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      “Move yer lazy arses!” Leighton Gray, known to his friends as Big L, hollered as he thundered around the end of the pitch and onto the dead ball line behind the goal posts, almost trampling the team’s props in the process. The two smaller players, both built like minijuggernauts, swore as he passed.

      Thighs pumping like pistons, he flashed a grin over his shoulder. “Too slow, midget!”

      “That’s not what yer mam said when I was climbing off ’er!”

      Gray lifted a hand and flicked them the V over his shoulder as he powered down the small straight and turned to run back up the other side of the pitch. As he reached the halfway line he slowed his pace and jogged, feeling the ache in his muscles. With the season slowing down now, they’d assumed that Coach would let them off a little but no, it looked like Butler planned to keep their noses to the grindstone until the last match. Bastard.

      Rolling his shoulders, Gray kept to the slower pace as his body cooled down. Two laps, a quick stretch, and he was done. He could already feel the shower calling his name. As he ran, he allowed his mind to wander.

      Charnwood Road was a large stadium, nothing on par with Twickenham, but no measly offering nonetheless. The stands rose up around him, empty now. He didn’t play on the wing but that didn’t stop Gray daydreaming about scoring a try, his mind filling in the roar of the crowd as he thundered toward the try line.

      “Gray! Gray! Gray!”

      He felt the familiar surge of adrenaline as the twin posts rose up ahead of him, his attention fixed on the thin white try line as he sprinted toward it. Imagination conjured up the sound of pursuit behind him, the pounding of the opposition’s feet as they raced after him. He was too quick for them though, every inch of his six foot nine frame bent to one purpose, getting the ball down behind the line. Scoring a try, gaining points for the team, was the ultimate goal, and there was no rush like it. Ever.

      The line rushed toward him, his feet flying over the turf. Elation wrapped around the adrenaline as he launched himself into the air, twisting as he hit the turf to slam the ball into touch.

      Try!

      The dream-crowd went wild as he rolled to his feet to bask in their adoration and the jubilation of his teammates. Hands ruffled his blond locks, a little overlong for the game but he didn’t care. They were his trademark and it was a brave man who tried to mess with the ’do.

      “’Ey up, Blondie’s here,” one of the guys piped up as Gray trotted up and dropped down next to them to start stretching.

      “Fuck you, Vicky,” Gray shot back as he leaned forward to grab his toes and stretch the backs of his legs. Most of them had nicknames, some liked by their owners, others…not so much. Vicky had gained his for the simple fact his parents had been unwise enough to name him Darren, which with his surname of DeMarcos, gave him the initials DD. It hadn’t taken the rest of the squad long to link that to breast size and he’d gone from Double D to Victoria’s Secrets, aka Vicky, overnight.

      “Nah, you ain’t my type, mate. What do you reckon, Sylvie Martin or Jess Ellison?” the other man asked, naming two popular actresses.

      Gray lifted up and shifted to fold his left leg at the knee. Bending over it until he could feel the stretch, he looked up at Vicky questioningly. “In what way? Looks, intellect? Body of work?”

      “For fuck’s sake, get with the program! Tit size, man.” Vicky cupped his own boatlike hands in front of his rib cage. “Which do you prefer, big knockers or fried eggs? Sylvie or Jess?”

      Gray shook his head. That was just typical of his teammates. Reduce a woman down to her mere physical attributes with no thought whatsoever to her mind, or her personality. Animals. Sometimes he wondered if any of them had a mental age above fourteen. Say the word “sex” and at least three snickered.

      “They’re both nice-looking women.”

      His answer was noncommittal as he continued to stretch, leaving Vicky and another of the players to a mind-enhancing discussion of breast size. Before long, he was done, leaving the other two to chatter as he trudged toward the changing room and the hot showers within. His studs rattled on the painted concrete of the players’ tunnel as he headed in, leaving clumps of dirt and turf in his wake.

      It wasn’t as if he was immune to the charms of the fairer sex, but…was it too much to expect to be able to have a conversation with a date? That wasn’t a possibility with the arm candy the team usually trotted out, each of them trying to outdo the rest. Hair extensions, breast implants, and vacuous expressions. It was enough to drive a bloke mad.

      “She’s pretty. Intelligent. Easy to get along with…”

      The male voice that reached his ears as he pushed open the door to the changing rooms was familiar. He and Damon Cross had been friends for years. They’d gone to nursery, then school together. Skipped classes and raised hell in detention together, and when their PE teacher had introduced them to rugby, fallen in love with the sport together. Now, years later, they were both at the top of their game, Damon playing scrum-half to Gray’s lock and the two were still inseparable.

