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      Bzzz…Bzzz…Bzzz…

      I slapped the alarm, opened my eyes, and stared at the ceiling. I dreaded sitting up, because I knew a headache was waiting to greet me. I should be angry with Aunt Niki, but she’s probably feeling just as bad. In our defense, we thought those two bottles of wine would assist us in crafting a plan for a détente between Adam and Angelique. Or possibly a reboot to their relationship because it’s obvious they still have feelings for each other. Thank God the wine didn’t hit me until I got home.

      After my conversation with God and morning beauty routine, I went to the kitchen and saw my husband at the stove.

      I took in the broad shoulders holding up a muscular back stacked atop a trim waist that led to an ass that should be memorialized in marble and placed in a museum for all to admire.

      “Bonjour,” I said.

      Phillippe turned around and I was treated to his beautiful dimpled smile. “Bonjour, mon amour.” He walked around the counter, wrapped me in his massive arms, and kissed me.

      I tilted my head back and looked into his warm, dark brown eyes. “Can we stay like this today?” I asked.

      He kissed the tip of my nose. “I take it your request has to do with your matchmaking session with Tante Niki last night,” he said.

      “I thought eloping meant no wedding stress or family drama.”

      “Really?” he replied and smirked.

      “Yes, but wedding stress is real no matter the size of the wedding. Then add in my brother and his love life drama…it’s a little much.” He lowered his hands, walked around the counter, filled two cups with coffee, came back, and handed me one. “Merci.” I sipped some then continued my rant. “You know, I’m tempted to call a family meeting and spill the beans on our elopement.”

      He guided me into the living room and we sat on the sofa. “First, did you have to share the worst kept secret with Tante Niki?” he asked.

      We call our elopement the worst secret kept because most of the people in our inner circle know we’re married except for our parents, my aunt, and possibly Phillippe’s grandfather.

      “No.” I sipped some more coffee.

      “That’s good, but I sense there’s something I’m not going to like,” he said followed by a sip of coffee.

      “Oui et non.”

      “Just say it.”

      “I opted for the distraction path to get information from Aunt Niki.”

      “I don’t understand,” he said.

      “I figured if I gave her a little something about us, she’d be more likely to talk about Adam and Angelique,” I replied.

      “So what did you share?”

      “I gave her a half truth.”

      “A half truth?” he asked, followed by another sip of coffee.

      “Oui.”

      “What did you give up?”

      “I told her about a dream I had.”

      “Is this the part I’m going to like?”

      “Oui.” I tucked my hair behind my ear. “I told her I didn’t think I was going to make it.”

      “Make it?” he questioned.

      “You have to remember as far as my mother, aunt, and Mere are concerned, I’m a virgin bride struggling with her urges.” I smiled.

      He smiled. “Urges?”

      “Oui. So I told her about this dream where you ripped off my pajamas, bent me over the island counter in my closet, and…”

      “We might need to make that dream a reality,” he said with a sly look.

      “Anyway, it was just enough detail to keep her from interrogating me. Oh, she did say once I’m married, she doesn’t know if she’ll be able to do sexy girl chat with me.”

      “Why not?”

      “In her mind, she’s expecting our sex life to be insane because you’re part French. She’s predicting I won’t be able to walk for a week after…you know.”

      “No, I don’t believe I do. But I do recall us extending our vacation…honeymoon a few days because you were a little…exhausted,” he teased.

      “Are you finished?”

      “Oui. So what did she say?”

      “She said she could only talk about what I already knew about Adam and Angelique.”

      “Then what was the point in talking to her?”

      “Aunt Niki is mine and Adam’s confidante. We go to her because it’s easier to talk to her about certain things. She also helps us figure out how to talk to our parents. She’s the first one I told about the apartment and it was her advice that helped me figure out how to tell my parents I was moving out. She’s also the one I told I thought I was in love.”

      “I didn’t…okay. What did she say?”

      “She said Adam was heartbroken when they split up. Apparently, he broke it off so Angelique wouldn’t have to choose between him and her parents.”

      “I see.”

      “She said she knows they aren’t ready for marriage, but in talking to Adam it sounded like the kind of love that leads to marriage.”

      “Anything else?”

      “She said your plan to force them to work together is good, but considering the short time frame, we need to do something drastic ASAP.”

      “I’m almost afraid to ask.”

      “She asked if we could send them on a trip together.”

      “I don’t under…oh, make it where they have to rely on each other.”

      “Exactement.”

      “I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

      “Do I need to remind you how we got our start?” I smiled. “Being on the road forced us…”

      “That’s not exactly true,” he corrected me.

      “Pardonne moi?”

      “When I walked on the plane and saw you…I was exhausted and intended to sleep. But I couldn’t because of the beautiful woman standing in front of me. In those few moments I sensed there was something I needed to explore.”

      “Are you serious?”

      He pulled me closer. “Oui and when you showed up in that pink dress with your hair blown out, I knew I was in trouble, but figured I could handle what I was feeling.“

      “Is that why you were rude?”

      “I wasn’t rude. I was protecting myself.”

      “From what?”

      “You. I didn’t want you to think I was hitting on you. I really wanted to keep things professional, but you weren’t playing fair.”

      “I wasn’t playing fair?” My eyes got wide at his statement.

      “Oui, mon amour.” He gently pushed my hair behind my shoulder. “And when you didn’t invite me into your room after our date, it was a stab to my heart. I knew this was the relationship that was going to change my life.” He kissed my shoulder.

      “I wasn’t teasing you.”

      “I know. I just wasn’t used to being told no.” He smiled.

      “Je suis désolé.” I tried to look sad.

      He patted my behind. “I’m sure you are sorry. So, what’s my part in the plan?”

      “I need you to keep your distance for plausible deniability with your aunt and uncle.”

      “Oui, Madame.” He kissed me. “Now, tell me more about that dream.”

      

      
        
          
            [image: The Good Girl Part Four]
          
        

      

      Ding-dong…Ding-dong…Ding-dong…

      I looked around the movie ready suburban neighborhood waiting on the resident to open the door. Several moments passed and there wasn’t an answer.

