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        In life and love, it’s never too late

        for a second chance. . .

        This is not one of those times.

      

      

      

      Fiercely independent contemporary artist Lucy Ford was absolutely content with her life—until the day Anwar na Hassir strolled into her gallery and back into her life.

      She had dreamed of being a mother and would soon have a son. Being a single mum wasn’t the happy ending she had visualised, but at least she had someone to love. Someone of her own. Someone she could keep forever.

      As long as the child’s father never found out. Anwar could not, would not, must not ever know the truth. Not if she was to keep her child.

      Anwar was as formidable as Lucy was freewheeling. Luring Lucy to his desert Kingdom, somewhere between the magic of the desert and the stroll along the ocean, she lets him steal her heart. Only to discover love, once given, can never be returned.

      A sensuous tale of modern love, career-crossed relationships, the heady magic of instant attraction, loss, and the unwavering faith that sustains them—even in the darkest hour.

      

      INCLUDES 3 BONUS CHAPTERS

      Claimed By The Sheikh

      If you love beautiful stories set against a sensuous backdrop of the sensuous desert, art and innovative architecture, you’ll love Claimed by The Sheikh.
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      “I loved Stolen By The Sheikh! The depth of emotions of both going back to their childhoods and how they were raised touched my heart! Such a heartbreaking way to grow up. Both seemed to have worked their way through that and came out on top!! Best kind of story for sure! My kind of story!”

      ~5-Star Review

      

      “This book is so worth the read. I was hooked from the very first page. I loved how talented and incredibly creative Lucy is. The obstacles and challenges are met with determination and courage. I loved all the twists and confidence these characters show. You won’t be able to put this book down until you reach the last page.”

      ~Loreli

      

      “An exciting, sensual addition to the Sheikh romance genre. Thank you so much for writing this story.”

      

      “Stolen By The Sheik is beautiful. The world-building is so needed now, and the messages that you are highlighting are powerful. I will have to go and read some of your other books in this series/world.”

      

      “There is plenty of conflict…I wonder if they will ever get their happily ever after?”

      

      “I enjoyed how the author was able to paint a picture of the characters’ lives.”

      

      “At the end of chapter #3, I said to myself, is that all? I want to read more, I was so very engrossed.”

      

      “I think you have a winner with this book, it is very enjoyable.”

      

      “I enjoyed what I’ve read so far, I totally got into the story.”

      

      “I often wonder how authors come up with the stories they do. This one has a good premise.”

      

      “Stolen By The Sheikh drew me in with vibrant, colorful, and touching dialogue. I felt I got to know the characters and where they were coming from.”

      

      “Vivid descriptions, as well as wonderfully crafted words, elicit the feelings of the characters that I could embody.”

      

      “The prequel of Stolen By The Sheikh left me wanting to read the book in its entirety with the strength of the dialogue and depth of the characters and story.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Truth? Where did anyone even begin? Sheikh Anwar na Hassir questioned. In a world enamored with lies, the truth seemed as impossible to extract as the rarest sapphire in his Ceylonese mines.

      It begins with finding the woman who brought the curse of shame onto his family. Lucy Gaysford. Except she wasn’t Lucy Gaysford anymore, he growled, reading the shortened name emblazoned across the gallery window, signaling the solo exhibition by artist Lucy Ford. Anwar wrapped the gold New Zealand Merino scarf tighter around his neck, stealing himself to New York’s wintery bite as he stood outside the Manhattan art gallery and glanced in.

      Lucy had been economical with the truth before. What other secrets was she now keeping?

      Why had he come? In pursuit of truth and justice, he told himself, registering the kick of anticipation that trembled through his stomach as he caught a glimpse of his target. His eyes trailed her backless dress, revealing the sensual curve of her spine as she wove through the crowd.  A jolt of longing quivered through him.

