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      The Mile High Club is about to induct its newest member...

      Recently single flight attendant Erica Blake finds herself caught between her pilot ex-boyfriend, Brad, and billionaire Malcolm McDaniel on an intercontinental jaunt on his private jet. 

      The young playboy is en route to Tokyo with a bevy of beauties, and it's up to Erica to remain professional even when he decides that the most gorgeous woman on the plane is her! 

      Malcolm is used to getting his way and won't take no for an answer. He'll do whatever it takes to convince Erica that he's the man she needs to move on from her ex.

      But when the plane crashes on a tropical island and they must turn to each other for survival and comfort, ex-boyfriend Brad lets Erica know that he has no plans of letting her go.

      Jet-Set Billionaire: The Complete Series is a novel length book that totals 43k words and includes a very HEA.
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      Erica

      

      “Hey, Erica, over here!”

      I turned my head and looked in the direction of the voice that called my name and there was my friend Lainey waving frantically at me.

      “Hey, Lainey,” I said as I walked over to her car in the long-term lot at the Farmingdale Republic Airport in New York. It had been a while since I’d flown out of the private airport and I was glad to see a familiar face.

      “I haven’t seen you in months, Erica. What have you been up to? Have you been working out of a different city or something?”

      “Yeah, I’ve kinda been laying low for a few months, mostly flying out of Teterboro. I just haven’t been up for seeing Brad. I guess you probably know that we broke up four months ago.”

      “I heard. I’m so sorry, Erica,” she said as she touched my arm. “If you need to talk about anything I’m totally here for you.”

      “Oh, I’m fine,” I said as I smiled and shook my head, as if doing that would make me sound more convincing. “It was months ago and I’m doing a lot better now.”

      We continued to talk as we walked across the tarmac toward one of the jets that was being fueled up.

      “Yeah, well, I mean, on this flight. If being around him gets you down I’ll be here for you,” she said as she looked over at me.

      “Are you telling me that on my first flight back going out of this airport I booked one that Brad is flying?”

      “Yep, he’s the pilot, and he’ll be taking us to Tokyo and back.”

      “Fabulous. Well, I guess it is just my luck,” I said as I shook my head and looked down at the ground.

      “What happened between the two of you, anyway?” Lainey asked in a quiet voice. “I mean, I don’t want to pry. If you don’t want to talk …”

      “No, no, it’s okay. I don’t mind. It wasn’t anything dramatic. We both just couldn’t make time for each other and things started to fade. I was the one that actually put an end to it. I always hear people say it’s easier to be the one that does the dumping than it is to be dumped, but for some reason it took me a while to get over him. And we never even got that close.

      I don’t know, maybe it was more the idea of him that was hard for me to get over. And the knowledge that I’m getting older and if I don’t find someone soon I’ll wind up an old maid,” I said as I hugged my arms around my chest. The wind blowing across the air field wasn’t particularly cold, but suddenly I just wanted to feel the closeness of something. Even if it was my own arms.

      “Oh, honey, I’m so sorry. But you are most definitely not an old maid, or anywhere near that. Your gorgeous and sexy and you have a body that I have been jealous of since the day we met.”

      “Oh, come on,” I said as I looked up at her and laughed. “You have men falling all over you, Lainey, with your long blonde hair and blue eyes and that model thin body of yours.”

      “Well, this isn’t a contest. The men that fall all over me just happen to be into what I have to offer. But I’ve seen plenty of men checking out that curvy figure of years as you walk back and forth through the cabin. You just need to get out there more. Let them know that you’re interested. I think that’s what really gets a lot of guys going. If you’re too quiet and reserved they just figure you’re not into anything.”

      “Well, maybe that’s true. Maybe I’m not into anything.”

      “I don’t believe that for a minute. Come on, let’s get over to the jet. Were supposed to take off in about a half hour.”
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      “Erica.”

      I turned around when I heard the familiar deep voice of my ex-boyfriend, Brad. He looked just as handsome as ever in his pilot’s uniform, with his dark brown hair and sea blue eyes that matched his jacket.

      “Brad, I didn’t know you’d be working this flight,” I said, not really sure why I was lying. It had been the truth, though, until about five minutes ago.