      Knock…Knock…Knock…

      I hoped my banging on the white craftsman style door would garner me an answer, but nothing. I pulled my phone out of my jacket pocket and scrolled to the number I needed. Before I could press the Call button, the door opened.

      Standing before me, rubbing his eyes, was my wife’s brother.

      “Phillippe…what’s wrong?” Adam asked as he poked his head out and looked outside.

      “Bonjour.”

      “I’m sorry. Good morning. Is everything all right?”

      “We need to talk.”

      “Do you know what time it is?” he asked as he scratched his head.

      “Oui.”

      “I hope these early morning visits from you and Gabs will cease after the wedding.”

      “May I come in?” I asked.

      “I’m sorry. Sure.” He stepped to the side. “I take it this has to do with Angelique.”

      I crossed the threshold and he closed the door. It had been a few months since my first visit here when I found my wife hiding after our fight. I walked over to the dining table, placed my phone face down on the table, took off my jacket, placed it on the seat of the chair, and sat on the one next to it.

      Adam continued into the kitchen. “Why are you here at…”

      I crossed my legs and clasped my hands in my lap. “How serious are things between you and Angelique?” I’d asked the question once before, but based on my conversation with Gia, it felt like I hadn’t been told everything.

      “There’s nothing going on between Lee and myself,” he answered.

      “Sit down.” I scratched my temple and looked at my brother-in-law, trying to read him. “You and Angelique have put me in a very interesting situation.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Your relationship.”

      “We don’t…”

      I held my hand up to stop him from continuing. “Je suis désolé.” I lowered my hand. “No matter how many times you say there’s nothing going on, doesn’t mean there isn’t.”

      “It’s the truth. There’s nothing going on between us outside of work.”

      I smiled. “When I started calling Gabriella mon amour, I didn’t think anything of it until Tony brought it to my attention. He said my calling her mon amour…my love, meant I had declared my feelings for her even though I refused to admit them to myself.”

      “What does that— Just because I call Angelique Lee doesn’t mean anything.“ He fidgeted in his seat.

      “Then I started calling her Gia and that’s when I made a decision about who she was to me and what her place was in my life.”

      “Things are different with me and Lee,” he retorted.

      “Are they?”

      “Yes.”

      “I sense you genuinely believe what you have been telling yourself. However, I sense you’re still in love with Angelique and she with you.”

      “Even if what you say has merit, there’s nothing I can do about it. Lee’s parents have marked me unsuitable.”

      “Is that the only reason you walked away?” I asked.

      “Yes. I have no desire to be involved with someone who has excessive parental baggage.” He got up and went into the kitchen and began making coffee.

      “Is that what you think?”

      He walked back to the island and rested his hands on the stone countertop. “It’s pretty difficult not to think otherwise when you hear someone say you’re not a suitable life choice for their daughter.”

      I wrung out my neck and tried not to let my anger show. Unfortunately, I had been privy to my aunt’s sharp and sometimes abrasive tongue.

      “I wish I could say you were wrong, but that statement resembles my tante.”

      Bzzz…Bzzz…Bzzz…

      My phone started vibrating. I picked it up, looked at the screen, and smiled.

      
        
          
            
              
        Gabriella: Where are you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: I had a breakfast meeting

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Gabriella: I thought I was your breakfast meeting

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: This was the only time I could meet with this person…je suis desole?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Gabriella: I don’t know…pouting face

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: Can I make it up at lunch or possibly at happy hour?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Gabriella: Can we do a Parisian happy hour with a scavenger hunt?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: Scavenger hunt…quoi?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Gabriella: If you find my knickers, I’ll treat you to a Parisian happy hour

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: I believe the treat will be mutual

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Gabriella: I agree…bonjour

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Phillippe: Bonjour

      

      

      

      

      

      “I take it Gabs doesn’t know you’re here,” Adam mused.

      “She was asleep when I left.” I placed my phone back onto the table. He walked over and placed a cup of coffee on the table in front of me. “Merci.”

      “You’re welcome.” Adam returned to his seat.

      “So, what do you want to do?” I asked.

      He shrugged his shoulders and exhaled. “Part of me says walk away. The other part says there’s got to be a reason why we were brought back into each other’s lives.”

      “You sound like Gia.” I smiled and sipped some coffee.

      “Yeah, Gabs believes everything happens for a reason. She’s right to a degree, but I’m not sure this is one of those times.”

      “I disagree. Sometimes the reason isn’t what we think it is. Maybe you should stop overanalyzing and live in the moment.”

      “Is that what you’d do?”

      “I wasn’t looking for love when Gia entered my life.” I sipped more coffee and returned my cup to the table. “Did Gia tell you what Maman said when she met me?”

      “No.”

      “I don’t think I’ll ever forget it. She opened the door, looked at me, and said, ‘Oh Damn’.”

      His eyes got wide. “She didn’t?”

      I smiled and shook my head. “That brunch was a disaster. Gia was so upset, but I promised I would fix things with Maman. A few days later, I met her for lunch and it was even worse, but I didn’t give up. I made a promise to Gia and myself. I knew she was the one I wanted, and that meant fighting. So, if you want a future…a life with Angelique, you have to fight.” I sipped more coffee.

      “I hear you, brother, but…”

      “There is no but. You have to own up to your feelings. I’ll let you in on a secret. Gia and Tante Niki are working on a plan to get you and Angelique back together.”

      “What…I don’t…why are they…”

      “Interfering in your relationship? Probably because they saw what I see when I’m around the two of you.”

      “What’s that?”

      I sipped more coffee. “Love can be an emotional roller coaster. There will be days when you wonder if it’s even worth pursuing. It’s kind of difficult to explain. The woman you thought you wanted, isn’t the one you need.” I shifted in my seat. “Gia is nothing like the women of my past. She’s this dynamic ball of energy, honesty, strength, intelligence, compassion, and love. I thought I could run our relationship like the ones of my past, but that wasn’t possible. Gia is the answer to a prayer I forgot I prayed. If that makes any sense.”

      “It does.”

      “I’m not going to lie, it’s a challenge loving a strong woman who speaks her mind. Gia makes me want to be the man I know God created me to be. The man my parents knew I could become.”

