

      “See you in twenty.”
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        * * *

      

      Krasnyy was my creation. From the catacomb-inspired walls to the hidden entrance and the smeared painted sign, patrons weren’t sure what they were going to get when they stepped into my bar. It was for the elite. Dark. With a seedy undertone. It was everything I had ever envisioned for myself. I came from nothing. Less than nothing. Some of it I’d earned. Some of it I’d taken.

      The bartender was in the middle of talking to a customer, but his eyes lifted and rested on me. His mouth gaped open and then it shut.

      The king has returned, I thought morosely. It would be interesting to see how my absence had affected my men. I wondered if I would have to make another play for power since technically, I’d handed everything over to Dimitri and left the country. Did I even want to challenge for power?

      Dimitri sat in the farthest booth in the corner, facing the exit. His gaze remained steady as I approached the table. I stood there for a moment. Finally, Dimitri climbed out of the booth and embraced me.

      “Good to have you back, brat.” He grinned and moved aside so I could take his seat.

      “It’s good to be back,” I admitted in Russian, sliding across expensive suede. Suede was a bitch to clean but well worth it.

      “You’re uglier since the last time I saw you.”

      I let out a laugh, a sharp crack of noise that reverberated through the bar and turned heads. “Ugly is in the eye of the beholder.”

      Dimitri smirked. “I’m pretty sure that’s not how the saying goes.”

      I ran a hand across the right side of my head where blond hair wouldn’t grow back. I wore the rest of it sheared close to my skull. I avoided mirrors.

      “Where do you want to start?” Dimitri asked.

      “Territory?”

      “Three percent growth. We’ve diversified our holdings.”

      “Good.”

      “Krasnyy is at capacity every night. Expansion of Krasnyy vodka is underway as is the new ad campaign. I had to fire the agency and take our account somewhere else. They were giving shit ideas. No innovation.”

      Mention of the ad campaign made me think of Quinn. The famous Krasnyy girl. She’d sat in a vat of vodka, the sexiest damn look on her face while a photographer snapped photo after photo of her.

      “Sasha,” Dimitri said.

      “Yeah?” I asked, coming back to the present.

      “She’s fine.”

      I swallowed the questions. I wanted to know everything about Quinn that I’d missed, everything I’d walked away from. Which was why I shouldn’t ask. I didn’t deserve to know. I had no right. Yet I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to soak up every scrap of information that pertained to her.

      “You know this how?”

      Dimitri paused. “I’ve been checking in with her. She told me not to.”

      “Sounds like Quinn.” I smiled and then it slipped. What the hell did I know about her? It had been a year. A lot could happen in a year.

      “She’s just now getting back on her feet,” Dimitri said. “Her father died⁠—”

      “Michael died?” I interrupted. “When?”

      “Couple of months ago.”

      I leaned back in the booth. Her father had died, and I hadn’t been there for her. “How?”

      “Cancer. Pancreatic. Fast.”

      If it was possible, I felt like an even bigger shit.

      I’d known Michael O’Malley. Respected him. We’d done business together. And when O’Malley wanted retribution against the Italians who’d kidnapped Quinn, we’d become family. I’d have gone after them myself, but at the time, I’d been nearly dead in the hospital.

      Quinn had been bait—bait to draw me out. Those bastards had gone after my woman to get to me. Fucking cowards. They’d paid, but unfortunately, revenge hadn’t wiped away their stain. Their actions lingered, like a greasy oil stain on cement.

      “Why?” Dimitri asked quietly.

      “Because I was ready,” I stated. “I was ready to come back to New York.”

      “What about Quinn?”

      “What about her?”

      “Are you planning on reconciling?”

      My eyes hardened. Dimitri was my trusted second. He’d been running things since I’d left. But that didn’t mean I’d open my mouth, spill my heart onto the table. There were some things I didn’t discuss. Not even with Dimitri.

      “How did you feel in the leader position?” I asked instead of answering him.

      “Good.”

      “And the men? Did they have a hard time adjusting?”

      “They…missed you. But we made do. Are you ready to take your place again?”

      “That’s not why I came back,” I said. “I’m not here to challenge you for the leadership role. I gave it to you. Everyone has adjusted. They’ve dealt with enough change.”

      Dimitri frowned. “If you don’t want the leadership role, then what do you want?”

      A sardonic smile curved my lips. “Hell if I know.”
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      My eyes opened, and I encountered darkness. Ori’s deep breathing was a strange sort of comfort. Comforting because he was another human being, and I didn’t feel so alone. But it had nothing to do with my relationship with him.

      When we’d gotten ready for bed, I’d asked him to sleep next to me. It had seemed like the right thing to do.

      My right hand rested on my left. I traced the diamond ring which fit snugly against my knuckle. It felt like anything but a comfort. I wasn’t sure how to feel about it, actually.
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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,
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Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
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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
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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
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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
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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
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