      “I haven’t seen you in months. Did you move? I thought this was the main airport you took flights out of.”

      “No, I’ve just been spreading myself out a little more to some other airports. Trying to stay on my toes,” I said as I laughed a little, trying to sound casual.

      “Oh, I hope you haven’t been avoiding flying out of Farmingdale because of me,” he said as he moved a little closer.

      I looked up into his kind eyes that always had a little bit of a smile around the edges and swallowed hard. I hadn’t expected to feel so nervous seeing him again, but maybe I was kidding myself. There was a reason I had been avoiding flying out of this airport.

      “No, of course not. I’ve just been busy,” I said with a smile. I really didn’t want him to feel bad because of my inability to get involved in a serious relationship. None of what happened was his fault at all.

      “Well it’s really good to see you, Erica. I’m glad you’ll be on this flight. Let me know if you need anything. You know where to find me,” he said with a smile, then turned and walked away toward the cockpit.

      I went back to stowing my overnight luggage in one of the crew sleeping compartments and then went to the galley to familiarize myself with the menu. I looked everything over and made sure we had the bar stocked with all of the top shelf alcohol on the list.

      Most of the time these private parties drank for the majority of the flight and I spent most my time walking back and forth with trays of drinks. And all I could think about now, after what Lainey had told me about men watching me walk back and forth through the cabin was a bunch of drunk men staring at my ass.

      I knew that being a flight attendant came with a certain stereotypical reputation but it was still uncomfortable for me to imagine myself being watched so intently.

      “So, what are we looking at today? A group of rich frat boys? Business flight? Bachelorette party?” I asked Lainey as she joined me in the galley.

      “No, this is Malcolm McDaniel’s private jet, didn’t they tell you when you talked to the agency?”

      “Oh, probably. But I never pay much attention to details like that.”

      “Well, you should. Especially to details about Malcolm McDaniel.”

      “Tell me, who is this mysterious Malcolm McDaniel,” I said as I rolled my eyes at Lainey. I figured it was probably someone who regularly appeared in the gossip columns. She loved all that stuff and was always telling me about the Who’s Who in the New York social scene.

      “He’s only the most eligible, single, billionaire bachelor on the entire East Coast. I can’t believe you haven’t heard of him, Erica. Haven’t you ever flown on one of his jets?”

      “Well, the name doesn’t really sound familiar, so if I have I wasn’t aware of it. Is it just him?”

      “No, it looks like he has a party of eight guests. They’re flying to Tokyo for the evening, and we’ll be tying down in Narita airport overnight. We have the layover booked for 24 hours so I don’t know exactly when the return flight will be. But it looks like we’ll at least be there overnight and then it’s another 13 or 14 hours back here, so we’ve got our work cut out for us.”

      “Oh great, so we can go into Tokyo? It’s been a couple years since I’ve been there I’d love to get some good sushi.”

      “I don’t see why not. That sounds fab,” Lainey said as she rummaged through the galley compartments. “Okay, it sounds like our party has arrived. I’ll go out there and get everyone settled and see if they want anything to drink. Why don’t you round everything up on the menu for the first meal and we can get it all set up immediately after take off.

      It looks like Mr. McDaniel had a nice menu planned. Lobster, filet mignon, a variety of French cheeses and fruit,” Lainey read off a piece of paper that she handed to me.

      “Oh, that sounds wonderful. I’m starving. It’s going to be hard to keep myself from scarfing down some of that Le Châtelain Camembert on French bread.”

      “I know! It sounds heavenly,” Lainey said as she disappeared around the corner and into the main cabin.

      I found everything that was listed for the first service; champagne, Almas caviar, Bar-le-Duc gooseberry jam,  Kopi Luwak coffee to go with a variety of french pastries. It all looked so incredible and I wondered if it was a special occasion or if Mr. McDaniel ate expensive cheeses and lobster every day.

      I was starting to become a little curious about this Malcolm McDaniel character. I never paid attention to celebrity news of any kind and name-dropping never did anything for me. Maybe it was just the food. I was so hungry and the thought of a guy putting this much attention to the details of the menu piqued my interest.