      “Those almost sound like wedding vows.” He smiled.

      “It’s all true and my vows were a lot better.” I smiled. “If you think you’re ready for this kind of love, it won’t be easy. However, I guarantee you benefits and rewards you never expected.”

      “I never…”

      “If you aren’t ready, then walk away. But if you’re ready, I’ll help you.”
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      Knock…Knock…Knock…

      “Come in,” I called out.

      I didn’t bother to look up, because I immediately recognized the intoxicating scent when the door opened.

      The heavy footsteps crossed the threshold and the black lacquer door closed. My heart started to race and my nipples suddenly pebbled. The delicate lace of my bra felt like sandpaper scratching against my skin. The closer the heavy feet got to me, the more excited I got.

      My visitor stopped next to me, gently dragging his index finger along my forearm, and my breath hitched. He brushed my hair behind my shoulder, leaned in close, and asked in a low sexy voice, “Did you miss me?”

      I put my pen down, looked up, and Phillippe arrested me with his model good looks.

      “Miss you…uhm…”

      Turning my chair to face him, he braced his hands on the chair arms and locked eyes with me.

      “Miss would mean I lost an opportunity. But I don’t think that applies for this situation.”

      “You don’t?” he asked.

      “On the contrary, Monsieur Marchant, if you read my text correctly, you’ll reap a reward at the end of the challenge.”

      “Ah, the scavenger hunt.” He smiled and nodded. “You do know I don’t need a game to achieve my desire of making love to my wife?”

      “Vraiment?”

      “Oui.” He eased his finger under my dress, snapped my suspender, and I moaned. He pushed the hem of my dress to the top of my stockings, kissed the warm, throbbing skin there, and I shuddered. “There are so many options.”

      “Options?” My mind went to a menu of possibilities. At the top of the list was his finger dancing with my nub.

      “Oui,” he growled.

      The heat of his body surrounded me. I was on the verge of succumbing to any suggestion he offered.

      “Like?”

      “We could play your game or I could bend you over your desk and bury myself inside your sweet heat. The feel of your soft silky skin brushing against mine is one of the best ways to start the day.”

      I swallowed hard. “That’s an interesting breakfast option.”

      He nuzzled my neck, and whispered, “Or, I could take you into my office, place you on the conference table, and enjoy a proper petit-déjeuner. Uhm…the mere thought of you on my tongue is…”

      “A proper breakfast?”

      His beautiful eyes were almost as black as coal. “Oui…however, I will abide by ma femme’s wishes and go hunting.” He pulled the hem of my dress back down.

      I cleared my throat. “Hunting?”

      “Oui, I will be a good boy and abide by the rules of the game.”

      My eyes followed him as he stood up straight, and I stopped briefly to admire his mid-section, licked my lips, and felt flushed from head to toe. “Uhm…I…”

      “So, what is my first clue?”

      My thoughts were jumbled and I was beginning to question my suggestion. “Clue?”

      “If I recall our first Parisian happy hour, you arrived home without knickers.” He smiled.

      I thought back to that afternoon. I was upset after what happened while wedding dress shopping and prescribed an afternoon of living room sex to make myself feel better. Since then, we’ve had a few Parisian happy hours…in the living room, his office at the restaurant, my closet, the airplane, and a rather tantalizing encounter in the back of the Bentley.

      “That is true.”

      “Where do you suggest I start looking?”

      I managed to stand up and braced my hands on the edge of the desk for support. “You say you know me, then it should be easy.”

      “Touché.” He stepped closer. “Once I have acquired the prize, will I have to wait until we get home to collect my reward?”

      “Depends.” I smiled coquettishly.

      “Depends?”

      I dragged my finger along the back of his hand. “Find the item before lunch and lunch will be my treat.”

      “Mon amour, if I find the item before lunch, you will be lunch.”

      Knock…Knock…Knock…

      “One moment,” I called out.

      “This is going to be fun.” He kissed me and went into his office.
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      Knock…Knock…Knock…

      “Yes,” I called out and looked at the door.

      “Got a few minutes?” Tony asked.

      He closed the door before I could answer his question.

      “Oui.” I went back to sorting the papers on my desk as he approached.

      “Lisette Chamberlain,” he said and sat in the chair in front of my desk.

      “Felice Taylor.”

      “Who is that?”

      “I thought we were throwing out random female names,” I joked.

      “Not funny.” He shifted in the chair.

      I redirected my attention back to the paper I was reading. “Who is Lisette Chamberlain? Wait a minute.” I looked up. “Is she the one my grandfather was involved with?”

      “Yes, but not how we thought.”

      “Then how?”

      “She’s connected to Bradford Whitmore.”

      “I truly don’t care who Bradford Whitmore is involved with just as long as it’s not Mere.” Tony tossed a thin stack of papers onto my desk. “What’s this?”

      “The reason why you want to know how she’s connected to Bradford Whitmore.”

      I picked up the papers and scanned them. “How is this even possible?”

      “I’ve been asking myself the same thing from the moment I received that packet.”

      “I don’t understand.” I looked a little closer at the papers.

      Ring…Ring…Ring…

      Tony picked up his phone and didn’t bother to look at the screen. He, Marcos, and myself have the same ringtone. He pressed the Accept Call icon. “Hold on.” He placed the call on speaker. “I thought you were coming over?”

      “Stuck at the hanger with Harrison and Jesse. Did you forget we’re testing the new planes next month?”

      “Yeah, I did,” Tony replied.

      “What’s up?” Marcos asked.

      “Did you read the file I left?” Tony asked.

      “Yes, but…”

      “Would someone tell me what’s going on?” I asked.

      “I think I may know why your père canceled the deal with Whitmore,” Tony announced.

      “Continue,” I said.

      “The second majority shareholder at Whitmore is Lisette Chamberlain.”

      “Okay,” I replied.

      “Are you familiar with CFS Holdings?” Tony asked.

      “No,” Marcos quickly replied.

      “If it’s the company I’m thinking about, they’re in food service.”

      “Along with a few other things, as well as a twenty percent stake in Whitmore.”

      “But Whitmore is a private company,” Marcos said.

