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      Thursday, July 24th, Kincaid Energy, Inc.

      Denver, Colorado

      

      Cole drove into the parking garage and exited his Jaguar F-Pace SVR. The luxury SUV had been his Christmas gift to himself. What’s the point of being a billionaire if I can’t spoil myself sometimes? He grinned and pocketed his fob. As he turned to collect his briefcase, he saw the reflection of someone behind him in the side mirror. He turned and saw an assailant with a knife. The man held the weapon about waist-high, like he expected to gut Cole.

      Cole rounded on the man and kicked the knife from his hand. Then he put his hands up, fists loose.

      The man charged him, hitting Cole in the stomach with his shoulder.

      Cole slammed a knee into his gut. Boxed his ears with the edges of his hands.

      The man screamed and let loose of Cole to grab his ears.

      Cole slammed an uppercut into the man’s jaw and knocked him out. Then Cole reached into his pocket for his phone and called Mason.

      While he waited for Mason to arrive, he went through the man’s pockets and found a wallet. Donald Nelson. The name was not familiar to Cole. He looked down at the man. He was young, blond, and, according to his driver’s license, he had brown eyes. Donald Nelson was twenty-four years old and lived in a shady part of Denver. He had a tattoo of a cloverleaf on the inside of his wrist.

      Cole knew the Aryan Brotherhood sometimes used the clover, but whether this kid was a member of a gang or just a wannabe, he didn’t know. Maybe the police would know.

      When Mason arrived, he checked the man’s pulse.

      Cole rolled his eyes and placed his hands on his hips. “I didn’t kill him, just knocked him unconscious.”

      “So I see. I take it he attacked you?”

      “He did. With that knife.” He pointed toward the weapon sticking half under the left rear tire of the Jag. “I didn’t touch it. They should be able to get some prints from it, although they won’t need them because he had identification on him.” Cole waved the man’s wallet at Mason.

      Mason pulled a glove from his pocket and picked up the knife. “I’ll make sure the police get it. You should probably wait here for them. They’ll have questions.”

      “Yes, I’m sure they will.” Cole shoved his hands in his suit pants pockets and rocked back on his heels. “I think I hear a siren now.”

      The police showed up a few minutes later and took the assailant into custody.

      One officer, a tall, red-haired woman, with a nice figure, came over to talk to Cole and Mason.

      “Hi, I’m Officer Jennifer Calhoun. Can you tell me what happened here? I know that you were assaulted, but what about after that?”

      Cole went through all that had taken place, not leaving anything out.

      Mason added his statement from after he arrived.

      Officer Calhoun took down the pertinent information. “Thank you for your cooperation. I’d appreciate it if you came to the precinct tomorrow and gave a complete written statement.”

      Cole nodded. “I’m sure that can be arranged.”

      “Thank you.” The officer turned and walked back to her car.

      Mason shoved Cole in the shoulder. “Pretty cute, huh?”

      Frowning, Cole blinked. “What? Oh, yes, I suppose so.”

      “She doesn’t rev your engine?”

      “No.” Cole sighed and retrieved his briefcase from the Jag. “She doesn’t rev my engine. I wish you’d stop trying to set me up. I can find my own dates.”

      “Hmpft. When was the last time you went on a date?”

      Cole walked toward the elevator. “Well, I…I…I don’t remember. Okay, it’s been a while, but that doesn’t mean I can’t call someone up and have them meet me for dinner and a little sport, maybe.”

      Mason snickered. “A little sport? You need to find someone you have a connection with. Your sport, as you call it, would be ten times better, believe me.” He slapped his friend on the shoulder. “You can’t imagine how it can be when you love someone.”

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah. Love. Let me tell you about love. It’s for the weak. I won’t ever be weak.” He clenched his fist.

      Mason removed his hand and shook his head, then he smiled. “I can’t wait to see you when Cupid’s arrow hits you again.”

      “We don’t talk about that. Never talk about her. She betrayed me in the most heinous way possible. She slept with Elliot Drake. You remember him…my biggest competitor.” The elevator doors opened. He and Mason stepped inside, and Cole pushed the button for the thirtieth floor.