      I heard the engines start up and secured everything in the galley for take-off. Lainey was already giving out the very short safety evacuation speech that we were required to issue to the passengers, so I took my seat in the flight attendant area at the front of the cabin. As I did I glanced at a group of passengers that were seated about fifteen feet away from me on a couch in the center of the cabin. One person in particular caught my attention and immediately made my heart race.

      Two intensely dark eyes peered at me from across the cabin as I buckled my seatbelt and made myself comfortable. Lainey was standing right in front of me directing the passengers attention to the emergency exits but the man’s eyes didn’t move once. Actually, they did move, down to the bottom of my legs and back up to my face, but in the long few minutes before Lainey was done with her speech his eyes seemed to be glued to me.

      I looked around the cabin as nonchalantly as I could, but every time my eyes drifted back to the dark-haired man his intense gaze was burning into me.

      “Well, that’s over with. Probably my least favorite part of the job. Talking to people who are just counting the seconds until I shut up is not one of my most favorite past times,” Lainey said as she sat down next to me and buckled her seat belt.

      “Who is that man,” I asked as I looked down, pretending I had dropped something in between the seats.

      “What man? Oh, the one that’s looking over here? That’s Malcolm McDaniel. Isn’t he dreamy? I can see why he’s such a sought after commodity.”

      “He’s not an item that’s for sale, Lainey. I’m sure he’s just a regular man who does regular man-like things.”

      “Yeah, like stare at your shapely legs. He hasn’t taken his eyes off of you since I sat down,” Lainey said in a low voice as she moved her head down to where mine was. “What are you doing? Did you drop something?”

      “No, I was just trying to …”

      “Avoid his piercing stare? Well, good luck. You’ve got twenty-eight hours round-trip booked with that man right there as your boss,” she said as she gestured toward the dark stranger with her head. “And it looks to me like he’s really looking forward to it,” Lainey said with a sly smile.

      “Boy, you sure know how to make me feel better,” I said as my glance left hers and traveled back over to the most gorgeous eyes I had ever seen in my life. And they were still planted squarely on me.
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      I placed a large wooden cheese board filled with ten different French cheeses, a number of Italian cold cuts, heaps of grapes and cubes of incredibly sweet, black skinned watermelon and a perfectly ripe cantaloupe as well as multiple bottles of champagne in ice buckets onto a rolling cart and pushed it all out to a large glass table in the center of the main cabin.

      The table was surrounded by two large, plush white couches and four chairs made of the same soft material. The party of eight people were scattered around in smaller groups on the couches and chairs as well as at some tables along one wall of the cabin. The party seemed to be made up of mostly young women, with Mr. McDaniel and another young man at a table against the wall being the exception.

      As I pushed the cart through the cabin I avoided Malcolm McDaniel’s stare, but while I moved the food and champagne from the tray to the table I felt like every move I made was being watched. He was sitting at the corner of one of the couches surrounded by three girls, with one long-legged blonde girl in a very short dress practically sitting in his lap.

      The way she was acting I assumed she was his date, or maybe they all were, and by the looks of things I imagined that he could get all three of them to do just about anything he wanted.

      “Mineral water, please,” the girl said as I sat down the last ice bucket. I nodded my head and shifted my gaze over to those dark eyes.

      “Is there anything else I can get you, sir?” I asked almost at a whisper. I didn’t understand why this complete stranger had such a strong effect on me, but the second my eyes met his I felt like I couldn’t breathe.

      “Everything you’ve done so far has been perfect.” The words seemed to spill out of his mouth like dark, warm honey and I stood there for a second too long trying to figure out if he had answered my question or not. Then, after looking at him for entirely too long and watching a smile start to curl up on one corner of his mouth, I nodded and walked back into the galley.

      “Good Lord,” I said as I leaned back against one of the counters in the galley and held my hand to my chest.

      “He’s really getting to you, isn’t he?” Lainey said as she pulled more bottles of champagne out of one of the refrigeration compartments. “He’s just unbelievably gorgeous. You’re so lucky to have him burning a hole into that ass of yours with his eyes. I saw the way he was watching every move you made while you set out the cheese tray. My God, he looked like he was about to devour you.”

      “Lucky? You’ve got to be kidding. He’s making me so nervous I can’t even think out there. Was he really looking at my ass?” I asked as I tried futilely to look behind me.