      “Lisette is a distant cousin. Her father, Marvin Foster, is…was one of the poorer Whitmore relations. When Whitmore Senior, Isaac, started his company, he went to some family for seed money in exchange for shares. He promised he would multiply their investment, which he did. Later, right before he signed a fat manufacturing contract, he bought back all of the shares, except for one person who refused to sell.”

      “Lisette’s father Marvin,” I guessed.

      “That’s right. Isaac underestimated Marvin and his team, because whoever was advising him made sure his seat was irrevocable and remained with his heirs. The Foster seat has always been a problem for the Whitmore board.”

      “That doesn’t make sense, because there are six other board seats.”

      “That is correct. However, the largest shareholder apart from Bradford is…”

      “The Foster seat,” Marcos said.

      “Yep,” Tony replied.

      “How did we not know this?” I asked.

      “We weren’t looking for it. We were concentrating on how to stop Whitmore and HD.”

      Bzzz…Bzzz…Bzzz…

      I hit the intercom. “Yes?”

      “Jimmy Ward is here for Tony,” Eva said.

      “Send him in here,” I said.

      “Will do.”

      Tony and I gathered all of the papers and walked over to the conference table. The door opened, Uncle Jimmy entered and closed the door, before joining us.

      “Bonjour, Uncle Jimmy,” I said and shook his hand.

      “Bonjour, nephew,” he replied.

      “What’s up, Uncle Jimmy?” Tony said and shook his hand.

      “You two tell me,” he replied.

      “Let’s sit down.” I pointed toward the table.

      “Hey, Uncle Jimmy,” Marcos said.

      Uncle Jimmy looked around. “Marcos?”

      “I’m on the speaker.”

      “Oh. I thought I was having a moment,” he joked.

      “No, you’re fine,” I said, and we sat at the conference table.

      “I take it this is about the fake-nup?” Uncle Jimmy said.

      I leaned forward and rested my clasped hands on the table and looked at Tony. “You called this meeting.”

      Tony pushed some papers to Uncle Jimmy.

      “What’s this?” Uncle Jimmy asked.

      “I was hoping you could fill in a few blanks for us,” Tony replied.

      Uncle Jimmy thumbed through a few pages then stopped and leaned back against the chair. “What do you want to know?”

      I looked at Tony and then back at Uncle Jimmy.

      “Somebody tell me what’s going on,” Marcos called out.

      “Is it true?” Tony asked.

      “If you’re asking did I find out why Francois shut down the deal between him and Bradford Whitmore…the answer is maybe.”

      “I don’t understand,” I said.

      “When I heard about the Whitmore deal, I started digging,” Uncle Jimmy started.

      “And?” Tony asked.

      “I found a lot of pieces and one, no two, names kept popping up.”

      “Lisette Chamberlain and Marvin Foster,” Tony said.

      “Tell me what you think you know,” Uncle Jimmy replied.

      “Marvin was the lone holdout from the original family seed planters.”

      Uncle Jimmy smiled. “I like how you said that. Continue.”

      “When he died, his daughter got his share.”

      “I’ll stop you when you hit a bump in the road or a pothole,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Marvin not selling gave him a board seat and a nice little piece of regular income. Also, if it hadn’t been for him, Whitmore wouldn’t exist,” Tony said.

      “You’re partially right. Marvin not selling saved Isaac Whitmore some much-needed capital. However, Isaac wanted to keep all the shares a little closer to home. Sort of like your grandfather did with MG,” Uncle Jimmy replied.

      “But that’s not what happened,” Marcos said.

      “Side note. Whitmore has always been a company in financial distress. With the right management team, it could have survived the rough patches a little better,” Uncle Jimmy answered. “Continue.”

      Tony moved to the edge of his seat. “Whitmore Senior only wanted people with the Whitmore name as shareholders.”

      “Isaac Whitmore only had one heir, and Bradford didn’t have any children, or did he?” I asked.

      “Apparently, back in the day, Isaac Whitmore was a real ladies’ man and…”

      “Please don’t say it, Uncle Jimmy,” I begged.

      “There was another son hanging out in the wind,” Uncle Jimmy said. “Once Isaac’s wife died, he acknowledged this son.”

      “Are you saying…” I started to speak.

      “The story you have is partially right, except for a few pieces,” Uncle Jimmy answered. “Marvin Foster wasn’t a cousin, but Bradford’s half brother.”

      “What the hell?” Tony and I said in unison.

      “I’m on my way,” Marcos said. “Keep talking.”

      “Marvin’s mother was Isaac’s side piece. She helped Isaac Whitmore with some funding when he hit a rough patch. After the bailout, she realized he wasn’t going to leave his wife, so she made sure her son was taken care of.”

      “That’s where the irrevocable shares and seat come into play,” I said.

      “Yes. As part of the arrangement she made with Isaac, the Foster seat can never be sold and can only go to Marvin’s oldest living heir. That honor currently belongs to Lisette Chamberlain.”

      “I think I liked it better when Bradford was trying to marry Mere,” I said.

      “My sources say Lisette’s grandmother was shrewd. She had a head for business and a body for…let’s just say she knew what she was working with,” Uncle Jimmy continued. “I’ve been told she and Lisette were a lot alike.”

      “How so?” I asked.

      “Her grandmother had an affinity for wealthy older unavailable men. So did Lisette,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “I really don’t like where this is going,” I said.

      “Honestly, I’m surprised she hadn’t gone after your grandfather,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “We thought that was the case,” Tony said.

      “You wouldn’t have been too far off. Anyway, Miss Lisette wasn’t too happy about the way the rest of the family treated her father. She figured the best way to set things right was to become the proverbial thorn in her grandfather’s ass…so to speak. She married an older man with a small grocery store chain. She turned her husband’s small company into a well respected entity by diversifying.”

      “What about her husband?” Marcos asked.

      “He passed away about ten years ago, but he had turned everything over to her long before he died.”

      “What about kids?” I asked.

      “Supposedly there’s a daughter,” Uncle Jimmy answered. “Which brings us to what I think you want to know.”

      “I’m not too sure I do, but continue,” I said.