      Beauty, that’s all, he cursed, forcing forbidden desire to a dull, barely perceivable tremor. Dammit. Why couldn’t he shake the longing, the need, the desire? Why couldn’t he forget the pain of her betrayal?

      Family honor came the answer. To find the truth no matter the cost. He clenched his fist, bending his formidable will to his purpose. He would force from her the confession that her escape from his kingdom had evaded. He would silence the uneasy sense that he had been mistaken. That it was his beloved brother who was the cause of so much hurt. But to believe that Hamad, his own flesh and blood, might’ve lied was untenable. Wasn’t it better to accept the deceit of a Westerner, a woman with whom he had a short, passionate fling, rather than yield to the realization that his own family had betrayed his love?

      He paused before joining the intoxicated crowd inside, liquored up with complimentary drinks designed to adle their minds and open their wallets. He turned and glanced at the snow-lined streets adorned with glitter and baubles for the festive season.

      Thankfully, the gallery had not gone overboard with tawdry tinsel and garish, neon Christmas lights celebrating the birth of the Christian son his culture did not recognize but knew instead as God’s prophet. As Anwar redirected his attention indoors, he noticed with admiration that both unsettled and pleased him that the gallery was a shrine to love.

      Love! He mused, noticing discomfort prickle his skin. What did he know of love? Oh yes—love of the inanimate. That was his refuge. Art, nature, his prized exotic orchids, and Zephyr, his loyal falcon from whom he was rarely parted. These were the loves upon which he could rely.

      He narrowed his formidable gaze in search of the woman he was here to make atone for the sin of her betrayal. He would extract her confession and then be done with Lucy, whatever her name was, forever.
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      She dreamed of dunes turning gold beneath the molten orange sun. She dreamed of bathing in the turquoise waters of the Persian Gulf. But most of all, she dreamed of him.

      Barely conscious of the crowd pressing around her at the opening of her art exhibition, Lucy Ford’s heart quickened as she scanned the painting on display by the door. Shining like a beacon, it attracted people struggling along the streets away from the wild winds and icy snow battering Manhattan’s streets.

      She had entitled it Desert Dreams. It was her favorite painting, created during the full moon three months earlier, 12 weeks after her heart was broken by Anwar na Hassir. Sheikh Anwar na Hassir, she corrected. The formidable, playboy bachelor whose baby she now carried.

      The artwork had flowed from her in a symphony of colors born of anguish and joy. She still found it hard to believe that she had procured such an astonishing piece from her imagination.

      Clutching the exhibition catalog to her chest, Lucy turned from the painting and swept her gaze over the crowd crammed into the Manhattan art gallery. She tried to catch the attention of Issy Riley, the art therapist who had encouraged her to paint her way to healing. But Issy was deep in conversation with her husband, Massimiliano Balforni, CEO of Emporio Balforni. Lucy loved the easy way they were together and their deep love. She wished she could have a love like that. A love that weathered the fiercest storms. A love that lasted.

      She placed her palm over the slight swell of her belly. Sometimes dreams do come true, she reminded herself. She had dreamed of being a mother and would soon have a son. Being a single mom wasn’t the happy ending she had visualized, but at least she had someone to love. Someone of her own. Someone she could love forever.

      As long as the child’s father never found out. Anwar could never know the truth. Not if she was to keep her child.

      “You have an admirer,” the gallery owner, Maria Bright, said as she placed a round red sticker below Lucy’s painting, Desert Dreams.

      Conflicting feelings at the confirmed sale threaded through Lucy’s heart. Regret at losing the artwork she had poured her soul into creating, laced with joy in knowing that someone loved the painting as much as she did. She had priced Desert Dreams ridiculously high in the hope of deterring a purchaser. It was special to her, and she wanted to keep it forever. But she had to face reality. She would soon be a single parent and needed the money. Whoever had bought Desert Dreams had deep pockets. Very, very deep pockets.

      “Gosh, what a relief, Maria. Imagine if none of my paintings had sold, and I couldn’t repay your kindness. I hope the commission covers all your costs,” Lucy said.