      “Cole, you have to get a bodyguard. You got lucky this morning with that attack. If you didn’t have some skills, you’d have been gutted. Now, that guy will spend some time behind bars, but you know there will be more.”

      Cole Kincaid ran his hand through his hair. As a result, it now stood on end. “I don’t need a bodyguard, Mason. This was a fluke, nothing more.”

      “What was a fluke was you not getting stabbed to death.” Mason Reid, a six-foot-six mountain of a man, was the security chief for Kincaid Energy. He was also one of Cole’s closest friends.

      Cole always found it amusing that Mason’s wife, Wendy, was a tiny little thing. Five feet four inches of wolverine. She could take the best of them if they messed with her family. Wendy Reid didn’t put up with anything from anyone, including Mason and Cole.

      “I don’t need a bodyguard.” Cole smoothed his hair into some semblance of order.

      “You do, and as head of security for this company, I’m assigning you one. They are the best I’ve seen at their job.” He crossed his arms over his massive chest. “Don’t try to wiggle out of this one. It’s necessary, Cole. If anything happens to you, Wendy will kill me.”

      Cole shook his head. “Fine, get me a bodyguard. I’d rather deal with him than with Wendy.”

      Mason chuckled. “Smart man.”

      The elevator ride to the top took about a minute.

      When they arrived, he stepped out, followed by Mason.

      “Hi, Amelia. Any messages?”

      “Just the usual. Ecoterrorists and their ilk hoping for an appointment and threatening you if they don’t get one. I hang up on most of them.”

      Cole groaned. “Don’t they realize they are just stopping the progress of me making the platforms eco-friendlier?” He stared at Mason.

      “Hmpft.” Mason said. “They don’t listen to what you have to say. They think it’s propaganda, and you’re lying to get them to back off.”

      “Oh, and there is a R. Phillips waiting in your office, your new bodyguard I believe.” Amelia looked up at him and smiled.

      “Mason.” Cole’s voice dropped an octave and his eyes narrowed while his lips formed a flat line. “What did you do?”

      He shrugged. “My job…keeping you safe. I have already hired a bodyguard. The best I’ve ever seen and perfect for you.”

      Cole couldn’t blame Mason. He really was doing his job. The job Cole gave him. And he was good at it. He probably should take his advice; it hadn’t failed him yet. “Fine, I’ll try to keep an open mind.” He turned toward the office and opened the door.

      Standing in front of the window was a figure…a decidedly female figure.

      Cole stepped into the room and headed for his desk. “Excuse me, can I help you?”

      Long blonde hair rippled in waves down to the middle of her back. She wore a short-sleeved shirt and pants that looked painted on. Her body was fit and quite shapely.

      She turned and stared, but he was too far away to see the color of her eyes. And then, she smiled and walked over to Mason. “It’s been so long.” She wrapped her arms around his waist and hugged him tightly.

      Mason hugged her back, easily lifting her off the floor.

      Clearing his throat, Cole looked over at the two of them. “Would you mind introducing me?”

      Mason let her down. They faced him. “Sorry, Cole. This is Regan Phillips. Former Army Special Forces and your new bodyguard.”

      Cole lifted both brows and then started laughing.

      Mason crossed his arms over his massive chest and narrowed his eyes, yet he could still cock an eyebrow. “What’s so funny?”

      Cole knew that look, one that dared him to continue. “You are. You don’t really expect me to believe this woman is my bodyguard? She’s…she’s… dang it, she’s a woman.” He let his gaze rove over her from top to bottom. “And a beautiful one, at that.”

      Regan lifted a brow and put her hands on her hips. “You’re saying I can’t do the job because I’m pretty?”

      “Beautiful.” Cole walked over to his desk and placed his briefcase on it. “Yes, I’m saying you can’t protect me. You’re…” he gazed at her again. “You’re too small.”

      She looked at him through narrowed eyes. “Would you like me to prove it? Do you think you can best me?”

      He returned her green-eyed gaze. It struck him that her eyes were clear as emeralds. Now is not the time to notice her eye color. “I can. Anytime. Anywhere.”

      She gave him a decidedly feral smile. “Here. Now.”

      He removed his suit jacket and his tie. The last thing he needed was to give her something to choke him with. “Any time, doll. Show me your best.”

      She lifted her chin. “I don’t need my best…for you.”

