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      The Beauty in Scars is book 3 of The Fractured Ever Afters series. There is slight overlap to the end of The Craving in Slumber (with chapter one occurring the same day Aurora wakes up from her coma.) While his can be read as a standalone, there is an overarching plot which starts in The Hunt in Elusion. Therefore, it is recommended you read the books in order.

      

      There is a part at the end, second half in chapter 47, that is a time jump and implies a lot within those three days. I did not skip over such a huge part of the series’ overarching plot. It’s coming in book 4. Just a note so you don’t feel like something major has been missed. It’s the next characters’ story; not Isabelle and Rafael’s.

      

      Note, I’m Canadian. I write using Canadian/UK spelling. This means words will have U’s in them, or double LL’s. (colour, flavour, signalling, etc.) These are not typos.

      

      This book has content some people may find triggering. Please visit this link for the list of triggers. Feel free to contact me with any questions.  If you feel I have missed a trigger warning, please let me know.

      

      That’s all. Happy reading!
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      For those who want a real-life book boyfriend

      

      Well…sorry, I might have given you another one.

      

      BUT enjoy watching one of our own find her book boyfriend come to life.
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        Rafael

      

      

      What a fucking day.

      And it’s only noon.

      When my phone pings with a message, a gut feeling says it’s about to get worse. I abandon the stack of paperwork I’m working through to retrieve my cell, buried beneath a few contracts. Even with the bullshit Stefano De Falco has dropped on my family’s lives, Eden can’t run itself; therefore, I manage to get work done when I can.

      The cat-and-mouse game we’re playing with him is one thing. The fact that my twenty-year-old baby sister, Aurora, is lying in a hospital bed, in a coma, because of the fucker is an entirely different thing. We’ve barely gotten her back in our lives, and already, assholes are trying to take her from us.

      Helping to hunt Rozelyn De Falco, Stefano’s daughter, gave me purpose for a few days, but with her found, the feeling of being in limbo, not knowing when Aurora will awaken, has returned. Which has made Eden an ideal place to spend my time while Flynn, our enforcer, is torturing information from Rozelyn. My older brother, Nico, is keeping everything afloat in the meantime, while our parents, his new wife, Della, her sister, and our older, estranged brother, Hawke and his girlfriend, sit by Aurora’s bedside.

      The message on my phone reads:

      
        
          
            
              
        Maurice

      

      
        Capo, can we talk?

      

      

      

      

      

      An odd message to receive from the soldier who’s old enough to be my father. For one, he rarely reaches out in general, and two, he typically comes out and states what he needs.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        About?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Maurice

      

      
        Trust me. You’ll want to hear this. Come to this location please.

      

      

      

      

      

      He shares a pin on a map, which I click, and it opens the app, providing directions from Eden to Mount Royal.

      What does he think I’ll want to hear? And why can’t it be said over the phone? Caution flares up inside me because Maurice’s behaviour is moving to a new level of strange, but there’s an urgency I must respond to.

      I abandon my work and snatch my car keys, opening a text thread to the man who, besides recent developments, I trust as much as I do Nico.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Meet me at the pin.

      

      

      

      

      

      I attach the same pin Maurice sent me to Rosen, and then a screenshot of Maurice’s message, so he knows why I’m asking him to tagalong.

      
        
          
            
              
        Rosen

      

      
        On my way.

      

      

      

      

      

      I drive to the pinned location, arriving at the base of Mount Royale. The openness of this spot is disconcerting, and my gaze constantly wanders, scanning for danger. Within minutes of parking, Rosen arrives, parking his car beside mine.

      “I’m surprised you want me here,” he says as he approaches.

      I roll my neck to look at him, amused. He should think that. After all, when learning that a highly respected and trusted bodyguard and friend is fucking the woman he’s meant to be protecting, one has the right to be pissed. But he’s proven himself over the past few days, remaining awake to scour the city for Rozelyn, all in vengeance for her drugging Aurora, so I’m over any anger I felt when learning about their secret relationship. He clearly loves her, even if he doesn’t realize it yet.

      Still, I joke, “What, because of recent revelations? I mean, sure, you’re scum and all,” I grin, easing the weight of my statement, “but you’re still one of the best. And a friend. Nico won’t kill you, you know.”

      He would have done it already.

      “Wanna bet?”

      I can bet my sports car on that fact, and while I’m about to tell him that, an older Toyota Corolla stops beside Rosen’s car, and Maurice gets out, his gaze darting over the open vastness.

      My stomach flips with anxiety, even though I tell myself his inspection is simply his training. He stops in front of us, standing a few feet away, but his studying doesn’t end. I glance at Rosen, checking if he shares my confusion.

      “You wanted to talk, Maurice,” I start, breaking the soldier’s attention. “Very strange circumstances, I must say.”

      He jerks his head into a nod and shifts his feet, rolling his lips around. Maurice is typically good at holding in his emotions. Given his experience, in the past, he’s often helping train the younger inductees—me and my brothers included.

      “The entire family has been hunting for De Falco.”

      The mention of that asshole’s name has me pushing off my car door where I was slouching. “You have news?”

      Maurice rubs a hand down his face, highlighting what I haven’t noticed. The crazed, red-rimmed eyes, cracked lips, and blatant fear as he continues glancing around.

      “I-I do. I know where he is. But…”

      But? There’s no time for buts.

      “But?” I prompt, my feet bringing me nearer. “But what, Maurice? Where is he? What do you know?” The demand for his response grows, and my hands curl by my sides, fighting to prevent from strangling the truth out of him.

      The man I’ve known my entire life and the one standing in front of me are not the same. This one, with his shoulders hunched, his breathing heavy, his eyes puffy, is not the man who helped train me. Is not the one who fought by my father’s side for many years.

      “I-I’m sorry, Capo. I-I h-had to protect her and⁠—”

      “Who?” Rosen demands.

      “My daughter.”

      His daughter? Maurice doesn’t have a daughter. All our men are extensively background checked before they take their oaths. Maurice has always been a single guy, quieter than some, sticking to himself.

      Father would know about this. No one can hide a family from us, even one that was created during his employment.