      “Remember I said Lisette is the smart one in the Whitmore family? I’m not sure how she found out about the deal Isaac attempted to make with HD, because she was a little young, but she knew about it. Fast-forward, the company is in trouble, again. Instead of going to the banks, Bradford approached the board about selling a small percentage of Whitmore for a huge cash infusion.”

      “I don’t see where…” I attempted to offer commentary.

      Tony held his hand up. “Let me. Not only was Lisette a lot like her grandmother, she also inherited her grandfather’s ruthfulness,” Tony explained.

      The door burst open and Marcos walked in.

      “What did you do, run every light?” I teased.

      “I prayed for green lights and clear traffic all the way. Hey, Uncle Jimmy,” Marcos said as he walked over and sat in the chair next to him. He grabbed a bottle of water and finished it in one shot. “Okay, continue.”

      “To answer you, Tony, yes, she is. I’m still digging, but word on the street has it, Lisette changed her mind about the proposed sale when she found out who the investor was.”

      “I don’t like where this is going,” I said.

      “Then you better get out of the car,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Continue, Uncle Jimmy,” Tony said.

      “Miss Lisette made a suggestion she felt was more beneficial for the company and herself.”

      “Let me guess…merger by marriage,” Marcos said.

      “Seems her daughter is single. Let’s put a pin right here.” Uncle Jimmy shifted in his seat. “I haven’t been able to confirm the whereabouts of this daughter. However…”

      “I really don’t like where this is going,” I repeated.

      “Again, this is all speculative because I haven’t found enough evidence to corroborate it yet. I was told Lisette would only agree to the deal if there was an arranged marriage,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      I rested my elbows on the table and rubbed my temples. “Don’t tell me, she wanted me to marry her daughter.” Uncle Jimmy was silent. “Well…”

      “You said don’t tell you,” Uncle Jimmy retorted.

      “Is this the only finance plan this family knows? I know it’s moot now because Whitmore is out of play,” Marcos said.

      “True. However,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “However, there’s never anything good when a statement starts with however,” I said.

      “Apparently…” Uncle Jimmy smiled. “Lisette was pissed. Not only did she lose her chance to get a piece of MG, her daughter still isn’t married,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Hold on,” Tony said. “Is there a problem with her daughter, because no offense, bruh, there are plenty of men eager to marry a rich heiress.”

      “I hear you and unless I missed something, that deal Bradford signed will garner Whitmore huge profits down the road. All Lisette needs to do is be patient,” Marcos said.

      “Both are true statements. However, Lisette is after something bigger,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Quoi…what?” I asked.

      “She wants Morgan Grant,” Tony said.

      “Bingo,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Why?” I asked.

      “I don’t know,” Uncle Jimmy answered. “I’ve got a guy looking for the daughter, but so far he hasn’t found her,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “At least we know who it isn’t,” Marcos said.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “I thought Uncle Jimmy was going to say it was Chantal,” Marcos replied.

      “I thought the same thing when I started reading the report, but no. Chantal is a separate issue altogether,” Tony said.

      “This sort of makes sense,” Marcos said.

      “What do you mean?”

      “If Lisette is as smart as you say, she probably did some digging on your pere. She could have…” Marcos shifted in his seat. “Hear me out. This is a little far-fetched. She could have eyes on you…and Little Miss,” Marcos said.

      I fell back against my chair and wiped my face with my hands. “I hadn’t thought about that. If, and I’m not saying I agree with you, but if that’s true, do we think she’s responsible for the fake prenup?”

      “The thought occurred to me, and that’s why I have eyes on all of you,” Uncle Jimmy echoed.

      “Pardonne moi,” I said.

      “Family takes care of family,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “Wait a minute, you’ve been watching us?” Tony asked. “For how long?”

      “That’s not the point,” Uncle Jimmy retorted.

      “Uncle Jimmy, at some point we really need to talk,” Tony said.

      “This is a lot to unpack,” I said.

      “Remember, this is all speculative. I’m still looking for something solid,” Uncle Jimmy said.

      “I think we need to talk to HD,” Marcos said.

      “HD, why?” I asked.

      “If Uncle Jimmy and Tony’s intel is correct, we need to know why Lisette wants MG,” Marcos said.

      “He’s right,” Tony said. “Chances are, at some point HD crossed this woman.”

      “Or her husband,” Marcos said.

      “I’ll ask again, why blow up my life?” I asked.

      “I’m clueless,” Tony replied. “Uncle Jimmy, any idea?”

      “I’m working through a few things, but nothing I want to share just yet.”

      “So what’s the plan?” Marcos asked.

      “Keep digging. We need something solid before I tell Gia.”

      “Have you lost your mind?” Tony asked.

      “Gia was very clear when she came back. I keep anything from her regarding our relationship, and it’s over. I’m not losing my wife because of some crazy woman’s revenge.”
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      I climbed onto Phillippe’s lap and looked deep into his eyes. We’ve been married almost six months, but there’s still so much I don’t know about him.

      “You’re a very handsome, sexy, generous, and loving man. You’re also one of the smartest men I know. I respect you and I’m honored to be your wife.” I shifted on his lap, feeling his gratitude of my praise. “You’re an amazing husband, provider, and protector.”

      He kissed my shoulder. “What did I do to deserve such adoration this morning?” Phillippe asked.

      “I’m a little naive to physical intimacy and still not fully comfortable telling you what I want.”

      “I have to disagree with your last statement. I think…” Phillippe started to respond.

      “Shhh…” I inched deeper onto this lap. “I’m not finished speaking, mon mari.”

      “Je suis désolé, ma femme.”

      “Merci.” I looked at him, not sure how he was going to react to my next statement. “Last night was different.”

      “Different…Is that good or bad?”

      “I love the connection we have. I love how you’re able to read my body.”

      “Merci.”

      “However…”

      “However?” he questioned.

      I needed to get to my point. I didn’t want him to think I was criticizing his lovemaking skills. I prayed sex with my husband would be good. I never expected the tsunami I experience with Phillippe. I never leave a lovemaking session without being fully sated.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him. “You’ve never lied to me.”

      “That’s correct.”

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “What?” he asked.

      “What’s troubling mon mari?”

      “Why do you think something is troubling me?”

      “Mon amour.”