      “Honey, just take a few deep breaths and calm down. Your ass looks gorgeous.”

      “I don’t know why on earth he’s getting to me like this. He’s just a man. A man that I don’t even know. And the way all those girls out there are pawing at him and practically dry humping him on that couch. He must really think he’s God’s gift to women.”

      “Well, isn’t he? If he invited me on a weekend trip to Japan on his private jet I’d be all over him on the couch to. Just go with it, Erica. You don’t have to do anything. Just enjoy the attention. Really, what can it hurt? Just go back out there with some attitude. You’ve got it going on. Just show him you know you’re worth just as much as he thinks he is, and ignore those other girls. Obviously you’ve grabbed his attention more than any of them have,” Lainey said with a big grin.

      “Okay, you’re right. I can do this. I can be a confident … sexy … woman,” I said with absolutely no conviction as I straightened my shirt adjusted my skirt, then went out into the main cabin with two more bottles of champagne.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Malcom

      

      “Where are we going dancing, Malcolm?” one of the blonde girls standing next to the couch practically whined into my ear. The plane had just taken off and I wasn’t sure how much more of these pouty little brats I could take.

      “Why don’t you talk to Sasha about that, it’s her birthday, after all,” I said, hoping to deflect some attention off of me, but unfortunately it didn’t work.

      “It’s so sweet of you to take your little sister all the way to Japan for her birthday, Malcolm. You must be the sweetest guy in the world,” the one sitting next to me on the couch purred as her lips brushed up against my ear.

      They were all practically begging for my attention but it wasn’t even close to working. It wasn’t that I didn’t find these girls that were surrounding me attractive. They were all beautiful. But when I tried to have a conversation of substance with any of them I found myself impatient and disappointed. They didn’t challenge me or exhilarate me in the slightest, and from my experience they were all the same.

      When I was in my twenties I couldn’t get enough of these girls. They were everywhere and I shamelessly took advantage of how easy it was for a young, attractive man with money to get them in the sack. But the last few times I’d spent the night with one of these young “party” girls I just wound up feeling more alone and miserable the next day. I never though it would happen to me, but lately I’d actually started wanting something more.

      Something like that incredibly gorgeous dark-haired stewardess that was walking toward me with two bottles of champagne in her hands. I didn’t even know what it was about her that made it impossible for me to tear my eyes away from her. It definitely had something to do with her incredibly curvy figure, but there was more than that.

      Something in her eyes told me that she wasn’t just going to jump in my lap the minute she got near me and that drove me out of my mind. She had a self-confidence that none of these girls could touch. And the way she moved through the cabin while she was setting up the food, it was mesmerizing. She knew how to seduce with every inch of her body without even trying.

      There was nothing about her that screamed “look at me” or “doesn’t my ass look sexy when I bend over and bite my lip like this?” She wasn’t trying to get me to look at her, in fact, she didn’t even seem to care when she saw my eyes burning into hers, and that kind of attitude guaranteed that I couldn’t tear myself away.

      When she looked directly at me asked me if I wanted anything else it took just about every ounce of strength I had in me to not grab her hand, throw her down over my knees, and pull up that damn skirt so I could get a hold of a real ass.

      I don’t even remember exactly what I said to her because all I could think about was her turning around and delivering her ass to me right down onto my cock. I’m pretty sure I didn’t say anything about that otherwise she would’ve slapped my face and told me to go to hell. And I would have loved it.

      “We could go to Womb,” one of the girls said as she leaned over the arm of the couch, exposing the majority of her tits to me.

      “No, I just went there a few months ago with Jake and his friends. It was fun but I want to try something new, don’t you, Malcolm?” the girl sitting next to me on the couch said, the last few words in the voice of a six-year-old.

      “Sasha! These girls want to know where you want to go dancing tonight,” I said with a raised voice to my sister who was sitting across the cabin with her boyfriend, Franklin.

      I immediately became distracted again as I watched that sweet ass sashay its way back into the galley. I took a drink of champagne as I tried to drown out the overwhelming thoughts that were playing over and over in my head of me peeling that form fitting skirt off of her like the skin of a round, juicy peach. I was trapped on this plane with my sister and her friends for a very long flight and all I was doing was torturing myself.