      Maria grinned. “It’s a fabulous result for both of us.”

      “I’m so grateful. You took a gamble on me with this solo exhibition. Without you, I never would have had the courage to show my paintings.”

      “Darling, I adore your work. And so does your new collector. Come and meet him, Lucy. He is quite obsessed with you.”

      “With me?” Lucy asked as she wove her way through the crowd. “Or with my paintings?”

      “Both,” Maria said, coming to a halt beside the tall, dark, dazzling man Lucy had glimpsed from behind earlier. “Your Royal Highness, let me introduce you to the artist.”

      “Anwar!” His name clung to her dry mouth.

      “Lucy.” The scorching look he gave her was reserved for Lucy and Lucy alone.

      Maria’s eyebrows lifted as her mouth gaped open. “You know each other?”

      His heated gaze blatantly acknowledged the night he still remembered and the past Lucy would rather forget.

      A barely perceivable tug lifted the corners of Maria’s lips. “I’ll leave you to get reacquainted.”

      Lucy’s face blazed with heat. She steadfastly avoided Anwar’s gaze and fixed her eyes on the back of Maria’s glossy hair as she drifted back into the crowd.

      “You’ve been hiding from me.” His deep, velvet voice held the trace of the Middle Eastern accent that had weakened her willpower six months before. She had steeled her resolve never to be moved by Anwar should their paths cross again. As that control slipped from her, panic buzzed through her chest.

      The catalog she’d clenched in her hands fluttered to the floor.  She stooped to pick it up as he lowered his powerful frame to retrieve the booklet showcasing her collection. As she lifted her gaze to Anwar’s face, his dark amber eyes magnetically pulled hers to his as he waited for her response.

      For a stomach-clenching moment, she thought he knew the truth. “Hiding?” she stuttered.

      “Your talent.”

      Lucy exhaled in a whoosh of relief.

      “You kept it a secret from me. Why?”

      How could she tell him because she didn’t believe in herself? All her life, her narcissistic mother had told her to aim small. She’d been told repeatedly not to outshine her brothers and sisters. She felt her throat constrict. All those silent protests she’d swallowed congealed on her tongue. How could she speak to them now?

      “I’m in awe.”

      She so badly wanted to feel nothing but hatred for the man who had betrayed her so mercilessly. Hatred would steel her resolve. Hatred would keep her lips sealed. Hatred would keep her safe. But the sonorous tone of his praise made Lucy’s body flame with heat, sending a tell-tale crimson blush to her cheeks. It wasn’t the memory of that sensual, sexy night when their son had been conceived nor the compliment he offered now. It was how his voice resonated with every scarred artery in her heart, awakening the lingering dream of a happily-ever-after that refused to die.

      Her eyes trailed the length of his 6-foot two-inch frame, then rose to his face. The curated gallery lights spotlighted the starkly molded framework of his features. He still exuded the authority and compelling magnetism that sent her pulse soaring and her willpower plummeting.

      Damn it!

      She should never have slept with him. But now, at least, she knew the truth. She was just another conquest in an endless sea of women. Common. Plentiful. Replaceable. As easy to possess as the seams of sapphire in his Ceylonese mines, the abundant priceless pearls beneath the sea surrounding his desert kingdom, and rich oil reserves that were readily replenished. For a man of his considerable wealth, nothing was priceless. Not even love.

      Heat, longing, and fury shot through her loins as her awareness returned to the absurdly handsome sheikh who must never know he had fathered her child. Lucy shifted her gaze to Issy and Max, hoping to catch their attention and give her a reason to escape the awkward situation she now found herself in.

      “How did you find me?”

      “I was passing through.”

      “New York?” she challenged disbelievingly.

      Anwar turned and fixed his gaze momentarily on the stark white wall closest to the door. On the white panel was her name in gold letters, Lucy Ford, and the show's title, Desert Dreams.

