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      Capture, bondage and fantasies fulfilled.

      Bestselling crime novelist Jett has a wicked case of writer’s block. His publisher’s screaming “deadline”, the fans are ready to riot, and Jett just wants to disappear. His friend Carissa suggests he get away, clear his head…get laid. And she has just the ticket. Literally. Two passes to an exclusive island paradise.

      

      Jett convinces Carissa to go with him, and the resort is more than either of them bargained for—especially when the simple trip turns to murder. Thrust into a plot sinister enough to rival Jett’s books, the couple embarks on a search for the killer. However, the most shocking revelation of all is their mutual attraction…and how much Jett and Carissa love working undercover.
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      “What are you doing here?”

      Jett Lewis stopped just inside the door of the Royal Lunch, his favorite dive in all of New Orleans, but the bartender—and his best friend—Carissa was looking at him as if he’d just committed some unspeakable crime.

      He tilted his head, confused by the hostility in her tone. “This is a bar and I want a drink. Those two things seemed to fit together.”

      Her scowl remained firmly in place. “It’s Sunday.”

      He chuckled. “No shit.”

      She rolled her eyes, not amused. “You always go to your mother’s house for dinner on Sunday.”

      Carissa wasn’t behind the counter. In fact, she appeared to be on her way out. “You’re not working today?” he asked, ignoring her previous comment.

      He was purposely avoiding Sunday dinner at his mother’s house, but he didn’t want to get into that with Carissa. Truth was, he wanted exactly what he’d told her. A drink. Preferably a stiff one. And then maybe two or three or a dozen more after the first.

      Carissa seemed flummoxed—something his self-assured, straight-shooting friend never was. “Um…no. I was going to run, um, a few errands.”

      Jett was fairly certain he’d never heard Carissa tell a lie until that moment. “Is that right?”

      She narrowed her eyes as if annoyed, but swallowed heavily, her guilty behavior telling him she knew she’d been caught. “Yes.” Her single-word response came just two beats too late.

      “Where are you really going?”

      She crossed her arms and blew out an exasperated breath. “What the hell are you doing here? You never come in on Sundays. Ever.”

      He ignored her question and glanced at Shawn, one of her part-time employees, manning the bar. “I’m having a drink.”

      Jett walked to his usual spot at the end of the counter and sat down. Raising his hand to catch Shawn’s attention, he said, “Scotch on the rocks.”

      Shawn nodded and began pouring as Carissa audibly sighed from across the room. She pulled her cell out of her back pocket, typed something onto it then came over to join him.

      “What about your errands?” he asked when she claimed the stool next to him.

      “They can wait.”

      Jett grinned then picked up the drink Shawn placed in front of him, lifting it in a silent toast before taking a sip. The liquid gold slid down his throat, the heat it provided a welcome relief.

      “Isn’t it a bit early for Scotch?”

      There was no judgment in Carissa’s tone—she was a bartender, after all—so he just shook his head.

      “Jett—” she started.

      “I need this drink, Rissa. And then I need the one after this. And probably four or five more after that one.”

      “Oh. It’s like that, is it?”

      He grimaced. “Yeah. It’s like that.”

      “Any special reason for getting shit-faced on a Sunday afternoon?”

      Jett shrugged. He’d come to drink himself into oblivion, hoping to forget the reason that brought him here to begin with. Then he realized that was wrong.

      He’d come here to talk to her.

      He’d met Carissa Pierre seven years earlier, when he’d been a wannabe writer and stumbled into the bar. He had been laid off from his job as a reporter at the New Orleans Sun. The newspaper had decided to downsize just a year after he’d landed the job, and as a result, the last hired was the first fired. He’d tried to find another job, even working part time as a waiter to make ends meet, but short of relocating, he was out of options.

      He’d been walking along Toulouse, wondering what the fuck he was supposed to do with his life when he’d spotted the bar with its name—Royal Lunch—written in neon. All he could think about was how he was “royally” screwed, so he’d walked in and claimed this very same spot at the bar. Carissa had been holding court behind the counter, chatting to a couple older guys who were clearly regulars. Something about her had reminded him of his foster sister Dani, and he’d felt instantly drawn to her.

