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      Note about demisexuality: First, and foremost, the term demisexual can mean different things for different people. Charlie is a unique individual, just like the rest of us, and the way demisexuality works for him may not be the way it works for others.

      For more information regarding demisexuality, please see the articles HERE and HERE.

      If you don’t have time to check the articles, I pulled out a couple quotes I think are helpful (but I’d still encourage you to read and learn for yourself).

      “Demisexuality is a sexual orientation where people only experience sexual attraction to folks that they have close emotional connections with.”

      “Again, every person is unique, and what one demisexual person enjoys might not be what another person enjoys.”
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      “Charlie! This damn TV isn’t working and I’ve got a program to watch. While you’re at it, bring me a cocktail and my porn collection.” Uncle Otto’s words crackled over the baby monitor we’d set up.

      I chuckled at the cantankerous old man’s demands. “Be there in a bit,” I said into the device on my kitchen counter. “Someone is grumpy today,” I said to my cats, Cricket and Hopper, as they watched me from their perches on the back of the couch.

      Otto would be itching to watch Days of Our Lives and all hell would break loose if he missed the opening scene. He’d nap during the next show and wake in time to watch reruns of Judge Judy.

      I gathered his afternoon medication and sent up a heartfelt prayer of gratefulness we’d been able to secure a home health nurse to start soon. I had no problem caring for Otto, but I wasn’t a trained medical professional and it worried me I’d screw something up.

      Otto was the only family I had left. My mother had died when I was young. My father, Otto’s brother, Orson, had passed away recently which was why Otto and I were now cohabitating. Orson had been Otto’s caregiver, but he hadn’t given two shits about his own son.

      At forty-five, I’d been estranged from my father for over two decades. Imagine my shock when he left me everything he had upon his death. The only stipulation was I had to make sure Otto was cared for.

      “Be good while I’m gone, boys,” I told my cats. They yawned and went back to sunning themselves.

      With a glass of orange juice—complete with the fancy umbrella decoration Otto insisted on—medication, and a crossword puzzle book written in large font, I headed out of the main house to the tiny guest house cottage out back.

      I adored my new yard. The deck was only a couple years old and got amazing shade for a good portion of the day. The path between my house and Otto’s place was paved with flat rocks and lined with gorgeous peony bushes. The trees were mature and had recently been trimmed to keep the roofs safe from falling limbs.

      Pausing just long enough to admire one of the three large flower beds, I mentally planned what types of flowers I could maybe plant for next year. As I glanced toward the lilac bush, I thought ahead to the little fish pond and fountain I wanted to add in the near future.

      Leaving the respite of the yard—after years in the city, having my own little chunk of nature was a needed boost for my mental health—I made my way to Otto’s place and walked on in.

      “Put that shit down and get this damn TV working,” Otto barked from his recliner. He wasn’t a mean man, just had no filter and got a little twitchy if he missed his programs. I’d finally convinced him we could record them to watch later if needed, but he still preferred watching at the scheduled time.

      I took the remote from him and checked the batteries first. He had a bad habit of borrowing batteries from one device to use in another. “You took the batteries out.”

      “My dildo was dead,” he quipped.

      I snorted. While I didn’t doubt he had a dildo—the man was very open and I’d heard way too much about his sex life, both independent and partnered—I knew I’d just given him batteries for that last week. “No way you’ve used that thing so much it’s dead again. If you have, I better get you to the doctor for some cream before you give yourself a friction burn.”

      Otto cracked up. “Nah, my razor was dead. Get some batteries from the baby radio.”

      I chuckled. “Nope, that’s off limits remember? We don’t borrow batteries from that. Ever.”

      “You’ve got about two minutes to get my program on before I start telling you about the time I walked in on your dad beatin’ off while watching The Three Stooges.”

      “Oh God, stop.” Otto and Orson had gotten along fine, but they were about as different as night and day. Orson had a soft spot for his brother and accepted Otto’s differences. Which was always a slap in the face when he couldn’t accept I definitely marched to the beat of my own drummer. Maybe he felt his son being weird was more a reflection on him than his brother being different.

      I grabbed new batteries from the drawer and put them in the remote. Turning the TV to Days of Our Lives, I settled in to watch the first scene with Otto. There was no way I’d get him to take his medication while the show was on.