      “I believe that is your name,” he teased and kissed me.

      “Oui, but it’s also who you are to me.”

      “Touché. Madame Marchant.” He smiled.

      “As I was saying. I know something is troubling you because of the way you, uhm…the way you made love to me.” There, I said it. I used Aunt Niki’s advice on speaking my truth and telling Phillippe what I wanted and how I felt.

      “Pardonne moi…were you not pleased…because it sounded and felt like…” He smirked.

      “I enjoyed myself. However, it was…I know there’s a problem because I felt it.”

      “You felt it?” His brow furrowed.

      “Oui. You were there, but you weren’t. It was pleasant, but it wasn’t as vivacious and passionate as it usually is.” His shoulders slumped and he tried to look away, but I turned his face back to me. “Don’t shut me out. Bébé, please…talk to me.” I lowered my hands to his forearms.

      He sucked on his bottom lip and exhaled. “I was waiting until I had more information.”

      “What is it? Are you ill? Is it Mere or HD…Tony…Marcos…Edward? Tell me.”

      He rubbed my hips. “Everyone is fine. It’s…Tony and Uncle Jimmy uncovered something and…”

      I folded my arms across my chest. “Spill it.”

      “They think they know why my pere broke off the Whitmore deal.”

      “This is a good thing, right?” I asked.

      “Oui et non.”

      “Yes and no…okay. Just say it.”

      “They haven’t been able to confirm it, but it seems the price Bradford wanted for a partial piece of Whitmore was a marriage between me and his niece.”

      “Is that the only financial strategy that family knows?” I asked.

      “Marcos said the same thing.”

      “Start talking.”

      After what felt like an eternity, I had been officially read in.

      “Is that all?”

      “Oui.”

      I raked my fingers through my hair. “That’s a lot to absorb.”

      “Mon amour, I promised I would never hide anything that concerns us, but…”

      I covered his lips with my index finger. “Merci.”

      He lowered my finger and kissed my palm. “It never occurred to me, you would…I didn’t realize…I’ve never had a lover be so honest.”

      “Really?”

      “Now I sound like an arrogant, cocky…”

      “Stop. I will not let you talk about my husband like that.” I cupped his face in my hands and kissed him. “I didn’t say what I did because I wasn’t satisfied. I said it because I need you to know we are so connected that when we make love I feel what you’re feeling.”

      “You do?” He looked surprised at my words.

      “Oui. Not only was your body in our bed, all of that drama was there as well. In the future, if there’s something troubling you, tell me. I’m your wife. It’s my job to share your problems…You support me and I support you, remember?”

      He kissed my shoulder. “I didn’t want to disappoint you, because we had plans to…”

      I covered his mouth with my finger. “I understand you didn’t want to break our date.” I inched deeper onto his lap and he was still aroused. “When we make love, I want all of you. If there’s something troubling you, I don’t want you going through the motions.”

      “Are you accusing me of faking my actions last night?” He smiled.

      “There was nothing fake about your performance. It just wasn’t what I’ve grown accustomed to.” I kissed him. “Phillippe Marchant, you have spoiled me.”

      “Spoiled you, huh?”

      “Oui. The last thing either of us wants is obligatory sex. If you’re not in the right headspace, then tell me. Our bedroom…”

      “Kitchen…bathroom…terrace…plane…office…living room…” He sarcastically rattled off a list of places we’d made love.

      “You know what I mean.” I smiled.

      “Oui, Madame.”

      “As I was saying, when we make love the only people allowed in our space is us.”

      “Oui, Madame.”

      “Now that we have that resolved, what are we going to do about the crazy Whitmore woman?”

      “We’re working on it.”

      “Who is we?” I asked.

      “Uncle Jimmy, Tony, Marcos, Gavin, and me.”

      “Have you considered talking to your grandfather? He knew Whitmore Senior. He might have insight on the subject.”

      “I didn’t want to involve him.”

      “Bébé, this sounds like it’s right up his alley. After all, he almost got involved in a similar proposal.”

      “You’re right.”

      “Then it’s settled.” I started to climb off his lap but he pulled me back. “What?”

      “In light of my chastisement, I think I’m entitled to a do-over.” He grabbed my hips.

      “A do-over?”

      “Oui. Now that you know everything, I need to perform my husband duties with a clear head.” He smiled.

      “Is that a fact?” I folded my arms across my chest.

      “Oui. I am a bit of a perfectionist and I don’t like leaving a job done incorrectly.”

      According to the vintage gold Cartier clock on his bedside table, we had a little time before heading to the office.

      “So what are you proposing?”

      “I’m proposing un petit déjeuner.”

      “I think I need something a little more filling for my appetite.”

      “I would never disrespect the magnitude of your hunger, mon amour.” He kissed my shoulder. “However, what I’m proposing will fill you immensely.”

      “Vraiment?” I asked, followed by a kiss on his neck.

      “Oui. Would you like to hear what I’m suggesting?”

      “Oui.”

      “To start, we’ll share an appetizer so sweet it reminds me of strawberries and honey drenched in a flavorful cream. Once we’ve enjoyed our appetizer, it’s on to the main course.”

      “Which will be?”

      He pulled me deeper onto his lap against his thick erection. To this day, I don’t know how I am able to handle all of Phillippe. Not only is he an incredible lover, he’s also a very large man in every sense of the word.

      “Uhm…I would prefer to surprise you.”

      I leaned back and looked at him. “Surprise me?” I inquired.

      “Shhh…” He rolled me onto my back and hovered. “I need to prepare the appetizer.”

      “Je suis desole, monsieur. Un moment.”

      “Oui?”

      “Will there be coffee with this meal?” I asked coyly.

      “Mon amour, there’s always room for hot…black…coffee.”

      He pushed my nightie up my thighs, draped my legs onto his shoulders, and began serving breakfast. “Oh, mon Dieu,” I hummed. The things this man could do with his tongue should be considered illegal.

      He drove his tongue so deep inside my folds, I swear he was trying to lick the back of my womb. I sucked on my bottom lip, trying not to give in to the orgasm that was rising.