      “This is a solo exhibition, and you are the star. I was curious. What were these desert dreams, and who was having them?”

      Lucy studied a splash of red wine puddling on the floor. She grimaced as her face blazed with heat. She wanted to say, ‘The desert dreams were those you promised me when you took my virginity. The desert dreams you stole when you abandoned me. The desert dreams I now carry.’ But she would not share her wound and dignify the hurt he had inflicted. Nor would he ever know her secret.

      “Your paintings, you’ve captured the emotion exactly.”

      “You’re being kind,” Lucy said, steeling her heart to his praise. Why was he flattering her? Her rational mind rallied to protect her. Don’t let your guard down. Not again. He can’t be trusted.

      “The desolation. The loneliness. The isolation. But you’ve taken it further. You’ve seen the hope, healing, and beauty below the surface. The desert is not a barren wilderness. It dances with life. With dreams,” he corrected.

      His gaze shifted from her to the painting he had just purchased, running along the soaring dunes troughed on the canvas with a hurtle of ochre and lashings of gold. Then his eyes rose along the formidable shaft of light that Lucy had painted with an intuitive blaze of gold, its beam towering over the dunes like a protective benefactor.

      “You have a rare ability to capture feelings,” he said, turning to her again. Dark amber eyes, deep and solid as crystal, held her spellbound. “I knew you had to be mine.”

      “You had your chance.”

      He laughed, the easy laugh that only those with supreme confidence exuded. “What I meant was, I knew I had to make your paintings mine.”

      She grimaced. There he was, rejecting her again.  “We don’t need you,” she tossed at him, regretting the comment immediately. “I don’t need you,” she hastily corrected.

      A flicker of confusion quirked his brows, and then he gestured toward Desert Dreams. “I fell in love with it the first time I saw it. I don’t know why…it speaks to me, somehow.”

      It should, Lucy thought to herself. It’s about us. Now, the title seemed too obvious. Too foolish. Too dangerous. Lucy’s breath caught in her chest as her thoughts returned to that fateful night that inspired the painting.

      Escaping into her art had soothed her soul and her pain. And for some reason, she was glad Anwar was now the new owner. One day, she would tell her son about their love story. Her child would never know he was unwanted. She would protect him from that hurt. The love with which he was conceived was embodied in the painting. As for Anwar? She felt nothing.

      Worry wormed through her gut as she registered the lie. She prayed inwardly that Anwar would be content to add her paintings to his already formidable art collection and that their paths would never cross again.

      “The painting evokes such strong feelings,” he said. “There’s something about the whole collection. Something deliciously familiar.”

      She shuddered as she caught the dangerous glint dancing in his eyes.

      “What am I missing?”

      Lucy shook her head, sending a curtain of glossy blonde hair sweeping across her shoulders. “Nothing. They’re landscapes from my mind. Dreams. That’s all. I wouldn’t read too much into them.”

      “Dreams,” he repeated.  “The feeling that one has been reborn.”

      A gaze of silent understanding united them, muting the noise and clatter of the crowd. She felt suddenly adrift, like sand in a storm.  A reckless desire to confess the truth rose from her belly. “Anwar, there’s something⁠—”

      “Lucy, another collector, Grace Hunt, Executive Chairwoman of Ferrari, would like to meet you,” Maria said, rushing to her side before the truth could be revealed. “Grace is also a trustee of MoMA. She adores your series and insists I introduce you. If I may steal Lucy away, Your Royal Highness?” Maria added apologetically.

      The ill-timed request temporarily shattered their sacred union. Perhaps it was just as well. Anwar and she had a flawed history. He had proven he was unreasonable, unpredictable, and unreliable. It would be naive and foolish to trust that he would do the right thing by her when he discovered she was carrying his son. His firstborn child. His heir.

      “Wait!” Anwar said suddenly, with an air of explosive command. “I’ll buy them all.”

      “The paintings?” Maria asked. “All of them?”