      Otto’s home was perfect for him. Sparsely furnished as to not become a hazard for him moving around, but decorated with many of his favorite pieces from his past. He was an eclectic man and his house portrayed that.

      A few minutes later, as the opening credits played, I nudged the OJ toward him and held out the pills. “Drink up. And don’t forget we’re going for a walk. Doctor wants you getting movement so those joints don’t stiffen up.”

      “Speaking of stiffen up, did you bring my porn?”

      I sighed. “I set it up on your laptop, remember? You don’t even have to login or anything. Double click the icon and it should take you right to your account.” I couldn’t believe I’d set my eighty-year-old uncle up with porn account. But my father had been very specific that I used some of the money he’d left me to take care of the man, and Otto swore porn kept him young and energetic. Plus, it was better than trying to store magazines or physical videos.

      “What’s an icon?”

      “A picture. Take your pills.” I held the pills out again.

      “Oh yeah, you wouldn’t let me pick a dick picture so it’s a banana. I remember it now. And I can watch anything I want?” He took the pills and studied them.

      “Yep, I set your favorites so it should automatically show the categories you picked.” Otto would have likely been the poster child for pansexual if the label had been around back in his day. To hear him tell it, he’d slept with any and every pretty thing he’d had the opportunity to back then. The same was true now days, he just didn’t have as many opportunities.

      I envied my uncle being so open and easy and certain when it came to who he was attracted to and who he had sex with. I was definitely not like him in that aspect. Well, I knew who I was attracted to and I knew who I wanted to have sex with, but everything got murky beyond that.

      Otto scowled as he swallowed his pills. “This cocktail is severely lacking vodka. Don’t think I can’t tell.”

      “You can’t drink vodka with your medicine. Might as well accept your only option now is to be drunk on life.” I took the empty glass from him and smiled as he slipped the paper umbrella behind his ear like a flower.

      “Might as well tell me to curl up and die,” Otto groused. “We don’t have to walk. I know you have work to do.” He waved a hand as if dismissing me.

      “No way, no how. You watch your shows and I’ll work. Then we’ll walk to that little coffee shop. Maybe eat dinner there if you want.” I checked to be sure the baby monitor was placed up high enough Otto couldn’t steal its batteries and tossed a blanket on his lap. “I’ll come get you a little later. Holler if you need me.”

      The soap opera was back on so all I got was a little wave. The man had been watching the show for longer than I’d been alive and he was obsessed. I smiled to myself as I left the little cottage and headed to the main house.

      When Orson died and I found out he’d left me a shit ton of money, my first thought was Otto. They’d been living in Indianapolis because my dad preferred the city. But Otto had quickly demanded a move to a small town when I’d asked what he wanted to do. We found a house for sale in the tiny town of Briarton and the rest was history.

      While I didn’t have to take over caring for Otto, I was happy to do it. I loved the old man in a way I hadn’t ever been able to love my own father. Probably because Otto accepted me for who I was and didn’t seem ashamed of me. Guilt often plagued me because I would have been a lot more upset to lose Otto than my father.

      My job as a writer could be done from anywhere and Briarton was a perfect little town. The house’s former owner, Harley Wade, had sold because he was moving in with his girlfriend. At first, I’d insisted Otto have the main house; I could easily make-do in the smaller cottage-like guest house, but he refused.

      “I don’t get around as well as I used to. No use living somewhere with stairs when I won’t be able to use them. I can visit the main house, you can visit the guest house. We’ll have our own space and privacy when it’s needed.” He’d winked and pointed to the baby monitor. “I’ll turn it off if I’m about to get busy.”

      I’d laughed and shook my head. “Nope. That’s untouchable. First, who you getting busy with? Second, if I hear something I don’t want to hear, I’ll turn it down on my end. Three minutes will probably be enough time,” I’d teased.

      “There are quite a few attractive people in this town,” Otto had said. “Never know when I might romance one of them into my bed.” He shrugged. “Or maybe you’ll just hear me on a date with Dave.”

      “Dave?”

      “My dildo,” he’d said with a wicked grin. “Or maybe Jack.”

      I’d rolled my eyes. “Do I even want to know?”

      “Fleshlight,” Otto had quipped.

      If the man was getting as much action as he talked about it, I didn’t know how he had time for anything else.