      “Stefano De Falco is—” Maurice stops, swallowing. “You must help me protect her. De Falco is⁠—”

      His words cut off into a gurgle, his eyes bulging, hands flying to cover the spurt of blood coming from his neck. He stumbles toward us, and Rosen lunges, catching Maurice’s body before he hits the ground. But the moment Rosen has him, Maurice takes his final breath.

      “Get down!”

      Reaching for Rosen, I yank on his sleeve until he drops the dead soldier and I’m able to drag him toward my car, using it as a shield. The shot came from somewhere behind Maurice, so that’s the direction to avoid.

      “We can’t leave him!” Rosen argues, positioning his feet as though he’s about to stand again.

      I wish we didn’t have to but retrieving his body means being in the open again, and a dead man’s body isn’t worth our very much alive ones. Empathy for the man who’s been around my entire life can’t be felt until later, when we’re safe. Sometimes, grief must be set aside.

      “We need to get out of here,” I counter. “Standing could mean death. We’ll come back for his body, but our lives matter more.” I reach up and pull on the driver’s side door, slipping inside quickly. No further shots have come at us, but that’s not to say they won’t.

      Once Rosen climbs in the back seat, I peel out of the lot, abandoning Rosen’s car and Maurice’s body.
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        * * *

      

      “Rosen and Aurora, huh? Our family doesn’t do simple.”

      If it wasn’t for Hawke’s use of “our,” I’d laugh. Rather, it comes out as a huff because I’m too stuck on his acknowledgement of what he is to us.

      Family.

      Hawke. My other sibling, older than Nico by barely a year, should be underboss right now. When he was fourteen, he was kidnapped and raped over a series of days before our father rescued him. Already, he held a tentative hatred for the mob life, and it gave him an out.

      Until a few months ago, when he reached out to Nico for assistance in saving the woman, who’s presently occupying the back seat of my sports car, as I drive them both to the private airfield the Corsetti jet is waiting on.

      That single contact started a domino effect. When Nico told Della about Hawke, she suggested inviting him to their wedding. Shocking enough, Hawke agreed to come, and even brought his girlfriend, Willow, who he’s fiercely protective of. They remained in the city long past what they agreed to due to Aurora’s unforeseen drugging. Since she woke earlier today, they’re headed home.

      “I think it’s sweet,” Willow speaks up from the back seat. “He’s her bodyguard, but clearly being around each other so much sparked something between them.”

      “It’ll be weird,” I comment, pulling up to the airfield and stopping a short distance from the plane. “My entire life, I’ve seen Rosen in one light. Once Aurora’s out of the hospital, we won’t hear the end of this. Which means, soon, I’ll be adjusting to the idea of them together.”

      Hawke laughs. “Would now be the time to admit I encouraged it? First at the reception and then today when I said goodbye. She doesn’t deserve to be forced into an engagement to Erico Rossi, who’ll only make her miserable.” He narrows his eyes as though daring me to disagree.

      Shutting off the car, I shrug, uncaring what my siblings do. “I agree. I’ve been saying to Nico from the beginning that she’ll hate him for the engagement, but he was insistent she’d fall in line. Guess I was right.”

      Hawke isn’t listening any longer though. He’s staring at the jet, a wistful expression consuming him. His body posture changes subtly, his spine curling with his slump.

      “You don’t have to leave.” My neutral tone hides hope. Having Hawke remain in Montreal and rejoin the family is a dream. “We all like having you home.”

      He doesn’t face me, but the corner of his mouth lifts, his lip ring becoming more obvious in the setting sun’s glow. He couldn’t look more different than Nico and me with his gothic style and multiple facial piercings, but we’d all take him back instantly.

      Especially our parents, who he hasn’t spoken to, right up to leaving.

      “You sound like Aurora. She asked me the same.”

      “What’d you tell her?”

      “Same thing I’ll tell you. I might be going home, but there’s a reason I came in the first place, Rafael. I won’t allow another fourteen years to pass without visiting.”

      As though he hasn’t just dropped great news, he slides from my car and helps Willow out. After a moment, I trail behind them, not bothering to hide my grin as I come around the other side of my vehicle.

      “Thanks for the ride,” Willow says with her typical small smile. “At the hospital, it seemed like you were headed elsewhere when Aurora kicked everyone out.”

      I was, but I simply shrug off her comment. “Like I’d leave you guys to take a cab. Or worse, ask for a ride from our parents.” Hawke would probably walk before doing that.

      Hawke reaches his hand out toward me, and I take it in a shake, but in the action, he pushes a piece of paper into my hand. “My number,” he explains. “I also gave it to Aurora. Only you two and Nico have it. Don’t give it to our parents.”

      I unfold the paper, reciting the digits in my head. For all the shit that’s gone down with Aurora and De Falco in the past few days, there’s been one major positive in this and that’s been having my brother back.

      “Thanks, Hawke.”

      He stands there for a beat, as though thinking about doing something, but changes his mind and reaches for Willow’s hand, pulling her toward the plane.

      She waves before turning around and walking up the staircase first, disappearing into the body of the plane. At the top of the stairs, Hawke stops, turning around to face me again. He’s too far to see his expression, but he lifts his hand in a final wave and then disappears into the plane.

      Originally, once seeing Aurora awake and well, I was going to head for Maurice’s house, but Hawke requesting a ride to the airport is much more important. De Falco and the hidden truths swirling around my family can wait until tomorrow because today was about family. Aurora’s health and Hawke’s reconnection.

      The pilot gets to work prepping the plane for takeoff, but I don’t budge. Not as the jets whirl, blasting loud and blustering winds around me, or as the plane moves. Not even when it turns down the runway, getting farther and farther away, speed eventually lifting it into the sky.

      When it’s finally out of sight, I push off from my car and unfold the note with Hawke’s number on it again, reading it over and over before inputting it into my phone’s contacts.

      Love you, big bro.

      More than anything, I want him back and to never leave again, but he has friends and a successful law firm where he’s made home. I should be proud of him for doing what he wants, for chasing his dream, but it’s difficult to feel pride when my own selfish desires continue to take over.