      Phillippe continued his ministrations on my folds and my insides felt like they were going to explode. He was right about being a perfectionist. I wanted him to stop, but I didn’t want him to stop. Each thrust felt like he was pummeling the wall of my womb down.

      “Oh mon Dieu,” I cried out.

      He attacked my nub more ferociously. He had never been this greedy. He dug his fingers in my ass, lifting me higher, bit on my nub, and that was it. My body began to convulse and I collapsed against the bed.

      He lowered my legs, eased up to my ear, and whispered, “That was a good appetizer. Ready for the main course?”

      All I could do was nod.
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      Bzzz…Bzzz…Bzzz…

      I hit the intercom. “Yes?”

      “Adam is here to see you,” Eva said.

      “Where’s Gabriella?”

      “She had a meeting with legal.”

      If Adam was here because of our conversation, I didn’t want Gia to know I was helping him.

      “Let me know when she returns and send Adam in. Thank you.”

      I walked over to the conversation area and sat on one end of the sofa. The door opened and it was my brother-in-law. He closed the door and joined me. He looked a lot different from the first time we met. Now he looked like a junior executive.

      “Thanks, Phillippe. This won’t take long.”

      “Have a seat.” He sat in the large black club chair opposite the sofa. “What can I do for you?” I asked.

      “I uhm…”

      I looked at his tapping leg. Clearly that was a family trait, because Gia did that sometimes when she was nervous.

      “Take a deep breath and relax.” I went to the bar and fixed two drinks, walked back, and handed him one.

      “What’s this?” Adam asked.

      “Something to make it easier for you to talk.”

      He sniffed the glass. “I can’t drink this. It’s the middle of the day.”

      “I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.” I sat down, sipped a little, and he followed my lead. “Talk.”

      “I’ve been thinking about what you said Gabs and Aunt Niki are planning.”

      “I take it you’ve made a decision.”

      He sipped some of his drink then placed the glass on the coffee table.

      “Yes.” He moved to the edge of the chair with his hands clasped. “I know it doesn’t seem possible, but…I’ve tried to…I spent the past…that’s not right. From the moment I saw Lee at the manor, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her.”

      “Is that it?”

      He stood up and began to pace. “This is insane…I’m insane…the way she talks…well, barks at me…it’s not possible…”

      He stopped moving and rested his hands on the back of the chair. He lowered his head for a few beats and when he lifted it, I saw his truth.

      “Adam, what is it you want to say?”

      “I’m still in love with Lee. I mean Angelique. I know it’s not…I mean…your aunt and uncle…I’m not their choice, but my heart doesn’t care. So, what do I do?” he asked.

      I sipped my drink.

      “Admitting your feelings is the first step.”

      He walked around the chair and sat down. “Then what?”

      “Tell your sister you want her help.”

      “I thought you said you were going to help me.”

      “I am, but I’ve been told not to get involved.”

      “Then how are you going to help me?”

      “I’ll be your silent coach. If Gia and Tante Niki get out of control, let me know and I’ll step in.”

      “Is that it?” He looked stunned at my answer.

      “I’m going to teach you how to date a French woman.”

      “Are you forgetting I dated a French girl for a year?”

      “And how did that work out?” I asked smugly.

      “Okay, so maybe I need to learn a few things.” He rubbed his thighs.

      “I’m pretty sure you not being French or even part French is one of the reasons my aunt and uncle don’t like you. To them you are an uncultured American.”

      “That could be considered prejudice, not to mention petty and…”

      “I agree. However, this is how they think.”

      “So you’re saying things would be different if I were French?” he asked.

      “Possibly. Put their feelings aside. What’s your desire for this relationship?”

      “I would…I think given some time…I want to spend the rest of my life with Lee. I know we’re young, but I also know how I feel. She’s the woman I want to share my life with. I want to have children with her.”

      Gia was right. Not only was Adam smart, he was focused. I wasn’t thinking about marriage and the future at his age.

      “If that’s your plan, then you’ve got a lot of work to do.” I sipped more of my drink.

      “You’re right. I need to make a list and…”

      “Hold on. Angelique wants to take over her father’s company. Are you willing to support her in that venture? If the answer is yes, what’s your plan?”

      “I hadn’t thought about that.”

      “You need to know my tante doesn’t care if Angelique loves the man she marries. She and my oncle want a CEO and someone to produce an heir and then a son-in-law.” I shifted in my seat. “If you want a life with Angelique, you need a plan for my oncle’s company.”

      “So I have to date the company,” he joked.

      “Yes. Otherwise you will never get the life you want with Angelique.”

      “I don’t know anything about running a company,” he confessed.

      “This is where I come in. Gia says you’re a genius.”

      “She might be exaggerating.“

      “I beg to differ.”

      “Say she’s right. My thing is science, not economics or business.”

      “Let me figure out how your talents can be effective in this plan.”

      “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

      “Trust me. It will all work out in your favor.” I said the words but wasn’t sure what I was going to do.

      “Okay. Let’s do this.”
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      There’s something about that first sip of coffee on Saturday morning that seems to sedate every inch of your body. The smooth taste and sensual aroma comes alive differently on the weekend. This is the same coffee we drink during the week, but on the weekend it seems to take on a magical power.

      Saturday mornings on the terrace with coffee is my second favorite way to start my weekend. I stretched my legs out staring at the beautiful view. The clear blue sky sprinkled with fluffy clouds up this high is very calming. I took another sip, tossed my head back, and exhaled.

      My meditation was interrupted by the brush of soft lips on my forehead. “Good morning, mon amour,” the deep familiar voice said.

      I slowly opened my eyes and smiled. “Good morning.”

      He gently pressed his lips against mine in a sweet kiss. He pulled away, walked around, and leaned against the railing in front of me.

      “There’s something I want to do,” he said as he folded his massive arms across his chest. The silky cotton of his jacket molded to his muscles.

      “What might that be?” I asked. A series of salacious possibilities popped into my mind.

      He smiled. “It’s a surprise.”

      “A surprise?”

      “Oui.” He extended his hand to help me stand up. “Get your jacket and put on some comfortable shoes.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “I told you, it’s a surprise.” He eased his hands around my waist, pulled me close, and kissed me. “Trust me.”