      Lucy’s pulse rate ricocheted as Anwar nodded his agreement. Was he love-bombing her? Anwar was a collector, she reminded herself. He was a numbers man who prided himself on his many conquests and the elusive artworks he possessed. She told herself that adding a newly discovered artist to his already formidable art collection was his only motive, not believing a word. She wasn’t freshly discovered. She was his disgraced lover, fooled by his excessive attention and thrown to the wolves under the weight of false accusations.

      Lucy gripped the edge of her catalog as Maria placed red dots beneath the paintings and glided away to add up the sales and tally her commission.

      No, Lucy reassured herself. Anwar was acquiring her paintings because they were good. That he would ever be interested in her romantically again was the domain of dreams. Besides, he had betrayed her. She wanted nothing more to do with him. As she turned to leave, Anwar reached out and gently caught her hand. Every whisper of hair on her body rose in heightened awareness as he laced his fingers through hers.

      “Don’t go.”
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      “You’ve made an important acquisition, your Highness. Congratulations,” Maria gushed as she pressed glasses bubbling with champagne toward them.

      “I’m not drinking,” Lucy said, scorchingly aware that Anwar’s dark, searching eyes didn’t leave her as she politely declined the alcohol and reached for a glass of sparkling water.

      “The series reveals Lucy’s powerful gifts of expressionism and color,” Maria continued. “In Lucy’s own words,” she said, reading from the catalog, “‘With some paint, I can barely control it; I can only follow its lead. It tells me how it wants to be painted.’”

      Years of advising wealthy and discerning collectors on what to buy for their collections had taught Lucy that artists’ statements were a critical component of marketing the arts. Still, she hated the hype, especially when talking about her own work.

      She painted simply because it made her happy. It made her forget her trauma. It made her forget about Anwar and the pain he had inflicted. Instead, she painted their love story. The one she had dreamed of, the illusion only painting could make real.

      “Don’t you just love the glints of gold, the giant expanses of the canvas, flowing with orange-reds and turquoise greens, dancing like prisms of light across the wash of baby blue?” Maria said as her gaze drifted to the vast abstract landscape writhing in a rainbow of luscious curves running the length of the far wall. “The works are so evocative. Layered with subtle memories of things seen and loved. Pregnant with possibility.”

      Lucy gulped. If Maria could read the unspoken secrets beneath the layers, could he?

      “The collection is a tour de force, a canvas full of joy,” Anwar agreed, turning to Lucy as Maria drifted toward a bunch of European collectors chatting with their peers about commissioning a series of works.

      “The painting made you lose control?” Anwar drawled teasingly, thinly disguising the memory of the night he stole her virginity. “How did the works want to be painted?” he said, trailing his finger over the honey-hued dunes rounded like naked breasts. “What stories do they tell?” Anwar asked.

      “Tales of independence and autonomy and, above all else, freedom,” Lucy said unhesitatingly.

      “Freedom?”

      She nodded. “From fear.”

      “What is it that you fear?” Anwar drawled as his powerful frame moved closer to her.

      You, she wanted to say as her traitorous body blazed with heat. “All my life, I’ve been marinated in fear. Fear of abandonment. Fear of loss. I wanted to feel forever love,” she exclaimed, wishing she had kept her mouth shut.

      He would never know how much she had once loved him, how she still loved him, how she would always love him. She couldn’t be one of those women. A victim. A fool. A prisoner. Not for love. He had taken everything she had given him with the fullness of her hopeful heart, and he had callously tossed her aside with no more reverence than a dishrag.

      “This love will never fade,” she flung at him, sweeping her fingers meters from the thickly applied magenta in the painting. “These colors are commitment keepers,” she said, “Three coats of UV protective varnish will ensure that,” she quickly added. “Of course, don’t place it in direct sunlight.”