      I get it, though. He has his life and I have mine.

      Life of a capo.
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        Isabelle

      

      

      His fangs glinted in the low light of the candles lining the room as he stalked closer.

      “Little prey,” he cooed, his lips curling, making his fangs more prominent. I always should have feared how easily he could kill me, but my betraying body reacted in other ways instead, and I only felt lust at the sight of his teeth.

      He side-stepped me. His shoulder brushed mine, a barely-there touch I felt in the bottom of my stomach. I turned my head to follow his trajectory, keeping him in sight.

      “You’re not supposed to smell as delicious as you do,” he murmured, his lips dangerously close to my ear, causing me to shiver.

      I stopped breathing when strands of his hair skated over my neck, reminding me how close he was. How easy it was for him to sink his teeth into me.

      How much I wanted him to.

      “What am I supposed to smell like then?” I find myself asking.

      “My enemy,” he purred, shifting closer. His chest aligned with my back and his hands came up, cupping my shoulders and locking my feet in place. “My enemy, instead of my downfall.”

      His teeth plunged into⁠—

      “How can you read that shit? There’s no pictures.”

      I’ve never hated a person more than I do right now.

      Slamming my Kindle down, I remind myself to breathe deeply before I risk getting fired from a job I should technically not even have yet based on the education requirements.

      The deep breaths calm my mind enough to respond to who’s become the bane of my existence the past couple weeks. I find him patiently watching me, his chin propped up on his fist from where he leans against the counter, acting as though he’s innocent and hasn’t just insulted my reading preferences.

      With his free hand, he gestures toward my e-reader. “You were totally into that scene, but from what I read—and I did read over your shoulder to see what you were so engrossed in—it’s not that exciting. Some vampire dude’s about to bite a chick, right?”

      Every syllable out of this guy’s mouth sets my teeth on edge.

      No amount of breathing will make Gage more tolerable, so I turn away from him, opting not to respond. Over his past two weeks here at Bibliothèque de Côte-des-Neiges, I’ve come to terms with the fact that he’s just someone I can’t stand.

      I play nice because my manager told me to, but I certainly don’t need to like the douche. And a douche he is. An idiotic douche, to be exact. Anyone else would have learned their lesson the three—yes, three—times they were caught and fined for illegal hunting. But not Gage. Instead, he aimed for a fourth, pissed off the courts, and not only was fined again, but sentenced to community service. Something about “giving back,” though I find it difficult to imagine what they think working in a library will do, considering he murders innocent animals for fun.

      How and why do I know all this? Because Gage talks about it all the time. All. The. Fucking. Time. Like he’s proud and views it as an accomplishment. Sometimes I imagine he has dead animal furs and other trophy-like items scattered over his house, and then I despise him more.

      Putting aside his unsavoury murderous hobbies, he’s a douche in general. Insults everything I read, reluctantly follows my instructions, rolls his eyes when patrons enter, and acts like books will burn him alive every time he has to touch them.

      Maybe they will. If I’m lucky.

      To top it all off, he doesn’t exactly understand the word “no.” It makes sense coming from the guy who repeatedly went behind the court’s back and continued doing what they caught him for.

      “If you’re getting turned on by the idea of biting, I could make that a thing.” Gage leans closer, stretching his arm across the counter. His large hand rests over my Kindle and he tries to tug it free from my hand, but I hold firm, glaring, fucking daring him to steal it. “If you’d finally accept my offer to hang out, that is.”

      “Thanks,” I tighten my grip, ripping it from under his hand and tucking it beneath the counter, where I typically store it when I’m working, “but no thanks.”

      He trails behind me as I walk away, first to a nearby shelf, then to the cart of books I abandoned earlier that need to be shelved. “You’re not seeing someone. Obviously.”

      Obviously. I know why he says that, why he assumes. It’s why everyone assumes. I’ve lived the experiences enough to know I’m not what guys want, but it doesn’t mean morons like Gage get a free pass because they think I’m desperate.

      I’ll never be desperate enough for him.

      I’ll happily die my virgin, spinster self before remotely considering his offer.

      I sort the recently returned books, stacking them into piles based on genre. The mystery stack is the largest, so I grab that and shove it roughly toward him, doing more damage to my fingers than his chest.

      “Here. Put these away.”

      He takes the stack, his fingers brushing mine as he moves away, his lip lifting in what he thinks is a sexy smirk, but he’ll never be like the men I read about. No one will.

      “You got it, Isabelle.”

      I’ve never hated hearing my name more than when he says it.

      After Gage walks away, I put the remainder of the books away, taking my time as I walk through the empty young adult and youth floor of the library. It’s the middle of the day, so with most children and teenagers in school right now, patrons are much fewer.

      Which makes my job very simple and provides a lot of extra reading time, which is a perk. Plus, with Gage as my involuntary helper, I have an extra set of hands.

      When I finish shelving the books, I do a quick clean-up of the counter, ensuring everything is orderly and in its place. When all is done, I get my Kindle again and unlock it, opening to the scene Gage interrupted earlier.
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        * * *

      

      After what ends up becoming a gruelling, long shift with Gage continuously interrupting me and me having to give him various tasks to keep him busy, I’m pleased to be heading home.

      The four o’clock sun shines in my face as I walk toward my apartment complex. Once I cross a street, I glance behind me, taking a quick survey of my surroundings. I turn down my music, ensuring I’d be able to hear footsteps come up behind me. Half a block down, I check behind me again.

      It’s wise to be vigilant in a city, but the obsessive checking Dad drilled into me is a pattern I’m trying to break. There’s vigilance and then there’s psychotic.

      Dad’s a bit…paranoid. That’d be the best word to describe him. He’s been like that for as long as I can remember. He’s always feared something, choosing to homeschool me instead of allowing me to attend a public school. Even living alone now, he’s always reminding me to triple-check the lock on my door before bed, to constantly scan my surroundings as I walk, to keep my keys in my grip for an easy weapon.

      I maintain quick strides, thankful the library isn’t too far away from where I live. When I get to my apartment, I turn the deadbolt as well as the door chain. Little behaviours I could and maybe should change, but they remind me of living with Dad.