      When Jett had been a teenager, Dani was his confidante. He’d talk to her and she would find a way to make him feel better. When the court system decided she’d be better off with her abusive father than with his family, Dani had run away. He’d never seen her again, though he’d never stopped looking for her face in every crowd, hoping, praying that one day he’d find her. He hadn’t realize how big the hole left in his life when Dani disappeared was until he’d found Carissa and she filled it.

      “You remember the first time we met?”

      If Carissa was taken aback by Jett’s abrupt change of topic, she didn’t let it show. That was one of the things Jett liked most about Carissa. She was steady as a rock. Which was funny considering he always put himself in relationships with women who were her polar opposite—high-maintenance, high-strung, high drama. Small wonder none of those relationships had lasted longer than a few months.

      “I remember. You were crying in your beer over a job interview for some company that hadn’t gone well.”

      He grinned. “I was hardly crying.”

      “That’s true. You were actually pretty pissed off. They gave the job to one of the boss’s nephews or something, right?”

      “Yeah. They interviewed me just to make everything look like it was on the up and up, when they’d known all along who they were going to hire. Do you remember what you said to me?”

      Carissa considered his question. “I think I asked you about the job. It sounded like some really horrible paper-pusher, fluorescent-lighting, cubicle kind of career.”

      “It was. You questioned if I really wanted to live like that. I said no. And then you asked me what my dream job was?”

      She crooked her finger at Shawn, pointing to Jett’s half-empty glass. “Set him up with another round.” She lifted his Scotch and drank what was left. “You said you wanted to write a book.”

      “Yeah. And you said, ‘so write one.’”

      She smiled. “And you did.”

      Shawn brought him another drink in a fresh glass, taking the empty one away before walking back to the other end of the counter where a small TV was set up. The Angels were playing the Nationals. Shawn was clearly rooting for the Nats and unhappy that the new shortstop had missed a ground ball when he muttered, “You clumsy fuck. Go back to St. Louis.”

      Jett looked at Carissa. For the first time since walking into the bar, he realized she was actually sort of dressed up. While she still wore her usual ponytail, she’d replaced her standard black heavy-metal-band-of-the-day t-shirt and faded blue jeans for a pair of nice black pants and a pretty top. The outfit looked totally hot, even though he knew that wasn’t her goal. He suspected she was going for respectable—and in truth, she’d accomplished that. It made him long to see her with her hair down. Something he’d never seen before.

      He started to ask her about her appearance, then worried he’d kept her from going out on a date.

      It was on the tip of his tongue to tell her she didn’t have to keep him company, but he needed to be with her. His depression had hit an all-time low this morning and it had taken every bit of energy he possessed to get out of bed, pull on some clothes and walk here.

      “Were you meeting someone?”

      She hesitated then shook her head. Another fib. On a better day, it would have bothered him that she felt the need to lie. He’d always admired her honesty, but today he let it slide because she was where he needed her to be. He’d depended on her no-holds-barred honesty ever since their first meeting.

      “You told me what I needed to hear that day. I mean, it was write a book or move away. There weren’t any jobs around here for a fresh-out-of-college journalism major.”

      “Your mama was never going to let you leave town, Jett.”

      He snorted. “You’re damn right about that.”

      The Lewis family had deep roots in New Orleans and the thought of leaving the Big Easy hadn’t set well on Jett’s shoulders either. He was very close to his siblings—foster and real—and his mother. When he’d gone home after his first meeting with Carissa and told Mama he wanted to write a book, she’d merely nodded as if that had been the obvious answer all along. She’d loaned him two hundred dollars to buy a used laptop and told him to go write a bestseller.

      The first novel hadn’t hit any list, but it had caught the attention of an agent, who managed to sell it to a publisher. The story had only just earned out the advance, but it had done well enough for a debut book that the publisher bought the next in the series. That one barely squeaked onto the New York Times list, hitting at number twenty-five, but it was the money it brought in that made the difference. Jett was offered a lucrative three-book deal and the rest, as they say, was history.

      He had a reputation as a quick, clean writer, a master of crime thrillers whose stories followed the exploits of a diamond-in-the-rough police detective.  Patterson had Alex Cross, Berry had Cotton Malone and Jett had Riley James.

      He’d added three or four Riley James novels to his backlist each year and luckily his readers continued to cry out for more.