      “I do, but…”

      He patted my behind. “Get your things.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      I rejoined Phillippe in the living room dressed for an adventure.

      “Ready?”

      “Yes.”

      He ushered me out the door to the elevator and down to the garage. Whatever this surprise was involved us riding in the truck. Going in the truck meant we were going somewhere casual and possibly adventurous.

      Phillippe pulled out into traffic and about an hour later, we were in a quaint small town. I’ve lived in the Bay Area all my life and I wasn’t familiar with this area.

      He parked in a lot at the end of the block. We got out and walked down the street. It had a very cozy small-town feel.

      “Where are we?” I asked.

      “We’re a little past the manor,” he answered.

      “It’s beautiful.” I looked around, taking note of the shops.

      “Hungry?”

      “Oui.”

      “There’s a diner up ahead.”

      We continued up the street to a line and stopped. I looked up and noticed the line was for the diner. “The food must be good.”

      “I think you’ll like it.” He smiled.

      He wrapped his arm around my shoulder, pulled me close, and kissed me.

      The line moved quickly and it wasn’t long before we were inside. The smells and decor reminded me of the place we went to on our first date in North Carolina. Phillippe was right, the food was incredible. The biscuits were almost as good as my mother’s.

      “Why haven’t we come here before?” I asked then sipped more coffee.

      He put his cup down. “The last time I was here was with Chantal.” He shifted in his seat. “I didn’t want to taint my present with the stench of my past.”

      “I understand, but we go to Paris and other places you went with her.”

      “Paris is home. I’m not letting anyone run me out of my home.”

      His statement confused me. “California isn’t your home?”

      He reached for my hand and caressed it. “Wherever you are is home.” He lifted my chin and gently pressed his lips against mine. “I love seeing the things I like through your eyes. It just reminds me how much I enjoy them.”

      “Don’t make me cry.” I smiled.

      “Je suis desole. That’s not my intention, mon amour.” He gently brushed the rogue tear away from my cheek then kissed me again.

      “So, what’s the plan?”

      “I really don’t have one,” he said.

      “What?”

      “I really wanted to take a walk with my wife.”

      My eyes got wide. “Really?” I said.

      “I know we agreed not to be too demonstrative in public here until after the wedding in order to minimize gossip. However, I missed our walking dates. Those are some of my favorite times when we aren’t home. I enjoy holding your hand, or having you close to my side, walking, talking, and kissing in public.”

      My face felt warm. “Phillippe…”

      “Mon amour, I have never experienced what I have with you. In the past, some of my companions did things because they thought it would garner favor with me. But you don’t do that. You don’t hesitate to set me straight, while forcing me to share myself.”

      “I don’t do that…do I?” I smiled.

      “Yes. Like the other day when you explained how you felt about my performance.”

      “I didn’t mean…”

      “Shhh…” He kissed me on the forehead. “I don’t ever want you to be afraid to share your feelings. How else am I going to grow as your husband if you don’t talk to me?”

      “Oui, monsieur.”

      “I can’t quite explain it, but my old version of normal doesn’t work now. I like who I am with you.”

      “I like you too.” I smiled.

      “Thank you for showing me how to enjoy life.”

      “Thank you for allowing me to share your life.” I kissed him. “So, what’s next?”

      “Let’s go walking.”
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      We pulled into the restaurant parking lot, got out, and went inside through the rear entrance. We always used the back door so we could sneak in and blend in with the customers.

      The restaurant has a very contemporary French vibe. It’s like Phillippe…cool, unassuming French guy. The decor is very chic…Black Parsons style slipper chairs and tables, white tablecloths and napkins, black chargers, white plates, brass flatware and sleek crystal stemware. The massive multi-armed brass and crystal light fixtures resemble art. When you look up it’s like the ceiling had been sprinkled with large gold stars.

      Phillippe carefully selected the music every couple of weeks to pair with the food Chef creates. I’ve told him it was time to hire someone to handle that part, but he said it’s one of his creative outlets.

      The evening vibe in the restaurant is summed up in two words…sexy and sensual. When you dine here in the evenings, you can’t help but get caught up in the sultry vibe. The music is a little sexier, the lights are dimmed, but not too dark because you need to see your dining companion and food. I’ve seen quite a few couples looking very romantic during the dinner service.

      We continued down the hall and stopped at the kitchen to let Chef know we were here. After tasting a few things, we went out to the dining room to Phillippe’s table to wait for our food, only to discover it was occupied.

      “Bonjour,” Phillippe and I said in unison.

      Tony and Claudette looked up with matching shocked expressions. Their dating wasn’t a secret, but everyone in our circle was surprised at the quickness of their closeness.

      “Hey,” Tony said as he stood up and greeted Phillippe with a brotherly hug. Then he walked over and hugged me.

      “Bonjour, Claudette,” I said. I walked around Tony and hugged her.

      “Bonjour, Gabriella…brother,” Claudette greeted.

      Phillippe walked over and kissed her on the cheek.

      “This is a surprise,” Phillippe said.

      “They told us you weren’t coming, that’s why…” Tony started to explain.

      “Sit down. We stopped by to get some food,” Phillippe said. “What are you two up to, apart from the obvious?”

      Tony sat down.

      “He spent the day shopping with me,” Claudette said.

      “Shopping?” Phillippe asked. His tone echoed my bewildered reaction to her statement.

      “A client has tasked me to find something for their foyer. I told Anthony if he accompanied me, I would treat him to dinner as a thank-you,” she explained, then gave Tony a sly look.

      “Vraiment?” Phillippe said.

      “Behave, bébé,” I said to Phillippe.

      “Want to join us?” Tony asked.

      Phillippe and I looked at each other.

      “What do you say, mon amour?” Phillippe asked.

      I was hoping to spend the evening cuddled up on the sofa making out with Phillippe. But I was reminded of something Mere said about Phillippe and me spending time with Tony and Claudette.





OEBPS/images/chapter-header-graphic-for-the-good-girl-series---gabriella-for-print-copy.jpg





OEBPS/images/chapter-header-graphic-for-the-good-girl-series---phillippe-for-print-copy-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/the-good-girl--part-six-title-page-with-name.jpg
TRACY REED





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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