      Moving out last year meant him allowing me to be a regular adult and doing something with my English Literature degree—which I completed on an expedited path because homeschooling meant graduating high school before everyone else when there’s nothing else to do but study.

      He agreed since he spent so much of my childhood not present. Like, he was there but not truly and mentally there, which makes his obsession with safety even more irritating. I don’t have it in my heart to suggest he go get his mental health checked, but I want to because his paranoia is stifling.

      Thinking about him reminds me of the date. We should be having our weekly dinner tomorrow night at his house. I glance at my phone, thinking how he’s typically habitual in his confirmation messages the day before. I haven’t gotten one yet, which is strange, but I have noticed his job as a security officer for some downtown office has been keeping him busier than usual these past couple of weeks.

      If I hear nothing by tomorrow, I’ll head over there regardless.

      I wander through my apartment, shutting curtains as I go, heading for the bathroom to clean up. Washing my face at the end of the day is probably the best part. Being able to take the makeup wipe and reveal the redness I try so hard to hide when I’m at work.

      Well, not hide. It’d be impossible to completely conceal the ugly scars on my face. One that starts on my forehead and skates down my cheek, with the other on the opposite cheek, ending at my chin. They’re always there, impossible to ignore, but my foundation does a decent job of managing to reduce the redness.

      As I wash my face, my fingers brush over the raised skin. I have no recollection of receiving them, but it must have happened when I was young, since any photos of me as a child already has me with them. Dad claims it was an accident. No matter how many times I’ve asked for details, he brushes me aside and claims it’s for the best.

      But I’ve always wondered: what kind of accident turns a child into a monster?
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        Rafael

      

      

      There’s a common joke that the youngest child—or, in my case, son—has it easier. They’re the least anxious, having less worries of all the siblings. By the time they’re born, their parents are so exhausted from raising their older siblings, there’s fewer restrictions placed on them.

      It’s completely true.

      I’ve grown up with a lot of freedoms. When Hawke left, Nico slid into the place of Father’s heir, eventually becoming underboss and me, the son next in line, capo. And after what happened with Hawke, Father spent extra efforts training Nico, which left me to certain liberties.

      When Nico took his position of underboss, I also became mine, which is why I find myself parking my custom-painted Audi R8 in the Ville-Marie neighbourhood, outside a small, picturesque house.

      Seriously?

      Definitely imagined Maurice’s home more bachelor-like, rather than a two-storey house in a residential neighbourhood. It seems too large for the man I’ve known my entire life, but then again, apparently he has a hidden child, so this is starting to make more and more sense.

      I glance at my phone again, rereading the address found in Maurice Dupont’s file and matching it to the house number and street sign in front of me.

      This seems to be it.

      I slide from the car, not bothering to lock the doors as I stride away. Anyone can take two seconds to peek at the car and then me and determine I’m someone they don’t want to fuck with.

      Once I’m in the shadows provided by the house, I push my sunglasses up and onto my head, fixing my features to be sympathetic. Maurice isn’t the first man I’ve seen killed in front of me. We’ve lost plenty of good guys over the years, and while each of their deaths make me feel bad, they get easier. Expected. When one deals and witnesses death so much, it’s easier to switch off the grief.

      Striding up to the door, I steel a breath. No matter how many deaths I’ve seen, this part, informing the family, is the hardest. These men opt to work for us, so it’s only proper to do their families the graciousness of delivering the news directly.

      I lift a fist to the white door and knock in three rapid successions, and then wait. Eventually, I hear feet approaching the door. It opens a crack, a woman’s deep brown eyes peering through. The colour is so dark, so soft, I’m momentarily distracted.

      They quickly flick down my body before she opens the door a few more inches, revealing more of her. Dressed in a simple tank and jean shorts, her shapely legs momentarily steal my attention. I love a woman’s legs. I love them peeking out from a dress. I love watching them be spread for others, or even parting them myself. The feel of plump skin beneath my hands; the perfect handle to grip onto as I push into her.

      “Who are you?”

      Her rough, rude tone forces my attention upwards, stunned to be spoken to like this. Clearly, this woman hasn’t been taught manners.

      She shuts the door a fraction, blocking more of her body from view. I can appreciate her fear. Makes her wise.

      My gaze travels back to her face; her chestnut hair is wrapped up in a messy bun, clearing the way for me to notice what I hadn’t before.

      Scars. Two of them.

      One long one, etched along the edge of her face, starting on her forehead, inches above her right eye, and curving down her cheek. The other one is on the left side of her face, from her cheek to her chin. Raised and pink, but obviously not new.

      I don’t know what to think or say. Scars like that, like they were etched, permanently marking up otherwise smooth skin makes me wonder who hurt her. Why they hurt her. What their names are so I can hunt them down and disfigure them.

      “Who are you?” she repeats warily.

      The scar beginning at her forehead wrinkles as her face pinches into a sneer. The door closes another inch, but I throw my hand into it, stopping it from being shut any farther.

      This woman can’t be his daughter because, based on her appearance, she must be in her twenties, and there’s no way Maurice hid a child from my father for over twenty years. Perhaps she’s a girlfriend or a babysitter to the child.

      “My name is Rafael Corsetti. I’m an associate of Maurice Dupont. I need to speak with his daughter.”

      It’s a barely noticeable change, but her expression smooths a fraction, which I only notice because I’m so intently watching her. Her gaze drops before quickly flicking upwards again, but there’s a new strain behind her eyes. Her hand on the door tightens.

      “What do you want with her?”

      “I have news about her father.”

      “What about my father?” She crosses her arms, cocking her hip to lean against the door. Through her façade, fear filters in, her skin growing paler with each passing second.

      Her father?

      I scan the tiny, scarred woman again. Oh, fuck. Not a babysitter then. This could be beneficial though. If there’s a possibility of Maurice’s child overhearing something useful, an adult makes this even more likely.

      “You’re his daughter?”

      “Glad to find someone with such a pretty face doesn’t need his hearing checked. Yes, that’s what I said.”