      Then the words had dried up.

      The same ache that had resided in his chest for the past six months returned with a vengeance. He picked up the Scotch and drained the glass in one long swig.

      Carissa frowned when he waved to Shawn, silently ordering another.

      “You should have gone to your mother’s house for dinner.”

      He gave her a sad smile. “I can’t face that again, Rissa.”

      He didn’t have to explain. Carissa was well aware of his writer’s block, knew perfectly well why he was here with the intention of getting wasted.

      The reason he’d opted to hang out at the Royal Lunch was because, unlike his well-meaning family, Carissa had never offered him advice on how to overcome the block or told him to be patient, that his words would return eventually. She didn’t suggest meditation or relaxation techniques or send him emails with hyperlinks to articles about writer’s block and how to beat it. She didn’t dump him, like his last girlfriend, because he was “a real downer lately.”

      “They love you, Jett. That’s what families do. They worry and fret and try to fix shit in your life when it’s broken. They don’t mean to annoy you.”

      He knew that. And if he weren’t in the midst of the world’s biggest and longest-running pity party, he’d appreciate their efforts to help.

      Jett ran his finger along the rim of his glass. “I understand that. I do. I just needed a break from it today. I’ll call my mother later to apologize for missing dinner.”

      Carissa nodded slowly. “You know, you’ve never asked me for advice about this.”

      He frowned. “You have advice?”

      She raised one eyebrow as if to say what do you think. “Are you kidding me? I have an opinion on everything. You know that.”

      “But you’ve never said anything.”

      “Everyone’s been offering their two cents’ worth and it’s pissing you off. I figured if you wanted to know what I thought, you’d ask.”

      “Would it hurt your feelings if I didn’t ask?”

      She chuckled. “Oh ye of little faith. I think you might like my answer.”

      He was sure it would be more of the same. He’d heard everything the past few months. There was nothing she could offer that would help. “Rissa⁠—”

      “And it won’t really matter if my advice doesn’t fix the problem because you’ll still win.”

      Curiosity began to outweigh the self-assurance that told him nothing was going to help at this point. With that truth crashing down on his head, he realized he had nothing left to lose. “Okay. What’s your answer?”

      She took an envelope out of her purse and slid it across the counter to him. “This.”

      He opened the expensive linen envelope, pulling out an ornate piece of parchment paper, the words written there in embossed gold. Tucked inside the letter were two tickets. “A trip?”

      “Read the letter.”

      Jett scanned the details, his eyes widening.

      Carissa was offering him an invitation to Eden?

      “I don’t understand.”

      “It’s two tickets to paradise. Do you want me to break out into song? It includes airfare, the hotel room, all your meals and drinks. You need to get the fuck out of here, Jett. Clear your head and let go of all this anxiety. Grab that woman you’re dating…” Carissa tapped her lips with one finger as if she were trying to remember something. “Dipshit…ditz…dingbat. God, what was her name again? Starts with a D.”

      Jett grinned, perfectly aware of Carissa’s opinion of… “Darla. Her name is Darla.”

      “That’s it. Tell her to pack a bag and the two of you can get the heck out of here for a while.”

      “I can’t take this, Rissa. It’s too much. This must have cost you a fortune.”

      She shook her head. “Didn’t cost me a dime. I won the tickets.”

      “How?”

      She pointed to the old radio on the shelf amidst the bottles of liquor. Whenever she manned the bar, she turned the TV off, opting to listen to music instead. “The bar phone rang last week. It was one of those radio station contests that basically said, ‘Give us the phrase that pays and you’ll win.’ It was actually the only radio station I listen to. So, I said ‘K92.5 keeps the music alive’ and the next thing I know, this envelope appeared in my mailbox. Pretty cool, huh? I’ve never won anything in my life.”

      He pushed the envelope across the counter to her. “It’s your trip. I’ve heard you talk about Eden before. You said you’d love to go there and see it. Here’s your chance. Grab that delivery guy you like to hook up with every now and then.” He snapped his fingers as if thinking. “Um, jackass or jerk-off or something with a J.”

      She laughed. “Joshua. And hell no. He’s okay for a one-night booty call when my vibrator’s not cutting it, but there’s no way we could keep that party going for a week. Our conversations begin and end with “You busy tonight” and “See you around sometime.”