      I enjoyed a leisurely walk through the yard as I headed back to my place. As a writer, I had to be sure I didn’t spend my entire day sitting or my brain—and body—would atrophy into something completely unusable. Getting out for some sunshine and fresh air was always part of my daily schedule.

      Before heading up to my office, I called to Cricket and Hopper and played with them for several minutes. After a few good pounces and romping around with each other, they both gave me their blessing for belly rubs and then demanded treats. As my boys happily devoured their snack, I grabbed a water and went upstairs to get some words down.

      By late afternoon, I’d finished up the final touches on a manuscript I’d been writing. I always had several projects going at once, but I liked it that way because it kept me busy. Staying busy was a blessing and a curse. It meant I always had a good reason not to go out, socialize, make friends, leave my safe little burrow. But it also meant I had an excuse not to go out, socialize, make friends, leave my safe little burrow. I did love writing and it was a good job, it just didn’t lend itself to a lot of people-ing.

      The current work in progress was under my ghostwriter name. I hoped to finish a mystery novel under another name within a week or two—I’d send that one off to the publisher and let them take it from there. I also had four content articles due within a few days, but I could bang those out no problem. The romantic comedy I’d been working on for months under my self-published pen name—the book I was the most passionate about—was taking longer and giving me fits. I was ready for it to see the world, but it was nowhere close to finished.

      My best friend and former roommate, Stella—she’d decided to travel the world and find herself shortly before Orson died—had been on me to write a romance ever since we’d met, saying it would allow me to create the stories I wanted for myself and maybe give me the boost I needed to make those stories happen.

      Stella was a force to be reckoned with and meeting her had truly changed my life for the better. Over ten years ago, after I had a bit of a health wake-up call and forced myself to go to the gym despite my social anxieties, Stella and I had both been huffing and puffing on the treadmills.

      Extrovert extraordinaire that she was, Stella had somehow swept me into conversation—she did most of the talking—and we ended up at lunch. I truly believed she was a godsend way back then because we were both in need of a roommate. We moved in together and spent a decade happily cohabitating.

      She was the first and only person I would have ever called a true friend. I had acquaintances, but it was hard for me to make connections and build lasting relationships. Stella and I just clicked. We likely would have ended up being more if either of us found ourselves attracted to the opposite sex.

      Stella had been the one to help me come to terms with being gay. I’d known, deep down, for years and years, but I wasn’t the type to date or go to parties, so it wasn’t really something I ever talked about. Once it was out in the open with Stella, and as our friendship progressed, I was able to voice other things. Like how I could find a handful of attractive men just walking a block around our apartment, but have no inclination to sleep with them. Or the fact I liked gay porn and I got myself off often, but the thought of sex with a stranger completely turned me off.

      I wanted sex. I was attracted to men. But thinking about random hookups with men I didn’t know was enough to send me running for the hills.

      Over the years, Stella and I had finally worked out I was a gay, demisexual man. I was attracted to men, but my desire to have sex with those men was next to nothing unless I was able to get to know them and form a strong emotional bond.

      And that was something very unlikely to happen.

      I was close with Stella and Otto. That was about it.

      “It’s not that you can’t make friends,” Stella had said. “Friendship with you has to be coaxed and nurtured. You don’t go out much. If you do, you aren’t the type to strike up a conversation. Your job allows you to stay home. When you get out for exercise or food, you do what you set out to do and get back to work. You’re not the type who seeks out conversation and that’s okay, but it makes it hard to make connections. Without connections, your sex drive is like Nah, I’m good.”

      So, there I was in a new little town, living with my ornery uncle, writing whatever I needed to write in order to pay the bills and keep my mind free of a mishmash of thoughts, and preparing for another decade of loneliness.

      And wasn’t that just the shit of it all. I didn’t want or need a lot of friends. I’d been perfectly happy with Stella—and missed the hell out of her—but our relationship didn’t do anything for me sexually. I liked sex—well, I liked getting off and I liked the idea of sex with someone else—it was just the actual act of getting naked and climbing into bed with someone I barely knew was hard to imagine. And I barely knew most of my acquaintances. I didn’t invite people to lunch or out for drinks or walks in the park because I was perfectly happy with my words and my own company.

      Until I wasn’t.

      The loneliness hit hard—and had hit a lot harder than normal lately. It was such a mixed bag. I needed to feel a connection in order to have sex, but making connections seemed almost impossible for me.