      Spunky. She’s the opposite of Maurice’s quiet demeanor. He’s always been reserved, but his behaviours don’t seem to have duplicated into her.

      “Where is my father?” she demands, her voice getting harder, her words quickening. “Why hasn’t he answered my messages? W-where is he?” The stutter does it for her, and every muscle in her body slumps as the realization dawns on her face. “No.”

      Not the way I wished to announce it, but with her own understanding, she’s opened the pathway for me to finish. “I’m sorry. This morning, there was an acci⁠—”

      “No!” She screeches, stumbling back from the door, her hand blindly reaching for it, for something to hold onto.

      I don’t know why, but I stretch my hand for her. Stepping over the threshold, I complete a quick scan of the small, domesticated living room, finding the couch against the closest wall, and lead her toward it. She allows me, not fighting my hold. The moment her ass touches the cushions, her tears begin to drip down her face, sliding right over those scars.

      “No. No, I won’t believe it. No!” She yanks her hand from mine, placing it with her other on her lap, tightening them into fists as she continues denying the facts. “No. My father works security in a downtown office. I don’t know who you are or how you’re associated with him, but he’s fine.”

      Security. So, she doesn’t know the truth of her father. Seems like he was hiding from us and his daughter.

      I take a knee, positioning my arms on either side of her lap. Her head tips down to her chest, the tears continuing to pour as she mumbles her denials. She rocks lightly, her legs coming up to her chest.

      She’s not allowed to hide from me though, or from the truth. A shit part of this life, no matter one’s role in it, is the pain. With two fingers under her chin, I tilt her head because regardless of her assumptions, she needs to hear the facts.

      Instead, she rips her head away with a snarl and, like a flipped switch, she shoves me, trying to make me stumble, but my stance holds firm.

      “I don’t know who you are but leave. My father is fine. He’s fine. He’s running late at work, that’s it.” She swipes at another fallen tear, rage quickly replacing her sadness.

      Denial. It’s a common emotion when faced with grief.

      She shoves me again, but before she can knock me over, I stand. She instantly stands too, her hands ramming into my side, my back, anywhere she can reach.

      “Get out of here. Go! Leave! Never come back.”

      I back up, palms up, indicating I don’t mean any harm, regardless of the news. “I’m sorry, Miss Dupont. I hate⁠—”

      “Leave!”

      I hadn’t realized a woman could master the look of death, but this one does.

      With a final tip of my head, I conform to her request. The moment I pass the threshold to the outdoors, she slams the door shut. I head back to my car, promising to see her soon because I’m not finished with her yet.
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        Isabelle

      

      

      Impossible.

      He’s a creep.

      My father works security for a downtown company, which means no one would be interested in harming him. He checks goddamn ID badges to ensure only staff are the ones entering.

      Whoever the guy was, he was lying. An associate of my father. Bullshit. This is some trick, because if anything were to happen to Dad, his company would reach out to me. HR, or someone. The police. And that man clearly was not someone from Human Resources because he barely identified himself.

      So, why am I crying? Why are tears dripping down my face as if, somehow, deep down, I know? Dad’s religious with his check-ins. Lifting my phone, I reread the last message from him, early yesterday morning when he wished me a good day.

      I’m crying because of the tingling feeling in the base of my gut telling me I’m wrong to believe everything is fine.

      Easy way to solve this.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Hey, still on for dinner? I’m already here.

      

      

      

      

      

      He’ll answer. Of course, he’ll respond.

      I lay my phone on the coffee table and scoot to the edge of the couch, propping my elbows onto my knees to watch and wait.

      And wait.

      After ten seconds, I tap the screen, hoping it froze and that his reply had already come through.

      It was only ten seconds, relax.

      I stare at the time change in the top right corner of the phone. I wait until a full five minutes pass before worry begins to creep up again.

      It’s only been five minutes, relax.

      My hands rub on my thighs, a slight rocking motion controlling my body as I wait. Dad’s answer will appear. He’ll text he’s on his way and then he’ll show up and that’s how this will go. He’ll come through the door, and I’ll brush that stranger’s visit off as a prank.

      Maybe I’ve inherited Dad’s paranoia and that’s all this is.

      Besides, who shows up at someone’s door to give such news? The entire situation was peculiar, and that’s putting it politely.

      What did he say his name was again? Rafael. Rafael Corsetti.

      I lift my phone and open the search engine app, typing his name into the bar and watching as dozens of results flash over my screen.

      Rafael Corsetti: Mafia Playboy.

      Eden, a new adults-only club, opens its doors downtown. The owner, Rafael Corseti…

      Corsetti or Criminal?

      Illegal drug handling linked to the Corsettis…

      With every mention of his last name, of him and his family, there’s a clear theme in the results. Crime. Mafia. That’s a thing? I know my fair share about the mafia through romance books. Arranged marriages, guns, crime, drug trades, and sexy, dangerous male main characters, but that’s all they are—fictional.

      The man at my door certainly fit the bill. Who walks around in a suit in broad daylight? And a suit that’s seen better days, being rumpled, like he plucked it from a pile on his floor. His messy hair didn’t say straightlaced, but the look in his eyes certainly did. Who else could speak about a parent’s alleged death and not blink an eye, not show any compassion?

      But wait, getting back to the point in my research—if the man who was at my door is Rafael Corsetti, crime lord, then how is Dad associated with him? Maybe Dad is security for one of their legal businesses?

      Even as the thought crosses my mind, my scoff immediately follows. People often acquaint homeschooling with being dumber than other kids my age, but in fact, I’ve always been more advanced. When other teenagers were still in high school, I was beginning my Bachelors. When high school graduates were moving away to attend college, I was ending my degree and applying for my Masters in Library Science, which I’ll be completing my final semester this fall.

      Therefore, I’m not dumb. And believing Dad is associated with Rafael Corsetti, simply because the security company he works for oversees the Corsetti’s buildings, would make me completely inept. Given the illegal stuff they do, it’d make sense they want their own staff to monitor their buildings. People they trust to check properly. Which means…

      My phone slips through my hand to the floor when the thought officially formulates. A thought, deep down, I must have known the moment I researched Rafael Corsetti, but one I hadn’t allowed to form because I don’t want to consider the truth.