      Just like she wouldn’t be shining the light on her pregnancy, Lucy vowed as she slid her palms over the stiﬀ folds of her shapeless, noir-black upside-down dress. The touch of tarpaulin did an adequate job of disguising her tiny bump, but even this wouldn’t detract from what she considered her biggest failing—stuffing up parenthood.

      She’d always dreamed of being a mother and a loving, loved, wife. Now, she’d been impregnated by a man who could never give her what her child and she both needed. She’d let herself down. Worse, now she was inflicting her reckless mistake on an innocent child. He would be born out of wedlock and never know his father.

      And then there was the matter of Anwar’s brutal betrayal.

      “Why are you exhibiting now?” Anwar asked, jolting her back to the threat her condition posed.

      How could she tell him, ‘Because I need the money? Because I’m having your baby. Because I’ll be raising him on my own without you.’

      Instead, she said, “I wanted to challenge myself. I wanted to see if it could be done. What I could do,” she corrected. “To sell my art instead of being the one promoting other artists.”

      “You hid it from me,” he challenged.

      For a stomach-clenching, heart-stopping moment, Lucy froze. He knows. Anwar knows. She forced a look of carefree innocence and smiled, careful to keep any hint of deception shuttered. How could he possibly know the truth, she cautioned. Her baby bump was so unusually tiny that she barely showed.

      “Your talent. It’s magnificent,” Anwar said, returning his gaze to the painting. “The way you’ve captured the Kingdom of Avana. It’s fantastical, whimsical, playful—yet thought-provoking.”

      Lucy hoped the whoosh of relief that gusted from her mouth wasn’t perceptible.

      Anwar’s head was slightly bowed, but she could see his eyes were fixed in sadness and longing.

      “I couldn’t wait to leave Avana for most of my life. My brother Tariq told me that one day I would understand the preciousness of the land.” He turned to Lucy, his eyes shining. “You have captured the soul of the kingdom. It is Avana, but it is, as you say, a landscape from your mind. I love it.”

      She gulped hard and swallowed the urge to tell him the truth—the paintings weren’t from her mind. They were landscapes from her heart.

      “Abstract painting may look simple,” she said, referencing the broad planes of color rendered in sensuous sweeps, “but it takes me hours to get the proportions and colors just right.”

      She continued with what she hoped was a dispassionate, rational analysis of the works, wanting to wipe her heart free of the great compliment he had bestowed upon her. If Anwar truly understood why her paintings held the soul of Avana, the consequences would be disastrous. She needed to distance herself from him and the desert kingdom where their son was conceived.

      Lucy pressed the catalog in her hand to her belly and held it there, feeling the warmth and the longing for the child she never thought she’d conceive.

      She had trusted Anwar with her future once. And he had abandoned her. She needed to leave. Her eyes darted toward the entrance.

      “Are you going to do another runner?” Anwar said, registering her panicked glance toward the door. His smoldering gaze narrowed and flowed to her palm, still pressed against her stomach.

      Heat flared in her belly. “Runner? We both know why I had to leave Avana,” she hissed under her breath. “You’ve conveniently forgotten your role in detonating the art advisory firm I spent my life building.”

      “About that—” Anwar began.

      “So that’s why you’re really here.” Her gaze darted around the gallery, anxiously registering if anyone had overheard her careless revelation of the past she fought to keep hidden.

      “I want to resolve this as discreetly as possible.”
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      Lucy watched with mixed feelings as the art enthusiasts, fully sated after immersing themselves in her creativity, prepared to leave her art exhibition. She didn’t want to be left alone with Anwar, but what choice did she have, she mused as they swelled around the entrance.

      Suddenly, a collective gasp rippled through the groups of people, drawing Lucy and Anwar’s attention to the street. The hum of anticipation grew louder as a sleek, gleaming gold Lamborghini, adorned with intricate designs and polished to perfection, effortlessly glided to a graceful halt in front of the gallery.






OEBPS/images/cassandragaisfo_.jpg
MOLLIE MATHEW
= &3







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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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