      And that was when the heaviness would blanket me. I was forty-five damn years old, facing the reality that my life was likely nearing half over and what did I have to show for it? A few books, a bunch of ghostwriter shit I’d never get credit for, about a million articles about ridiculous crap, a best friend who left me, an uncle who was getting more sex than me, and a big ol’ house where I was free to putter around for the rest of my lonely existence.

      Okay, that wasn’t quite fair to Stella. She needed to get out there and figure some things out for herself. I heard from her often and it sounded like she was having an amazing time. I was happy for her even though I missed her.

      My life was just such a conundrum. I dreamed of having a loving relationship with the man of my dreams. But when I tried to think about meeting the man of my dreams, my brain would fill with anxiety and short-circuit. How would I ever meet someone to build a connection with if trying to meet people set me on edge?

      With my head spinning and my heart aching, I gave Cricket and Hopper some love and headed back toward the cottage to get Otto for our walk. Truly, I was happy with my life most of the time. I’d always known I was different—and my father never let me forget it. He’d talk about how much he loved and missed my mom and how my quirks were so very much like hers. How did he love her so much and have so much contempt for me? Orson was the type of man to think quirky uniqueness was attractive and charming in his wife but completely off-putting and unacceptable in his son. And he let me know I was a let-down. I’d barely known my mother before she died and I spent most of my time with Uncle Otto growing up—partly because my dad didn’t want me around and partly because he was gone a lot on business trips. Otto took me in and accepted the real me before I even figured out who the real me was.

      At least these days I actually felt as if I knew myself. I even mostly liked myself. I was just me. Charlie Hillion. Deep down, I really did think I probably had something for others to love—I mean, Stella and Otto loved me, but I didn’t know if anyone would ever actually want to spend enough time getting to know me and finally digging deep enough to find out who I was.

      “’Bout time you got here, I’m hungry. Let’s drive.” Otto shuffled toward the door.

      “Nope, we’re walking. Good for both of us. And the doctor insists you get movement. The coffee shop isn’t far.” I held the door open for him to walk onto the porch. Hovering next to him, not wanting to smother him but knowing he sometimes needed help on the steps, we made our way down to the sidewalk. “What do you think about putting a ramp in so you don’t have to mess with the steps?”

      We reached the sidewalk and headed toward Piping Hot.

      “Stairs are a bitch, that’s for sure. Don’t take them out, but adding a ramp might be helpful on days when the old knees aren’t working as well as they should.”

      Overall, Otto was in great health. His doctor back in Indianapolis, Dr. Sallie, had been one of the reasons we looked to buy in Briarton. Dr. Sallie had known Otto wanted a small town and suggested an old acquaintance of his in Briarton.

      Dr. Pierce was very friendly and welcomed us as patients. He was great with cantankerous Otto and told him how impressed he was that Otto had only recently started dealing with mobility issues.

      My uncle moved pretty well once he got going so keeping him moving on a daily basis was important. Plus, getting activity and fresh air was good for me as well.

      We walked the tree and flower lined sidewalks of Briarton, enjoying the early summer sun and soft breeze.

      “Good place we found here,” Otto said.

      “I like it. Easy, friendly, pretty. It has everything we need.”

      Briarton really was a fantastic little town. Friendly people, beautiful homes, great local businesses, and an overall feeling of you’re welcome here.

      “You see someone was moving into the house behind us?” Otto asked.

      “Yeah? We’ll have to meet our new backdoor neighbor. Maybe take them a pie or something.” Going over to meet a new neighbor was truly the very last thing I’d ever naturally want to do, but I tried to stretch my boundaries here and there. Plus, I knew Otto loved meeting new people.

      Otto snorted. “I just bet you’d like to meet your backdoor neighbor. More like you’d like to have a backdoor visitor,” he joked.

      I rolled my eyes. “Don’t be crass.” Otto knew I was gay and demisexual and had no problem with it, but he often encouraged me to get out and meet people. He was a social butterfly so it was hard for him to grasp how much I didn’t need to chat with strangers.

      “If you chatted with strangers they might become friends and then friends can sometimes turn into something more.” Otto had said the words many times before.

      He was right. And sometimes I did put more effort into trying to get to know someone, but I never seemed to find anyone who was willing to work at getting to know me.