      “Uh, Regan, you might want to—” began Mason.

      “Zip it, Reid.” She never took her gaze off of Cole. “Anytime, Kincaid. I heard you were a Seal. I was a Ranger not a Green Beret. Time to see which of us is better.”

      “How long have you been out?” Cole rolled up his sleeves.

      “A little more than a year. You?”

      “Five years. I signed up for two and then re-upped for a burst of four.”

      She circled him. “Why don’t you tell me what happened in the garage an hour or so ago?”

      Cole circled with her, never taking his blue eyes from her green ones. “You heard about that?”

      She shrugged. “The police came in with siren’s blaring about seven-thirty. I heard about it from the barista at Starbucks. I think everyone in the building, if not the entire block, has heard about it by now, because I’ve only been here for about an hour. Mason let Amelia know I was coming and she was kind enough to let me wait in here. Why don’t you come at me and we’ll relive the attack? You be you and I’ll be the attacker.”

      “Fine. I saw his reflection in the car window and turned. As I did he came at me with a knife.”

      She pulled her right hand into a fist. “Like this?” Regan lunged toward him.

      Cole did just like he did downstairs and lifted his leg to kick the knife from her hand.

      She whipped around, out of the way of the kick, and let his momentum carry through. He lost his balance. She stabbed him in the kidney.

      He landed on the floor and looked up.

      She grinned and crossed her arms over her chest.

      Mason guffawed.

      Regan held out a hand toward Cole.

      He took it.

      Her eyes widened as she helped him to his feet.

      Did she feel that, too? That tingling that started at our clasped hands and then traveled up my arm. Did she feel it? “That was pretty good.” Cole’s eyes narrowed, and he looked down at his hand before he ran it through his hair, causing the locks to stand on end.

      “I can protect you, Mr. Kincaid. I take my job very seriously. No one will hurt you on my watch.”

      “What about when it’s not your watch?”

      “It’s always my watch, sir.”

      “First, it’s Cole. Not sir, and not Mr. Kincaid. Second, what about when I sleep?” He lifted a brow. “Will you still be on duty…in my bed?”

      She was unruffled. “I expect to sleep in your apartment or house or plane. Wherever you are, I am.”

      Cole sat behind his desk, picked up a pencil from the top, and held it between his hands like he would break it in half. “Very well. You have a one-month trial period. You will be paid $30,000 for that month and, if you make it, for every month thereafter. I pay exceptionally well, but you will earn it. You will be with me twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. You will sit in on my meetings, eat every meal with me. You will accompany me to every function I must attend, and you will dress appropriately.” He looked over at her.

      She sat across the desk, leaned back, and crossed her legs. “Understood.”

      Cole sat forward. “You also need to be ready to travel at a moment’s notice. Those are my conditions. Do you accept my terms?”

      She stared. “I accept as long as you accept mine.”

      He leaned back in his chair, never letting go of the pencil. “What are your terms?”

      “On the days of the galas or balls, or whatever you call your formal occasions, you will allow me extra time to prepare.”

      “Done.”

      She held up a hand, palm out. “Let me finish. You will not try to ditch me. If you go on a date, then I will accompany you and remain, discreetly, of course, near you. You will allow me to sweep any of your meeting rooms, prior to you entering them. As I come across various scenarios, these requirements might change, and you will also agree to those. My only job is your safety, and I intend to do my job very well.”

      “Agreed.” He looked up at his security chief. “Mason, introduce her to Amelia. She needs a dress for the Denver Art Museum’s fund raiser. We are attending the opening of Wicked at the Buell Theater tonight.” He shifted his gaze to Regan. “You’ll need a cocktail dress and the appropriate footwear. Do you have that? Be ready at five o’clock or before.”

      “I won’t embarrass you. I guarantee it.”

      “See that you don’t.”
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      Regan’s apartment at four-thirty in the afternoon

      

      She finished spraying her thick, wavy hair, which she’d rolled into a sleek chignon. Taking the diamond studs she’d bought herself with her first paycheck as an Army Ranger, she placed them in her ears. Her makeup was stylish, with slightly smoky eyes and pale pink lip gloss. Gazing into the full-length mirror in her bedroom, she turned to see her back. The red, backless dress was made of a clingy material that sparkled like it was covered with tiny diamonds. The garment hit her leg a couple of inches above the knee and was perfect. It showed off the muscles she’d worked so long to make strong but not bulging. The dress moved with her, so if she had to fight, she could do so easily.