      Dad works for the mafia.

      How though? Every single night, he was vigilant to return home in the evening, dismissing the nanny who’d care for me during the day. Mafia life doesn’t exactly scream nine-to-five career options.

      And how have I never noticed? Is a little kid’s ignorance that strong? Is that where his paranoia comes from: trained to be vigilant and wary of his surroundings?

      What the fuck is happening? No, this is impossible. Dad is not mafia. It’s impossible…

      Right?

      I stand, brushing my hands against my bare legs, and wander toward the kitchen. After retrieving a clean glass from the cupboard, I fill it with cold water. I’m not thirsty, but it keeps my hands busy while awaiting Dad’s response.

      I chug the water in large gulps and place the glass on the counter, treading back into the living room, but maintaining a distance from my cellphone. It’ll vibrate with his message; I don’t need to check it.

      It’ll happen.

      Even if minutes have already passed. It’ll happen.

      Dad isn’t part of the mafia and he’s coming home soon. Work is running late, that’s all.

      Walking by the living room, I head for the carpeted staircase, ascending the stairs. Directly across from them is the room I grew up in, still decorated from when I lived here, although sparsely filled, since I took most of my belongings with me.

      Beside my old room is Dad’s. I open his door and enter. He’d be annoyed to find me here, and rightly so, since he has strict rules about being in his private space. In fact, as I walk slowly through, I don’t think I’ve ever been in this room without him.

      I scan the tidy space, from the made bed, to the single nightstand on the right side. A phone’s charging cord waits for its partner to come back. The lamp is off, but the mystery novel he’s reading waits for his next session, a bookmark in the middle of it. It was one I gave him after I horrifyingly observed him fold a page’s corner. It was the best item I’ve ever donated, saving hundreds of books over the years.

      Across from the bed is the double-doored closet and I grab a hold of the metal handles, pausing as I take a deep breath. I have no clue what I’m doing in his room, let alone what I’m looking for—if anything. Or why I’m about to open his closet. Or what I’m about to find, but⁠—

      I yank them open before I can think on it longer, studying the row of hung attire. Flicking through them mindlessly, I find nothing. The shelf above the hangers is bare, and the floor has two boxes. Rifling through, I find only clothing. Probably items that no longer fit him.

      There’s nothing here.

      It’s like my subconscious seeks for ways to contradict the fact that a mafia man recently showed up at my door, alleging my father works for him. But it’s difficult to find evidence against such a claim when Dad keeps an empty room.

      I wonder if it’s always been this empty, because if so, why was he always scared of me in here without him? There’s nothing interesting to discover here.

      I exit his room and shut his door before he knows I’ve entered and then return downstairs, heading for my phone, positive he’ll have responded by now. It’s been so long since I’ve sent him the message and he never forgets our supper plans. His nine-to-five job means he’s consistently around in the evenings.

      When I lift my phone, only my blank lock screen reflects—no text message. Weight drops into my stomach, dragging my body to the couch. I still can’t believe this. I don’t want to believe it.

      Dad isn’t dead. He. Is. Not. Dead.

      That’s what I repeat to myself all evening. Eventually, I curl up on the couch, staring at the door with my phone clutched in my hand, waiting for the moment it opens and Dad enters like nothing’s amiss. Then we’ll eat a late dinner and I’ll forget all about Rafael Corsetti’s prank visit.

      And I won’t admit to myself that I’m in denial.
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        Rafael

      

      

      The elevator doors to my condo can’t open fast enough before I’m pushing out of the elevator, shedding my suit’s outer coat in the doorway. After kicking off my shoes, I head straight for the bathroom, stripping the rest of my clothes as I go.

      Today needs a redo, and it starts by returning to Maurice’s house and finding his secret adult daughter again. My gut says hiding her was obviously purposeful on his part. I need to call Nico and should have on the drive from Maurice’s house to my condo, but I continued to replay the interaction instead.

      Once the shower is steaming and coating the glass walls, I enter, letting the scalding water penetrate my exhausted muscles. Beneath the rainfall showerhead, I think about how I didn’t even get her name.

      Maurice knows something about De Falco, which means his daughter is my only connection to that truth. No matter how much she denies her father’s death, she’s now valuable to me.

      Once I finish showering, I wrap a fluffy towel around my waist and pad out of the bathroom and head next door, to my room, unlocking my phone as I go.

      
        
          
            
              
        Nico

      

      
        How’d the visit to Maurice’s go?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Call me.

      

      

      

      

      

      I can’t put into a text how strange it was, so when Nico calls, I recount everything that happened, including who I found, with only slight grunts and murmurs as my brother’s responses.

      Once I finish speaking, he agrees, “Return tomorrow. Don’t let her push you out this time. There’s more to her, and I want to know what it is. She could very well know what Maurice does, which means she’s our connection to De Falco.”

      “Agreed. How’s Rozelyn coming along?”

      “Flynn hasn’t updated me yet, so I assume there’s nothing.”

      “And Aurora?” Now that she’s been awake for a complete day.

      “Rosen’s with her,” my brother replies, a slight bite in his tone. “She snuck out of the hospital last night to come here and stayed the night with him. This morning, she bombarded my office, shouting about how she deserves her happiness and not to be used.”

      “I mean…” He knows me well enough to recognize my tone, which says I agree with her. I’ve been on Aurora’s side since the beginning. Regardless of Rosen, she should never be forced into a wedding she doesn’t want.

      “Fuck off, brother.” He grunts, amusement weaving between the harsh words. “I know, I know, and believe me, she does too.”

      “I take it she won?”

      “Yes. Now, we need to figure out how to break this news to the New York Famiglia. Ending this engagement means losing the union, but also pissing off our biggest North American rival for a second time. They could declare war over this.”

      He’s referring to when Mother was engaged to one of the Rossis, before Father killed him and kidnapped her for himself. Nico has been trying to renegotiate a union with the Famiglia, considering both sides’ leadership has changed hands, and pasts can be forgiven. Once, not twice.