      Otto chuckled. “I think this place will be good for us. They all seem like good people and I can feel it in these old bones, this is going to be the jackpot for you.”

      “I didn’t know I was playing the lottery,” I said with a smirk.

      “Yep, and you’re going to win big. I just know it. I think this is where you’ll meet the love of your life.” Otto took my hand and squeezed. “Promise me you’ll be open to it? I’m not saying force anything and if it doesn’t feel right, let it go. But be willing to meet people, chat a bit, see where things go. You’ve been in a much bigger city all your life. Things are faster there. Briarton feels so comfortable and easy, a slower pace. Maybe the one is here and just waiting to take his time getting to know you.”

      “From your lips to God’s ears,” I said, returning his hand squeeze. But really, if I couldn’t meet someone in a big city of thousands, how would I meet someone in a tiny little town? “For now, let’s get some coffee and food.” I pulled the door open and the little bell tinkled as we walked into the coffee shop.

      “Welcome to Piping Hot,” the man behind the counter said with a friendly smile. He looked to be about my age and I felt like I’d seen him a few times since we moved to town just over a week ago.

      The coffee shop was actually more than just coffee. Baked goods, sandwiches, soups, coffee, tea, and smoothies were on the menu. They also had a little wine corner where they sold local wines. One of the best parts of Piping Hot was they offered use of their space for crafters, book clubs, gamers, and such.

      As I glanced around the warm, comforting area, I saw three people knitting, a table of four playing some sort of card game, and a woman with a book walking toward a small alcove where three others were waiting with the same book and steaming mugs of coffee.

      The coffee shop was abuzz with locals eating, drinking, visiting, and enjoying their time. I’d known within moments of my first time in the place it was a mainstay in the small town.

      “Otto, Charlie, so very nice to see you. Place your order and come sit with us, please.” A lady I recognized as Harley Wade’s girlfriend, Jo Ellen, waved to us, bracelets jangling on her wrist.

      “You okay with that?” Otto asked as we stepped to the counter.

      “Yes,” I said. I’d met Harley and Jo Ellen when we bought the house. They were good, kind people and I felt comfortable around them. Plus, I knew Otto would take control of the conversation.

      “What can I get you?” the man behind the counter asked.

      Morgan was on his name tag and I recalled he was married to Harley’s grandson, Justin. They owned Piping Hot.

      A strange little thrill went through me. I’d always wanted to own my own small business. I wasn’t sure exactly what, but it sounded like fun.

      “I’ll have today’s coffee blend, the turkey and swiss, and one of those scones,” I said before turning to Otto. What I really wanted was a coffee with three creams, three sugars, one pump vanilla like I sometimes made at home, but I always chickened out to order the concoction in public.

      I was a grown man, I should be able to order my coffee any damn way I wanted it. Justin and Morgan definitely didn’t seem like the type to judge a person based on their coffee order.

      Making up my mind, I decided the next time I was placing an order, I’d challenge myself to get exactly what I wanted.

      “Same coffee for me. Chicken salad,” Otto said as he studied the baked goods. “And that blueberry muffin, please.” He elbowed me. “We should take some cookies home. The macarons.”

      I smiled and paid for our order. “Sure thing. Maybe get some loose-leaf tea, too. We can have an evening treat.”

      “We’ll bring your order out,” Morgan said just as his very attractive and much younger husband came around the corner.

      His apron was covered in flour and I didn’t miss the gentle way Morgan wiped a streak of flour from Justin’s face. My heart clenched. I wanted that—that level of comfortable, easy intimacy and genuinely liking each other.

      I wondered how the two men had met.

      Otto and I made our way to the back-corner table where Harley and Jo Ellen sat with mugs and some kind of dessert.

      Otto took a seat next to Jo Ellen and leaned over to peer at her dessert. “I don’t know what it is, but it looks fun and delicious.”

      Jo Ellen smiled broadly. “It’s so good. Justin’s idea. He still makes cupcakes from time-to-time, but he also started making these cake cups. He chunks up cake into a cup and layers in icing. No need to slice cake, just get a cake cup.”

      “She might be as proud of my grandson as I am,” Harley said with a wink. “But I’m partial to the cinnamon Bundt cake he makes. There’s seriously nothing here that isn’t good.”