      Her doorbell sounded.

      He was early, as she’d expected. She slipped on the black patent three-inch heels and walked out of the bedroom. Pasting on a smile, she opened the front door.

      Cole’s jaw dropped.

      He’d clearly not been expecting to see her like this. She thought he might have been expecting some boring black velvet dress with a bow on the back above her butt.

      “Regan.”

      “Cole. Would you like to come in? Can I fix you a cocktail or get you a glass of wine or perhaps a beer?” She turned and walked into the room. Then she turned to face him. His scent, a mixture of sandalwood, amber and musk, walked with her, surrounded her, yet it wasn’t overpowering. It reminded her of power and was perfect for the man before her.

      He entered, blinked several times, and cleared his throat before finding his voice. “You look very nice.”

      She almost laughed at the look on his face. “Thank you. So do you.”

      “I think I will take that drink. Scotch and soda, if you have it.”

      “I do. Make yourself comfortable. I’ll just be a minute.” She walked into the kitchen, which, since it was a one-bedroom apartment, was clearly visible from the living room.

      Cole sat in the only chair. A Queen Anne chair covered in cream-colored satin with pink roses. It was a gift from her late grandmother and went everywhere with her.

      Her apartment was devoid of pictures. She never knew how long she would be anywhere, so she rented furnished apartments on a month-to-month basis. This one came with a sofa, coffee table and bedroom suite. The soft material was cream-colored and, by lucky happenstance, matched her grandmother’s chair. The sofa was so comfortable, she’d been known to sleep on it all night. The rental came with a television mounted on the wall. The sofa faced the television, but since she never watched it, she’d put her grandmother’s chair in front of the TV facing the couch, so it formed a conversation area.

      She prepared his drink and poured herself a small glass of sparkling water. Then she sat on the sofa, leaned back, and slowly crossed her legs.

      His gaze followed her every movement, which pleased her.

      “Have you seen the movie of Wicked?” She took a sip of her water.

      “No, have you?”

      “I have. It was wonderful. The music is fantastic. I’m eager to see the stage version that the movie was based on.”

      “I’m glad to take you.” He looked down at her shoes. “Will you be able to fight or run in those things?”

      She laughed. “They come off rather easily. I’ll be fine. Can you fight in that jacket?”

      “Quite well, as a matter of fact. I was wearing something similar this morning and did fine.”

      “That’s true. What time do you want to leave? Depending on traffic, the trip to the theater will take at least thirty minutes.”

      “We should leave now, then.” He set his drink on the table next to his chair and stood.

      After setting her water glass on the end table. She grabbed her small, black satin evening bag from the tall table by the door. Inside she had her keys, lip gloss, credit card and her Walther PPK 380 caliber handgun. The gun was the smallest she had and so far, except for target practice, she’d never had to use it. She hoped that would still be the case tonight.

      After locking her door, she took his offered arm, settling her left hand in the crook of his right elbow. She lived on the seventh floor of an eight-story apartment building on the southeast side of Lakewood, so they took the elevator to the ground floor.

      She walked with him through the lobby and out the door to the waiting limousine. All along the way, and even when they reached the limo, she kept her gaze moving, ready for anything that might be a threat.

      The driver held the back door open.

      Regan glanced in and then stood to the side so Cole could get in. Then she slid onto the soft leather seat behind the driver and buckled her seat belt.

      Once they were strapped in, Cole tapped on the window between the passenger compartment and the driver.

      The car pulled out and headed toward the theater.

      Cole turned toward her. “I noticed you didn’t relax until we were safely in the car. If you’re posing as my date, you’ll need to appear more relaxed with me and other people. Can you do that?”

      One side of her mouth quirked up. You’re on Mr. Kincaid. I’ll be the best fake girlfriend you’ve ever had. “Of course, I can. I am an excellent actress. You’ll see.” She reached over and patted his knee. “It will all be fine.”

      “I hope so, otherwise I’ll be the laughingstock of my group of friends.”