      “Don’t tell me you’re trying to palm your mother off on someone again, Cross?” Gray joked as he clattered over to his locker, throwing a grin over at the two men sitting on the center benches, Damon and the other man already dressed and ready to quit for the day.

      Damon didn’t stop speaking, just extended his middle finger in Gray’s direction. “And we’ve already got tickets so you wouldn’t be out of pocket.”

      “Hmmm…” Steve Bryant, the player Damon had cornered, pursed his lips and ran his hand over his jaw. “I’d need to rearrange picking my brother up from the airport. How old did you say your sister was?”

      Gray froze, hand buried in his locker. Sister. Damon’s sister. Frankie Cross. The girl Gray had had a crush on since he was twelve years old.

      “She’s not that old, only thirty-two. Looks good for her age. Come on, mate, you’d be doing me a big favor. She’s not been out since she caught her wanker of an ex in bed with his next-door neighbor.”

      “Steve, you’re on airport duty.” Gray dropped his bag on the bench next to Damon, virtually in the guy’s lap. Damon jumped, turning a curious gaze up to Gray. “If anyone gets to take Frankie out, it’s me.”

      “Hey, wait…I haven’t said no yet!”

      Gray shot him a look, one all his teammates were familiar with. Once he’d set his mind on something, there was no stopping him. The same way they offloaded the ball to him if they wanted him to break the opposition’s defense; he set about making sure he was Frankie’s date for the evening.

      Bryant held up his hands in surrender, the smaller man backing off. “No need to get your knickers in a twist, mate. She’s all yours.”

      Gray grunted in satisfaction and turned his attention to Damon, who was watching him with that damn inscrutable gaze of his.

      “Well?”

      Damon shrugged, spreading his hands as if to say “Do I have a choice?” “Sure, you can be Frankie’s date. But I want the money for the damn tickets, you tight-arsed git.”

      “Done.”

      He didn’t ask how much the tickets were, or where they were going. It made no difference. He’d have paid a small fortune and then some to get to be the man to take Frankie out.

      Damon flashed a swift grin and grabbed his kit bag, almost smacking Gray in the chest with it as he swung it up and over his shoulder. “My place, half past seven, sharp. Don’t be late. And do something with that damn mop on your head,” he ordered over his shoulder as he headed for the door.

      Gray watched the door for long moments after Damon left. As the swinging door finally closed to a stop, he allowed a slow grin to spread over his face.

      He had a date with Frankie Cross.

      Turning back to his kit bag, he plunked down on the bench and started to unwrap the tape covering the laces on his boots. The boots were only a few months old but they were already ruined, relegated from match boots down to training, and as comfortable as old slippers. Pulling his socks off, he contemplated the healing marks on the back of his calf. Circular war wounds, they were ones any player was intimately familiar with. Stud marks. Bastard from Sarenby Sharks had gotten him good during the match last weekend. He rubbed them absently with one hand as he dropped the socks into his bag.

      At least they hadn’t broken the skin. Blood meant time off the pitch, which was often the opposition’s aim, especially with a player like him. Without arrogance he knew he was one of the driving forces in the Wolves’ side. A forward who could smash through the enemy’s defense, and then run like a back if necessary. He was damn dangerous on the pitch, which made him public enemy number one for the other team.

      Standing, he wasted no time in stripping off his shirt. His shirt, number four emblazoned on the back, hit the deck just before his shorts, the heavy cotton torn from the rough-and-tumble of training and mud stained from the damp pitch. His base layer followed suit, the long sleeves soaked in sweat. It was getting a bit warm for it now, but he’d rather sweat his bollocks off than be cold.

      He fucking hated to be cold, but at nearly seven foot, there was an awful lot of him to keep warm. His shirts, even his boots, had to be custom-made, which was why he wore them until they nearly dropped from his feet in pieces, unable to let go of the lessons he’d learned as a kid dragged up on a council estate on the rough side of town. They’d had nothing, and he’d expected to live the same life as his parents, stuck on the dole or in a dead-end job until he and Cross had been spotted playing for their school team.

      They’d been plucked from obscurity, signed to a good junior team, and the rest was history. Signing with the Wolves, with an international debut under his belt last season, was the culmination of his dreams. Sure, he had the money now, but still…those were good boots with plenty of life in them.

      Towel over his shoulder, he stripped the protective box and his underwear and wandered stark-bollock-naked over to the showers. He was alone; most of the team had already left and Vicky was still out on the pitch with his partner in crime—no doubt still embroiled in an intellectual debate about breast size.