      “Well, we’re taking a helicopter into Tokyo and from there we’ve got a car that will drive us wherever we want to go. I was thinking Birdland first for sushi, then a few drinks somewhere, maybe Star Bar, and then dancing at Ageha. I booked us rooms at the Aman in case we want to stay longer than Malcolm.”

      “You’re not going to stay with us the whole time, Malcolm?” the girl next to me whined.

      “I have some business to take care of while I’m in Tokyo. I’ll meet up with all of you at some point in the evening, but after that I’ll have to head right back. I have meetings scheduled all next week in New York. So, you’ll probably be needing those suites you booked. And don’t worry, I’ll have the concierge at the Aman reserve another private jet for your return. It’s all on me,” I said with a smile.

      I saw the dark-haired stewardess out of the corner of my eye as she brought in more food and I almost had a heart attack when she bent over right in front of me. Her breasts fell forward in her bra as she arranged the plates of food on the table. I could just imagine the weight of them in my hands as they swayed ever so slightly with each of her movements.

      Her big, blue eyes were suddenly on mine and by the look on her face I could have sworn she knew exactly what I was thinking.

      “Glad you could take an hour out of your busy schedule for me on my birthday,” Sasha said as she threw a big black pillow across the cabin at me, almost knocking over an ice bucket of champagne in the process. I snapped out of my trance just in time to catch the bucket before it tipped off the table, then picked up the pillow and threw it back at my sister. By the time I looked back across the table the stewardess had disappeared. But my cock twitched at the memory of that cleavage … and those eyes.

      “Hey this flight is over thirteen hours long! You’ve got a captive audience right here and you’re not even taking advantage of all of the charm I have to offer,” I said as I tried to distract myself again. I was starting to wish I hadn’t thrown that pillow back at my sister. I felt like I was going to need to cover up my quickly stiffening cock any second.

      I knew Sasha didn’t really care if I spent her birthday with her. She just wanted to impress her friends with my jet and my little black card. She had plenty of her own money from the trust fund our grandparents had left her, but it was her birthday so she knew I was going to spoil the hell out of her.

      My mind kept wandering back to that stewardess though. I wanted to find out her name. I wanted to have an actual conversation with her. I wanted to pin her up against the wall in the galley and hike that skirt up over her hips with one hand while the fingers of my other hand slowly found their way down her soft stomach and in between the silk of her panties and ….

      “You’re awfully quiet, Malcolm,” the girl on my left said as she rubbed her hand across my chest.

      “I’ve got a lot on my mind. You’ll have to excuse me,” I said as I stood up.

      I was tired of serving as a scratching post for those needy little baby kittens that were curled up around me on the couch. I looked around and noticed that the other stewardess, the blonde one with the narrow ass, seemed to be busy in a cupboard at the back of the cabin so I took the opportunity to sneak away from the party and into the galley.

      I pushed the curtains to one side and entered a small kitchen area where I found the object of my desires. That sexy, dark-haired stewardess was cutting something on the counter and her body moved slightly with each slice, which in turn caused her lovely ass to sway back and forth.

      As I moved closer to her I could smell the lemon she was cutting, but I could also detect a light, fruity scent coming from her general direction. The closer I got to her the more I realized it was coming from her hair and I couldn’t stop myself from leaning down and inhaling the mixtures of feminine scents that were emanating from her neck.

      She turned around suddenly and dropped the knife on the floor.

      “What on earth?” she exclaimed as she reached behind her back and grabbed a hold of the countertop, looking up at me with wide eyes. “Is there something I can help you with, sir?”

      “I’m terribly sorry,” I said as I bent down and picked up the knife, examining the soft curves of her legs while I was down there. “I thought I smelled something … sweet. I didn’t mean to startle you. I apologize,” I said as I handed her the handle of the knife.

      “That’s ok,” she said as the tension in her body relaxed a bit. “I was just startled. Is there something you’re looking for? Do you need more cheese or fruit or … anything? Another bottle of champagne?” she asked with the cutest look of inquisitiveness in her eyebrows.

      “No, no. I don’t think anyone out there is eating much to be honest. It all looks incredible, though. The presentation is flawless.”

      I had no idea what I was babbling about. Something about the food … or maybe it was her perfect lips. As I gazed down at her all I could think about was getting just an inch closer to her.