      “Who are your friends? I need their names both the male and the female.” She had an eidetic memory, so she would remember anything he said to her. In that regard, she was just like Sheldon Cooper on The Big Bang Theory television show.

      He laid his arm across the top of the seat. “Mostly my brothers and my sister, but I have a few college buddies that I still see.”

      “Their names, please.”

      “You don’t have anything to write their names on. You’ll have to wait.” He turned away and looked out the window.

      A sure sign that he’s holding something back.

      “Are you purposely withholding information from me. If I’m to do my duties correctly, I need the information. I need the names of your friends, male and female. I have an eidetic memory. I remember everything, so tell me, please.”

      He sighed and started to run his hand through his hair. He was seconds away when he seemed to remember where they were going and that he needed to appear professional.

      “I’m ready when you are.”

      “Very well. They are Jeremy Johnson, Dean Swenson, and Isabell Groves.”

      “Is Miss Groves more than a friend? I will remain outside her home, if you need to visit her privately.”

      “What? No!” He ran a hand around the back of his neck. “She’s not that kind of friend. Her husband was a dear friend of mine. He was killed in a car accident last year. I do what I can, as much as she’ll let me do, to help her with whatever she needs and to give her little boys a male figure in their lives.”

      “That’s very kind of you,” she said softly. “How old are the boys?”

      “They are two, five and six.” He smiled. “They are pistols, no doubt about that, but they’re good boys. They just need some direction sometimes. A little more than their mother can provide.”

      “I’m sure she appreciates it. Handling all the details that need to be taken care of when a spouse dies, takes a lot of stamina. It’s very hard to separate from his things. And then to have young children to provide for and to parent alone…I can only imagine.”

      He tilted his head and watched her.

      She turned away, but she didn’t move her body from pointing at him.

      “You speak from experience.” It was not a question, but a statement of fact.

      Regan worried her hands, folding them over and over on her lap. “My husband was also a Ranger. We were sent into Bolivia on a covert mission to capture a drug lord. The whole thing blew up in our faces. His men were prepared and attacked before we even reached his stronghold. Kip was killed and I barely escaped with my life. When I finally got back to the states, I grieved for about a year and then resigned my commission about a year ago. Mason offered me this job, and it sounded right up my alley.” She looked up and locked her gaze with his. “Cole, I’m good at what I do as long as you cooperate with me.”

      He took her hand and squeezed. “I’ll do my best to make your job easy. But I can’t guarantee that it will be. I have received threats from an environmental group ever since the accidental oil spill in the gulf. We will be traveling there next week. We’ll be flying to Houston and taking a helo out to the platform. I intend to find out what went wrong and who did it.”

      “I’ll be ready for whenever you wish to leave.” She pulled her hand from his. Her traitorous body tingled at his touch. She couldn’t have that. Being attracted to her employer was not acceptable.

      “We’ll be leaving on Monday. I have some work to do on the plane. I suggest you bring reading material.”

      “I always have a book in my go bag.”

      “Good.”

      The rest of the ride was quiet. Regan would have to run checks on the friends he listed. The incidents of friends turning traitors, though not numerous, still existed. She would know all there was to know about his friends before she was done.

      Arriving at the Buell, the driver let them out, and they walked down the covered courtyard to the theater. The walkway itself was amazing. The ceiling was lit up with thousands of lights that could change color, depending on pre-programmed computer instructions.

      Inside the Buell, the bars were open and champagne was carried by servers on trays among the guests.

      Cole grabbed two glasses and handed one to Regan. He greeted a few people. “Let’s take the elevator to the third floor and my box seats. They are part of the balcony high along the sides of the theater.”

      She carried her drink but did not imbibe. She needed to remain sharp, and any alcohol would impair her reactions.

      She stepped off the elevator first and glanced around.

      Cole gave her his arm as he led the way.

      The plush box held four seats, lined up in a single row, so every seat had an unobstructed view of the stage below.

      He walked all the way to the end.

      She followed him and sat next to him. Her gaze was on the floor below as it filled with theater patrons, searching for any threat.

      “Excuse me, are these seats taken?”

      She turned to see a young man in a suit and a woman, in a black sheath cocktail dress.

      Cole turned to them. “Yes, this is a private box. You’ll have to leave.”