      Picking one of the private stalls over the main communal shower, Gray pulled the curtain over and snapped the water on. The water hit him in a shower of red-hot needles, soaking him in seconds and powering into his aching muscles. He hissed, feeling the warmth spreading through his body. Butler was a bastard, a slave driver with an iron will and a voice like a whip as he drove them harder and harder as it came up to the end of the season.

      He tipped his head back, letting the water cascade over his face and wet his hair. He didn’t blame the guy. With him and Cross out on the national squad, the Wolves had taken a battering at the beginning of the season. They’d pulled it back, of course, but Butler wasn’t content with that. He wanted to end the season with a bang.

      Letting his thoughts wander, Gray reached down and squirted a handful of gel into his palm. Right now he didn’t want to think of training. He started to wash, the grin sweeping over his face and claiming his lips again. He had a date tonight, with Frankie Cross, no less. Soaping under his pits and across his broad chest, he rifled through his memory.

      Eight years older than he was, Frankie had been a part of his life as long as Damon had. As a teenager she’d been their favorite target for pranks like frogs in her bed or slime in her shoes. They’d put so many water-filled balloons above the door that she probably still checked there to this day.

      His hand smoothed down his stomach, washing the sweat and mud off. God alone knew how it had gotten there. When you had to wash it out the crack of your ass often enough, you stopped questioning how. Stuff was like fucking sand. It got everywhere.

      It wasn’t until he was twelve that Frankie went from being Damon’s annoying older sister to an actual girl. One he developed a hell of a crush on. Soaping his balls with economical movements, his hand slowed when he washed his dick. At twelve, along with his crush on Frankie, he’d discovered masturbation and spent what seemed like that whole year wanking to thoughts of kissing her. And other stuff a twelve-year-old definitely shouldn’t be thinking of.

      He’d never said anything to her; he couldn’t. Despite his prowess on the pitch, his teenage years had been blighted by shyness, and he’d hidden behind the ragged mop of hair he’d started to bleach blond. Three years later, he wound up enough courage to send her a Valentine’s card and that Christmas had managed to slide in and grab a kiss under the mistletoe. Then her boyfriend at the time had taken him outside and given him a right beating for his daring. He hadn’t seen her again. She’d gone to work down in London, and even though he knew from Damon that she’d moved back recently, their paths hadn’t crossed.

      Just the thought of her had his cock hard and heavy, ready for action, in his hand. He couldn’t resist a small pull. A soft groan rolled through his throat as he did it again, wrapping a big fist around the rigid shaft. He let his head drop back, resting against the cool tile of the wall as his hand sped up. She’d be thirty-two now, not that the fact she was older than he was bothered him. It had never bothered him. At first it was the excitement of the older, more experienced woman but it had quickly become all about her. The way she walked, talked, the cute little way she’d tilted her head to look up when she spoke to him.

      She was small and dark; when he was fifteen he’d been taller than she was. He felt like a hulking brute next to her, but that was good; it fed his teenage ego to be taller. Like he could protect her from the world if necessary. Like the time in the kitchen when she’d dropped a glass and he’d lifted her so she didn’t cut her feet. He’d had her in his arms for less than three seconds but that hadn’t stopped him reliving the feel of her slender body against his. For weeks afterward, that brief touch had the starring role in his nocturnal activities beneath the sheets of his single bed.

      He stroked harder, hand firm on his cock as thoughts of her filled his head. She had been petite and slender with the sort of lines to her that promised to fill out into curves that would tempt a saint. Leighton was no saint and didn’t pretend to be. If he was taking her out tonight, then damn sure he was going to try to get into her bed. The rigid shaft in his hand jerked and pulsed. Her bed? He’d take her any freaking way she’d let him. Forget leaping off wardrobes; he’d dress in bloody drag if it got her rocks off.

      His mind dropped to base fantasies as his hand moved faster. Thoughts of her writhing under him, the tight sheath of her cunt around his cock as he drove into her filled his mind. Her on her knees, lips wrapped around him as she sucked him off. His hips got in on the action, shoving his thick cock in and out of the warm cave of his hand like a piston.

      Pleasure coursed through him, wrapped around the back of his hips like a thick belt and caressed his balls. They grew tight, the big vein in the shaft above them pulsing as his movements faltered, became harder. Jerky. He bit his lip to keep the groan in as he came in jagged movements, his ass tight and his hips working overtime. Cum jetted from his cock to cover his hand as he worked the last bit of pleasure from his body. With a groan, he dropped his hand and leaned his head back against the tiles, letting the hot water wash away the evidence of his lust as he shuddered in visceral reaction.

      God, if wanking off to thoughts of her got him this bad, what would it be like when he had her under him for real?
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      “I have no idea, Robby. Why don’t you ask Keisha?” Frankie Cross snapped, living up to her surname as she crossed her brother’s living room to take her call in the kitchen and not disturb Damon or his girlfriend, Sophie, with her call.