      “That sounds like a you problem. I have other shit to deal with. Has someone gone to retrieve Maurice’s body?”

      Nico pauses. “I sent a few men to the location earlier. His body’s no longer there.”

      “Fuckers. So the shooters took his corpse.” Fuck. Now, not only is his daughter in denial, but I have no proof he’s even gone. Just my word, which will likely mean nothing to her.

      “Learning about his daughter creates more questions than answers,” he mutters, sighing heavily, the sound of a man with too much on his shoulders. At least I can deal with her, so he can focus on his new wife, Aurora’s health, and De Falco.

      “Don’t worry about her. She’s my issue. I’ll visit her again tomorrow morning now that she’s had some time to hopefully process the news. I’ll figure out how much she knows about her father.”

      “And if she knows nothing?”

      “I’ll work with that. There’s a reason Maurice asked us to protect her, and that’s exactly what I’ll do. Like you said, Nic, too many questions to be satisfied with her claiming to know nothing.”

      “Thanks, Raf. Get some sleep. I suspect this is the beginning of more.”

      When Nico hangs up, I return my phone back to the nightstand and all but throw myself into bed, remaining on top of the covers, my towel loosely coming undone with my movements.

      I don’t even have the girl’s name, but I want to know it. I want to know about her, aside from the secrets her father apparently holds. First off, those fascinating scars. They weren’t from an accident. In this world, I’ve seen a lot. I’ve seen wounds and injuries bad enough that they scar when healing. But two lines down the sides of her face isn’t an accident. They’re too perfectly drawn, avoiding her eyes and other features, but still present enough to be noticeable.

      What is she doing right now? She seemed convinced I was lying, but at this time of night, she must realize her father isn’t coming home. Her father, who was fearful for her life. So scared, he couldn’t get out what he tried to tell us before he was murdered.

      I imagine her wandering the house, staring out the windows, waiting for his car to pull into the driveway. I imagine her awake all night, waiting anxiously for someone who’ll never come.

      It’s those pictures in my mind that has me rolling from bed and going to my closet to find fresh clothing. I dress in jeans and a Henley shirt, snatch my keys off the counter from where I tossed them earlier, and head for my private elevator, taking it all the way to the ground floor, past my adult-only club, Eden, and right to the basement parking garage.

      With my car, I retrace the path I drove only hours ago, toward the quiet neighbourhood, this time parking a few houses down, not to alert her to my presence if she is looking outside.

      Scanning the street, most of the houses are dark. I imagine many of the residents have gone to bed in preparation for their jobs and schools tomorrow. I wonder if they’d know anything about Maurice’s habits or about his daughter especially.

      For now, I slink between Maurice’s house and his neighbour’s, heading to the backyard. Sticking to the shadows, I position myself between two trees, remaining in the dark in case she peeks out the window. Propping myself against the bark, I cross my arms and wait for movement.

      I’ve never stalked a woman before—or anyone, for that matter.

      Although, the act of waiting and watching this woman through her windows reminds me of being in Eden. My personal favourite area is the voyeur and exhibitionism wing, made up of a set of rooms with windows that allow those on the other side to witness the sexual acts within them.

      There’s nothing like dominating a woman in front of others. The act of being watched, but unavailable for them to touch. The knowledge my partner and I are turning others on by simply sharing our bodies. It’s thrilling, a sense of power like none other, to control someone else’s pleasure, including who gets to witness it and who doesn’t.

      Similarly, I enjoy being the voyeur too, watching people as they move together, touch one another, being so open and vulnerable. To see fingers, tongues, cocks, or even toys enter the most intimate parts of someone’s body and to be involved in their pleasure from afar.

      Movement tugs me from my thoughts. A figure steps by the kitchen window, stopping to peer out. I lean back into the tree; certain she can’t see me but not willing to risk the chance.

      The light is on, so I’m able to clearly see her as the sigh wracks her form and her head drops low, her arms propping her body on the counter. Misery overtakes her and though I can’t tell if she’s crying from this distance, I can almost sense it.

      Maybe she’s done denying the truth.

      One hand lifts from the counter and she swipes it over her face, pausing with her fists in her eyes, rubbing roughly.

      Stop harming yourself. I want to burst through that back door and wipe her tears away, though I have no idea where that sudden thought came from. She looks so…broken.

      She turns away from the counter. The kitchen goes dark after a moment, and then so does the room beyond. My eyes drift up the side of the house, waiting for one of those rooms’ lights to switch on, since I assume she’s going to bed.

      No light turns on though.

      A few seconds pass, and I step a couple feet closer to the house, hoping to see a dim light somewhere through the windows, but there’s nothing.

      Did she leave?

      Sticking to the bushes again, I press close, ignoring the pokes and prods of the branches as I slowly walk the side of the house, planning to check the front in case she’s slipped out.

      “Fuck, ow.”

      I freeze, my hand flying to my holster for my Glock. Someone is here. I hope it’s a neighbour nearby, except there’s been no additional sounds, such as other houses’ doors opening.

      I scan the small backyard, eyes studying every bush and short tree, searching for movement as I bring my gun up, removing the safety. A gentle rustle from the other side of the backyard drifts toward me. It could very well be the wind making the leaves dance, but no, I don’t think it is. Instinct deems otherwise.

      Sticking to the shadows still, I slink through the yard. There’s no way to hide from whoever is here, but it’s now a matter of speed, of who shoots first. I won’t shoot blindly into the night, not here in a neighbourhood with so many civilians around.

      Keeping my pace slow and careful, I lean down and take a blade from my boot. Father trained Nico and me to carry multiple weapons, so we have defensive options.

      I’m only a few feet away from where I first saw the movement when a body lunges from the bush, throwing his weight into me. I see him coming, mostly, and side-step him, rolling to a crouch, my knife lifted and waiting for one more wrong move.

      I can’t identify the guy with how quick he jumps around and from the hoodie covering his face, but he aims for me again. The shadows shift at the right moment, and I spot the knife in his hand.

      He came to fight.