      “I don’t think so, Mr. Kincaid.” The man started to open his jacket.

      In an instant, Regan was out of her seat and in the man’s face. The fingers of her right hand grabbed his neck, digging into the carotid artery. “All I have to do is pull and you’re a dead man. Is that what you want?” Her left hand was raised into a fist and aimed directly at his nose.

      “N…no. Please, let me go.”

      She noticed Cole had subdued the woman, pulling her arm behind her back with his left hand, capturing her wrists. “Cole, call for the police. We have an attempted murder here.”

      The man was probably in his late twenties. With wide eyes, he repeated, “Please, just let us go. We won’t bother you again.”

      Muscles straining, she applied more pressure. “Why don’t I believe that?”

      Cole held his phone at his ear. “Yes, I need police at the Buell Theater. We’ve had an attempted murder. The box seats. My name is Cole Kincaid.” He listened.

      “We weren’t going to murder you,” the young man pleaded. He raised his hands.

      Regan squeezed. With her left hand, she checked his front pockets and found them empty. “Keep your arms at your sides and your hands in your front pockets.

      “Okay. Okay.” He dropped his hands and put them in his pockets.

      “Now,” said Cole. “What are your names, and what were you doing here, if not to murder me?”

      The man swallowed hard. “I’m Jerry Sykes and this is Wanda Singleton. We just wanted you to come with us⁠—”

      “So you could murder him elsewhere?” Regan squeezed again.

      “No! No! It’s not like that. We figured, if we could just talk to him, we’d get him to see our side of things,” said Jerry. His forehead was sweating. “I don’t want to go to jail. Please.”

      “Maybe you should have thought of that before you came into this box.” Regan used her left hand to pat down the front of Jerry’s jacket. She found what she was looking for. A small, two-shot derringer. “So, you needed a gun just to get him to listen to you. This is not looking good for you, Jerry. Cole, does she have a purse?”

      “Yes, a small evening bag.”

      “Search it.”

      Cole looked at Wanda. “You’ll sit in the chair I was in, hand me your bag, and then sit on your hands, and you won’t move from that position.”

      “Okay.” Wanda trained her gaze on Cole.

      With her peripheral vision, Regan saw Cole open the purse. “Well? Is she armed?”

      Cole held up a taser. “Yes, I’d say she’s armed.”

      Eyes wide, Jerry tensed.

      Wanda looked at Cole and then at Regan. “It was just for show. We never would have used them.”

      Regan huffed out a laugh. “Yeah, I bet the police will want to hear all about it.” She leaned forward and whispered, “Jerry, you better hope the police are more forgiving than I am, because I don’t believe you, at all.”

      Jerry grimaced. “It’s true. We only wanted to talk to him.”

      “In the middle of a musical? Sorry I still don’t believe you.” Regan gave his neck a little squeeze. “What were your actual plans? Tell me now.” She squeezed harder. “Are you getting a headache yet? It’s because I’ve almost cut off the blood to your brain. Do you want me to shut this side completely? Let’s try it shall we? Maybe then you’ll start telling the truth.” She squeezed a little harder this time.

      “Okay. Okay.” Jerry started to pull his hands from his pockets.

      “Don’t.” Regan narrowed her eyes. “You try that again and I’ll make you very sorry.”

      His eyes widened. “Okay. I’ll be good.”

      Regan was not in the mood for anymore lies. “Now, let’s start again. Why did you want to kidnap Mr. Kincaid, if not to kill him?”

      “We wanted him to make a statement about how he was at fault for the oil spill.”

      “But Mr. Kincaid says he wasn’t at fault and you know that, so, why do you really want to kidnap him?”

      Jerry moved to stand straighter and stared at Regan with his eyes narrowed. The look he gave her told her it was not just about getting the statement. He definitely wanted to kill Cole. He was the one who wanted to make a statement. “To get more people to our cause. We don’t want anyone hurting the environment.”

      She stared back. “I don’t believe that for a minute. You wanted to kill him; I can see it in your eyes. I would suggest you get a very good lawyer.”

      Finally, the police arrived and took Jerry and Wanda into custody after confiscating their weapons.

      An officer approached them. “Mr. Kincaid, what’s going on?”
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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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