      Just a little bit closer, I thought as I leaned ever so slightly toward her. I didn’t want to come off as a creep and get that slap in the face I had thought about earlier, but I wanted to get closer to those lips and inhale that intoxicating scent of hers again.

      Just then the plane hit an air pocket and teetered back and forth and I was by some act of God thrown forward so that my entire body was pressed into hers. My hands found their way around her waist and back as my chest was thrust against hers. My lips were hovering barely an inch from her own as the weight of both of our bodies rested against the counter.

      I stared down into her eyes and breathed in her heavenly aroma. As her head fell back a bit I was compelled to move my face down to her neck, my lips just grazing the milky white skin. The air around me was filled with her scent and my head started to swim as I became intoxicated with her.

      I didn’t know anything about this woman, I didn’t even know her name, but I did know that I would now stop at nothing to have her. She had invaded me somehow and I was helpless to resist her.

      I brushed my lips along her neck as I moved them up toward hers and as I did I pulled her hips into my incredibly hard cock. I heard a gasp and a very faint moan escape her lips as my hand moved up her back and behind her head, then into her soft hair. Suddenly, I heard her clear her throat and felt her push gently on my chest.

      “I’m sorry, sir, no passengers are allowed in the galley.”

      I looked down into her eyes that had gone almost completely black. I could tell she was just as turned on as I was. Her breath was uneven and heavy and she was trembling ever so slightly in my hands. It took me a moment to regain my senses, but eventually I straightened up and took a step back and then loosened my tie a little. I wasn’t sure how I was going to go back out into the main cabin with a raging hard on so I tried to stall a little longer.

      “Could I have a glass of mineral water?” I asked. I was still standing directly in front of her, almost hovering over her.

      “Sure,” she said as she ducked around me. I watched her as she filled a glass with ice, then filled it with Perrier and handed it to me. I leaned back on the counter that we had just been pressed up against and took a long drink out of the glass while my eyes stayed fixed on hers. She didn’t look away and between that and the rosy glow on her cheeks I was sure she felt the intensity between us. I knew I couldn’t have been the only one.

      “I’m sorry, I got a little … carried away there. You’re a very beautiful woman.”

      She continued to look into my eyes with her mouth open slightly but didn’t say a word.

      “I’m Malcolm. Malcolm McDaniel,” I said as I held out my hand to her.

      “Erica,” she said as she shook my hand.

      “How long have you been a stewardess, Erica?” I asked after another long drink of water.

      “I prefer flight attendant.”

      “I’m terribly sorry, flight attendant,” I said with a smile. She wasn’t going to let me get away with anything. “How long have you been a flight attendant?”

      “About five years.”

      She almost sounded like she was going to make this conversation as difficult as possible for me, but after a few seconds pause she continued.

      “After college I decided what I really wanted to do more than anything was travel and I had a friend who was had gone to flight attendant school. She suggested that I give it a shot. And here I am. Look, Mr. McDaniel, it’s been very nice meeting you …”

      “Please, call me Malcolm. They have a school for flight attendants? That sounds interesting,” I said, merely trying to keep the conversation with this gorgeous creature going for as long as possible.

      “Yes, there are several … Malcolm … but unfortunately, I can’t have you back here in the galley. It’s against FAA rules, so, I am going to have to ask you to return to the main cabin. I could get into a lot of trouble if anyone finds you back here.”

      “You do know that I own this airplane, don’t you?” I asked as I drained the last of the water in my glass and watched Erica’s face turn beet red.

      “Of course, Mr. McDaniel. I mean, Malcolm. Of course, you own this airplane so you can pretty much go anywhere you want,” she said with an embarrassed smile.

      “I won’t make your job any more difficult than it already is. I’ll go back in the main cabin, where I belong. But I’d love to talk to you again sometime.”

      “Well, I’ll be here on the return flight,” she said as she stepped to the side to let me pass.

      “I was thinking about after the return flight,” I said as I set the glass on the counter, then walked past the blonde stewardess who was standing in the doorway with her mouth hanging open.

      I was definitely going to be talking to that woman again. And whether she realized it or not I had some pretty big plans for her on that return flight.
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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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