      “So take another guy.”

      “And where am I supposed to conjure this fictional boyfriend from?”

      He lifted one shoulder. “I don’t know. Why don’t you invite a girlfriend?”

      Carissa rolled her eyes. “Look at the fine print, Jett. It’s a romantic getaway. Oceanfront room with a Jacuzzi tub and king-sized bed, champagne and strawberries, the works. The room is called The Lover’s Retreat. Besides, I don’t really have any girlfriends. Sad as this may sound, you’re sort of my best friend.”

      He feigned a wince. “Damn. Poor girl.”

      “I know, right? My life sucks.”

      He laughed at her teasing.

      “Anyway,” she continued, “the tickets have to be used next week. I could never find anyone to run the Royal Lunch for a whole week on such short notice. If you don’t use them, they’ll go to waste.”

      “I’d love to go to Eden, Rissa, but I’m afraid I’m sort of between lovers myself right now.”

      “Seriously?”

      He nodded. “Darla dumped me a few nights ago.”

      “Oh. Is that why you’re getting drunk?”

      “Good God, no. I’d been trying to figure out how to break things off with her. She saved me the trouble. So, you see, that Lover’s Retreat would be wasted on me too.”

      “Bummer.”

      “Yeah.”

      Carissa reached for his drink, taking another big swig. He didn’t bother telling her to get her own drink. She didn’t allow her employees to drink on the job, so she covertly hid her own alcohol consumption during work hours by taking sips from his. They’d been sharing drinks for years.

      They sat in silence for a few minutes—neither seeking to fill the quiet with words. They simply passed the glass back and forth between them as Jett considered her generous offer. It was so like Carissa. On the surface, she appeared tough as nails, but once a person broke through the gruff exterior and earned her trust, there could be no better friend on the planet. He wasn’t surprised by her willingness to give away something she really wanted if she thought it would make him happy.

      Once the third drink was consumed, she reached out and touched his hand. “I still think you should go. Treat it like a writer’s retreat. Get out of the city, clear your head of the bullshit and start filling it with those damn serial killers you seem to love to terrorize the rest of us avid readers with.”

      It was a tempting offer. He’d read quite a bit about Eden over the past couple of years. Apparently an eccentric, reclusive billionaire had purchased the island, moved a castle there—brick by brick—from Ireland and set it up as a tropical paradise. Located off the coast of Florida, it attracted the wealthy, the famous and those—probably like him—who just wanted to get the hell away from the world for a while.

      What Jett suspected Carissa didn’t realize was that Eden was also whispered about quite frequently in the BDSM community because of its well-known and popular dungeon, run by one of the most renowned masters in the world, Roan.

      Jett’s older brother, Justin, had introduced him to the BDSM lifestyle several years earlier when Jett was researching the sadomasochist set for a novel he was writing. He’d interviewed several prominent Doms—Roan included—taken a few lessons in bondage, studied the psychology behind the sex, and realized his interest had become less about work, taking a much more personal turn.

      He’d joined a private club and started putting his new knowledge to use. While he didn’t consider himself a lifestyle Dom, he couldn’t deny how much he enjoyed “playing” with a sub, pushing a beautiful woman to her limits and sometimes beyond.

      Justin’s writer’s block advice had actually involved Jett frequenting the club more often. His older brother was a firm believer in sex cures all. Justin had been a player for years, though recently he’d settled down with one woman, Bella, whom he shared with his best friend, Ned. Jett had wondered if Justin could make forever work in a committed ménage. So far, he had. Which thrilled the family because they all loved Bella and Ned.

      “You could use the vacation as much as me, Rissa. When’s the last time you got out of New Orleans?”

      Carissa shrugged. “Never.”

      Jett frowned. “What?”

      “I’ve never left New Orleans.”

      Jett wasn’t sure how to respond. He and Carissa had been friends for years. How could he not have known this about her? “Seriously?”

      She toyed with his glass, not bothering to look at him as she spoke. He got the impression she was embarrassed. “I’ve spent about ninety-nine percent of my life in this damn bar, Jett. It’s not like this dump has made my family or me rich. Plus it’s open from noon to four a.m. every single day of the week. That doesn’t leave much time to play tourist anywhere else.”