      Stupidly, I glance toward the house, the reminder of where we are. Of whose property we’re on. Something tells me, this guy knows Maurice is already dead and isn’t here for him, which means⁠—

      I spin, avoiding his knife, as my arm comes up and stabs the guy’s heart with mine. His body jerks as the blade makes its mark and he drops to the ground, instantly dead.

      “Shit.” If I thought this through better, I could have only injured him, and he could be another person for Flynn to facts from. “Fuck.”

      Scanning the backyard, I check the nearby houses to make sure no one is peering out their windows, before tucking my gun away and leaning down to grasp under the guy’s shoulders. I drag him over the grass and deeper into the shadows.

      Once I have him hidden, I pull out my phone and tap the second name on the list. “Hey,” I start once my call is answered, “we have a problem.”
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        Isabelle

      

      

      My eyes feel as though I’ve stared into the sun for hours and the heat rays burned my retinas. This might be because I’ve been awake all night, curled up in the corner of Dad’s living room, staring at the front door, willing, with every ounce of my energy, for it to open and for Dad to enter.

      Or my eyes hurt because every hour that passed without a response, my mind let go of its denial, and more tears fell.

      I don’t remember much of the night. Only my arms wrapped around my legs and the slight rock that kept my body awake. Hours passed quickly, or slow—I don’t know. I might have dozed off at some point because I recall my face being dry for a brief time, but then, I might have also just stopped crying. I don’t know anymore.

      What I do know is that Dad never came home.

      My cell phone remains abandoned on the floor a few feet away from me. I’ve stopped checking it, stopped opening the messages to Dad, despising every letter typed because they taunt me with a reminder that they will never be responded to.

      Dad’s not coming home.

      I’m not sure when I finally allow my brain to think it, finally allow myself to accept what it knows, what it’s been denying. I’m finally allowing reality to seep in and take over what I refuse to believe…but what I think is true.

      He’s not coming home. He’ll never walk through that front door again. He’ll never wrap his large arms around me, lifting me off the ground in his bearhug. He’ll never scold me for not triple checking my door when I leave my apartment.

      He’s not coming home. He’s not…here. He’s de⁠—

      That part I won’t allow my mind to admit. No, even Rafael Corsetti didn’t say those precise words yesterday. It’s not true until the words are said, so until then, my denial remains firm. His absence is unexplainable, but it’s not that. I won’t accept that.

      Even if I already know the truth.

      Knock, knock! Two rapid bangs sound from the front door, but I can’t move.

      I don’t think I can anyway, and I don’t want to try, if I’m being honest. The thought of getting off this floor, even if my ass is so far beyond numb right now, sounds like death itself. The requirement to find that kind of energy, to answer the door and then to interact with whoever’s at the door…No. I’d much prefer to avoid reality right here than do anything else. At least down here, I can pretend it’s Dad coming home.

      But Dad wouldn’t knock on his own front door, which means whoever is there, can fuck right off.

      Knock, knock!

      “Miss Dupont.”

      I recognize that voice. The smooth tone from the equally sexy man who was here yesterday. Rafael Corsetti, or as my research claimed him being: the mafia. A criminal. A person who shouldn’t be around me.

      A person who could be responsible for Dad’s disappearance.

      “Miss Dupont, open the door.”

      No. Fuck off. That’s what I want to yell, but to speak also takes energy my broken body doesn’t have. If I say nothing, he’ll go away and let me live right here on the floor, where I’ll wait for the afterlife to come claim me.

      The doorknob jiggles again, which I find stupid for him to bother attempting. Of course, I’d lock it. He clearly doesn’t know my father, if he thinks any door around me would be unlocked, especially overnight.

      The jiggling continues until the door falls open and a burst of fresh air enters alongside a figure.

      A screech flies from my throat and my hands feel around for the wall at my back, trying to use it to lift myself up, to run away from whatever death and danger Rafael Corsetti enters my father’s house with, but exhaustion quickly snips away the modicum of adrenaline that was created, my body falling right back into its position.

      “Oh, Miss Dupont.” Feet come into my view, his form towering over me. He pauses there before crouching. His arm reaches out and with two fingers, he tips my chin up.

      Stop. I try to pull away—or I tell myself to try, but all that happens is my neck muscles give up and I remain a limp doll in his hands, helpless, like so many of the heroines often found in romance novels.

      Green eyes clash with mine and he looks almost angry. Angry at me? I didn’t do anything. If anything, I should be pissed at him. His lips curl, pinching, as his eyes continue studying me.

      “Did you sleep at all?”

      “I was waiting for Dad.” I don’t know why I’m admitting this to a stranger, but I am. Because although the guy screams death and pain and agony—and so far has yet to bring anything else to my life—there’s another feeling he brings. Another feeling I can’t make sense of, but it’s there. For some reason, somehow, it’s present.

      Safety.

      His expression shatters for the briefest of seconds; a second in which I see a kind countenance. His other hand comes up to the side of my face and he cups my cheek, making me hum instinctively. Instinct? Not sure where such an reflex has come from, but again, it’s there.

      I’m way too tired to be rational. That’s all this is. Exhaustion creating irrationality.

      “Miss Dupont.”

      The way his full lips say my surname makes me want more of that.

      “Isabelle,” I admit. “My name is Isabelle.”

      “Isabelle,” he repeats, granting me the very thing I sought; the very purpose in giving the deadly man my name. “Belle.”

      Dad calls me Isa. Never Belle. There’s no one else in my life to give me a nickname, but the stranger does almost immediately, and I don’t know how to feel about it.

      His hand shifts to my neck as the one holding my chin turns my face to the right and then the left. I can’t even imagine what I look like right now, but he probably finds a mess. I wonder if my face is stained with tears or if they’ve dried by now, and if my eyes look like I was crying.

      “Leave,” I murmur with no conviction behind the demand. Worse, because then I find myself asking, “Why are you here?”

      “I came back for you, to make sure you’re all right.”

      Joke’s on you. I snort, or I try to anyway. I don’t know what I’m doing anymore.

      “You’re not all right,” he finishes, dropping my chin.

      “No shit.”





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





OEBPS/images/image-3.jpg





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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