      “But babe,” the male voice on the end of the phone wheedled. “She’s an airhead…”

      Frankie closed the door behind her and leaned against its cool surface with a sigh. She didn’t need this. Dolled up for a double date with her brother and his girlfriend, a blind double date no less, she really didn’t need another call from her ex.

      Both investment bankers, they’d met while working for the prestigious London bank Reed & Hayes. She’d been bowled over by the charismatic and charming Robby when they’d been assigned to the same merger and acquisitions team. They’d quickly become a double act, in the office and out of it.

      She’d thought her life was perfect. A luxury apartment in a good area of the city, a partner who not only understood the long hours she worked but actively encouraged it, even when they’d moved onto other teams and he’d become a rising star at Reed & Hayes.

      Until she’d come home unexpectedly one day and found her loving boyfriend in bed with the model wannabe from the apartment down the hall. She’d packed and moved out the same day, living off a friend’s couch while she worked her notice.

      “…she’d have no clue what to do with the Cortez account.”

      Ah, there it was, the crux of the matter and the reason for his call. The reason he’d been bugging her for the last week, no doubt. Unable to accept that she’d left him, he’d bombarded her with calls. He’d tried everything, from shrugging it off as meaning nothing, through wheedling and begging, and finally to outrage and blaming her.

      Though recently his calls had changed, become idle questions about various projects he was working on. It hadn’t taken a genius to realize he’d done that throughout their relationship, using her knowledge and experience to bolster his own, and she would bet not a word of credit for her part passed his lips.

      Wanker.

      “Well, you should have thought of that before you decided to play away, shouldn’t you?” Already annoyed that Damon had decided to arrange her life without so much as a by-your-leave, Frankie’s “give a shit” button was decidedly broken so her reply was short and to the point. “Next time you fuck about, you might want to pick someone with more than two brain cells to knock together.”

      “Hey, there’s no need to be nasty.” Robby’s voice bridled with annoyance and outrage. “Keisha’s a nice girl; she was good to us when we moved in, remember?”

      Frankie snorted. “Yeah, she’s a regular Good Samaritan, isn’t she? So good that she made sure to open her legs to stop you feeling all lonely when I was working late.”

      “You’re not going to help with the Cortez thing? Pwwwease…you know you have that magic touch with these things.” True to form, Robby switched tracks and came at her from another angle, using the baby voice that, when coupled with a pleading expression from his puppy-dog eyes, used to melt her heart and usually got him what he wanted.

      Right now though, she’d happily stick the merger and all accompanying paperwork where the sun didn’t shine. The sound of the bell and the front door being opened filtered through the kitchen door, followed by the sound of deep, male voices. Saved by the bell.

      “No, I’m not. Sorry, Robby, you’re on your own. Don’t call me again.”

      With no small amount of relish, she hung up on him. Serve the twat right if R&H realized what a two-faced, lying little cheat he was and kicked him out on his ear. Which would happen just as soon as they realized he hadn’t a fucking clue what he was doing. Grinning to herself, she slipped the phone into her evening bag, opened the door, and walked back into the living room…and stopped dead, her jaw dropping as she clocked the guy standing next to her brother.

      Dressed for the evening in black trousers and a white shirt open at the neck, tall didn’t cover it. He had to be well over six and a half feet, his shoulders wide enough to make a barn proud. She bit back a whimper as her gaze latched onto feet the size of boats—What did they say about foot and cock size?—and wandered up his body. Strong legs, lean hips, narrow waist, and a broad chest. And muscles. Oh God, he didn’t just have muscles. He had muscles on his muscles. The sort of muscles that had her quivering with the need to explore them with her fingertips and lips. She liked her men well built, strong…big. And so far this guy was ticking all the boxes.

      Abruptly her annoyance at Damon disappeared. She’d been pissed that he’d arranged a date for her tonight when she had been quite happy to go alone, especially when he’d told her it was one of his player friends. She knew rugby players and the last thing she’d wanted was a night of drinking and the testosterone-laden antics that normally followed. But now… She could kiss him.

      Her gaze moved upward, over a strong neck, until she reached her date’s face.

      Fuck me…

      “Leighton?”

       

       

      The sound of Frankie’s incredulous query brought Gray’s head around sharply. Her steps silent on the plush, thick carpet, he hadn’t heard her come into the room and mourned the loss of seeing her entrance. That he’d missed the look on her face as she recognized him. He swept her from head to toe with a quick, assessing look, and much as he wanted to, was careful not to linger on the areas that would get him labeled a pervert.