      “Awww, thanks,” Justin said with a grin as he and Morgan walked up to the table with trays and delivered our food. “We’ll be back in a bit, the evening shifts are coming in so they’ll take over. Anyone need anything when we come back?”

      “I’d take more coffee,” Harley lifted his empty mug.

      “Well, how are you two finding our quaint little town?” Jo Ellen asked.

      “Jo, let them eat before you start grilling them,” Harley admonished.

      Otto waved away the comment. “I can multitask, I have a very talented mouth.” He winked and took a sip of coffee while Jo Ellen and Harley chuckled. “We really like the place. We haven’t been all over town just yet, but the people are friendly and so far, we’ve found everything we need is nearby.”

      “That’s what we love about our town. We’ve all worked very hard to make sure folks never have to leave town for their needs. Doctor, dentist, grocery, coffee and tea, bakery, food, wine, crafts, hair stylist, clothing, we pretty much have it all and I plan to keep it that way.” Jo tucked a chunk of fly-away hair behind her ear with a nod. “As long as I’m alive and kickin’, Briarton folks won’t need to go out of town for anything.”

      “Well, except for school, but that’s just the way the district is laid out,” Harley added.

      “How’s the food?” Justin asked as he and Morgan joined us with a refill for Harley and their own mugs of what appeared to be tea.

      “Excellent,” I said. I wasn’t rude, I could hold a conversation when needed. Mostly. I just freaked out if I thought I needed to start and maintain the conversation. And heaven help me if the other person didn’t seem interested—I went into a tailspin. “Coffee is amazing, too. I may have to make a pit stop here every morning before work.”

      Justin beamed. “Thanks. We’re proud of roasting and grinding our own beans.” He took a sip of his tea. “Where is it you work? We don’t have a drive-thru yet—it’s in the works, but we’ve launched an app so you can order ahead of time.”

      “Oh,” I said, my cheeks heating, “I, um, I work from home.”

      “He’s a writer. Works on a lot of different things. Mystery, romance, non-fiction, and a whole host of other things.” Otto smiled at me over his coffee mug. He was always my biggest cheerleader and support.

      “That’s awesome,” Justin said. “Would we have read any of your work?”

      I shook my head. “Most of what I write is as a ghostwriter and I usually don’t even know who the author is; the ones I do know, I’m not allowed to say.” I smirked at the impressed looks around the table. “I’ve written a couple mysteries under a pen name.”

      “He’s working on a romantic comedy right now. I got to read the synopsis and it sounds great. Two guys meet and fall in love as they overcome some hilarious obstacles. I’ll definitely read it.” Otto cut his muffin in half.

      “That’s amazing,” Morgan said. “I don’t think I’ve ever met an author. I want to read your work for sure.”

      I chuckled. “That’s kinda like asking me to parade in front of you naked. It’s really hard to know people who read your work.”

      “I’ll read in secret,” Morgan said with a wink.

      I bit into my scone and groaned. “Damn, this is good.”

      “Nothing bad here,” Harley repeated.

      “How long have you two owned this place?” Otto asked.

      Justin and Morgan launched into a tale of how they met and came to own Piping Hot. It was a great story and made me realize once again just how badly I wanted what they had.

      As we all laughed about Justin and Morgan’s second wedding, Harley changed the subject. “Otto, you’re seeing Dr. Pierce, right? We both go to him. What do you think?”

      “As far as doctors go, he’s pretty much likable. No complaints.” Otto finished off his muffin. “Don’t forget we’re taking home cookies and tea,” he said, elbowing me before he continued speaking to Harley. “The real question is what’s this damn home health nurse going to be like. Better not come in and start messing up my routine. He starts in a couple weeks and I’m just not too sure what to think; at least I’ve had time to settle in before he comes in and messes up my routine.”

      I groaned. “Your home health nurse is going to take care of you.”

      “Oh! I didn’t know you were going to be in the care of Nixon,” Jo Ellen exclaimed. “He’s new in town, just got here about a month ago. He’s actually moving in right behind you. He’s already started making visits to a few of my friends and they have nothing but amazing things to say about him.”

      “Well, I sure hope he’s cute. It’ll make the anal exams a lot more fun,” Otto groused.

      I groaned again as everyone else laughed.

      I sure hoped this nurse, Nixon, had a lot of patience and a good sense of humor.
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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.