      What he saw took his breath away, stealing the words from his tongue midsentence as he just stared. Petite and dark-haired, she’d always been stunning, but the years had filled out the slenderness, packing her delicate frame with mouthwatering curves. Curves he itched to explore, to touch, to run his hands along to make her yield all her secrets to him.

      Heat flared in his body, settling in his gut and groin as all the things he wanted to do to her flashed through his mind like an erotic movie on speed. His big hand around her waist, cupping her breast as he parted her thighs…his hand in her hair as he pulled her head back, baring her neck as he claimed her with one slick, hot, wet thrust.

      “Shut yer mouth, mate. You’re dribbling on the carpet.” Damon chuckled. “It’s only Frankie, for God’s sake. Scrubs up well, don’t she?”

      Anger flared to mask the desire filling his body and Gray shook his head, taking the two steps to her.

      “Only Frankie?” he said softly, his gaze claiming hers as he reached for her hand and drew it up to his lips. He had to bend a little, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered now she was here.

      Her eyes were wide as she looked up at him, but the look in them softened at his words, her hand delicate and oh so small in his. Another crippling surge of lust almost took him to his knees. He steeled himself, using the iron control he used to keep himself on his feet on the pitch, no matter how battered and bloody he was. If he went down, then she was ending up under him and to hell with anyone watching, even her brother.

      “No, only an angel,” he whispered against her skin, brushing his lips over her knuckles as her perfume wove around him. Something deep, musky, and erotic. A real perfume, the hint of oils warm on her skin rather than the cloying chemical and synthetic perfumes most of the bimbos his teammates took out wore. It was different, classy. Sexy as hell. “My angel.”

      Her lips formed a little pout of surprise, parting a little as she wet them with the tip of a pink tongue. An unconscious movement, but one that was highly erotic. He bit back his groan and lowered her hand, resisting the urge to haul her into his arms and finally find out what her lips tasted like.

      “Who do you think you are, fucking Casanova?” Damon’s laugh broke the moment, and Frankie pulled her hand back, color staining her cheeks. His back to the other man, Gray closed his eyes for a fraction of a second in irritation. If Damon wasn’t his best mate, and had been for years, he’d lay the guy out in a heartbeat.

      “Yeah, well. Some of us think that there’s more to wooing a woman than some straggly flowers and a mangy box of chocolates,” he shot back, finding an easy smile from somewhere and plastering it over his face as he reached for her hand without looking, and tucked it firmly in his. He wasn’t stupid. He wasn’t going to get very far with the sister if he punched her baby brother’s lights out, now was he?

      “I’ll have you know they were expensive! Cost me four-ninety-nine from the petrol station. They were classy, I tell you.” Damon ducked down to look out the front window at the road outside as his girlfriend, Sophie, walked in from the hall. “Taxi’s here. We’d best get a move on.”
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      When the hell had little Leighton Gray grown up?

      Frankie slid a glance at him from under her lashes as she sipped her drink. She’d been functioning in a daze since they’d left Damon’s place, not quite believing she was looking at the shy, gangly teenager she remembered from years ago. He’d been tall back then, sure, taller than she was at least. As she stood only a little over five feet, though, that wasn’t hard. But… Lord, had he grown up nicely.

      A strand of his blond hair fell loose from the band at his nape and fell over his face. She itched to push it away, watching him with fascination. She shouldn’t fancy him; he was the same age as her baby brother, but her body wasn’t listening. Instead, everything female in her reacted as he turned and caught her looking at him.

      A slow smile spread his lips as he angled his chair, moving closer to her. “So, do you come here often?”

      The chuckle escaped before she could stop it and the people on the tables around them looked over in disapproval. She clapped her hand over her mouth, cheeks burning as the speaker at the front of the hall stopped talking for a moment to look her way in irritation.

      “Does that line work often for you?”

      She kept her voice low, to avoid causing a disturbance as the charity auction started. She hadn’t bothered to do more than cast an eye over the lots. With the number of celebrities and sports personalities in the room, any bidding would be way too rich for her blood.

      “Oh, of course. I’m a right Romeo…not.” His lips quirked, the self-deprecating smile one she was familiar with, and she caught a glimpse of the shy, awkward boy she remembered in the hot as hell man sitting next to her.

      “Oh, I don’t know. The angel line was a good one,” she commented, taking a sip from her glass only to realize it was empty again. Wrinkling her nose, she set it down. The food had been nice, if a little fancy for her tastes, and the wine excellent.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





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.



OEBPS/images/grays-girl_1.jpg
GIRL

New York Times & USA Today Bestselling Author

MINA CARTER