      Her admission jelled with what he knew of Carissa’s upbringing. It had taken him years of hanging out in the bar to get her to open up about herself. She’d inherited the Royal Lunch from her workaholic father, who—like Jett’s own dad—had died of a massive heart attack while in his fifties. Carissa had shared that information with Jett when he’d been tying one on at the bar on the fifth anniversary of his father’s death. He still missed his dad intensely. Papa Lewis had been larger-than-life and he’d seemed invincible to Jett. His father’s passing had taught Jett a hard lesson about exactly how fleeting life was.

      “You have to go to Eden, Rissa.”

      She shook her head and he suddenly realized why she was hesitant. How intimidating would it be for a girl who’d never left New Orleans to get on a plane and take off to some island in the middle of nowhere on her own?

      However, regardless of her unease, Jett wanted Carissa to have the opportunity to see more of the world. Since becoming a full-time author, Jett had done quite a bit of jet setting around the world, for conferences, speaking engagements and book signings.

      She gave him a look that told him she wouldn’t be moved. “It’s not going to happen. So take the tickets or they’re going in the garbage. Even if I had someone to go with, I can’t close the bar for a week and I have no one here to leave in charge.”

      Jett started to argue but Carissa’s gaze left his, drifting out the front window to the street. She winced.

      He turned to see what she was looking at.

      “Um…listen, I’m sorry about this, Jett, but you sort of left me no choice.”

      There, waiting for the light to change so they could cross the street, was his family. All of them…plus the significant others.

      He glanced at Carissa. “You ratted me out?”

      “I had to. I was heading to your mother’s house when you showed up.”

      “You were coming to Sunday dinner?”

      Carissa nodded. “I called your mom to see if she thought you’d take the tickets. She loved the idea and then insisted I come to dinner to give them to you there. She said she’d make sure you didn’t refuse. Mama Lewis thinks this trip could be the answer to overcoming your writer’s block.”

      Jett wondered briefly if he could make a break for it, escape the coming onslaught by high-tailing it out the back door. That idea was dashed when the bell above the front door rang and the loud sound of his entire family—all talking at once—destroyed the peace that had reigned in the bar just moments before.

      He turned to face his mother as she walked directly to him.

      “You missed dinner.”

      He nodded. “I was going to call you later to explain.”

      Mama lifted her hand and patted his cheek. She’d used that gesture of affection for as long as he could remember. “It’s time to turn the corner, son.” Mama looked over at Carissa. “You told him about the trip?”

      Carissa nodded, her expression wavering between amusement over his mother’s arrival and guilt that she’d set him up for this. Jett narrowed his eyes, letting her know she wasn’t off the hook.

      The rest of his family seemed content to let Carissa and Mama handle things. Setting the Lewis clan free in a bar was equivalent to ringing the last bell before summer break in high school. Chaos ensued as they all bellied up to the counter, ordering Bloody Marys and Hurricanes and asking Shawn to turn up the volume on the baseball game.

      “So you’re going.”

      It wasn’t a question. His mama had delivered an edict. Carissa snickered, fully aware there was only one person in the world he wouldn’t say no to, and that was his mother. Carissa had taken the decision to accept or refuse the trip out of his hands the moment she’d called Mama.

      Then Jett spied a way to get his revenge. “I’ll go on one condition.”

      “And what would that be?” Mama didn’t appear concerned. After all, there was pretty much nothing the woman couldn’t accomplish when she put her mind to it. She’d raised four children of her own as well as countless foster kids. She was a force to be reckoned with and most people had learned it was much easier to just say yes from the get-go. Saved them time since Mama Lewis would continue pressing until she got her way.

      Jett smiled at Carissa. “Rissa goes with me. She won the trip and I wouldn’t feel right taking the tickets away from her. She’s always wanted to go to Eden. Think she called it a ‘dream trip’ once.” Jett continued to pile it on, making certain to cement Carissa’s fate with his mother. “Besides, she’s never taken a trip or even ventured out of New Orleans. This is an opportunity I can’t deny her.”

      Mama turned to Carissa. “I think that’s a wonderful idea! So it’s all⁠—”

      “I can’t go, Jett. I told you that. I can’t afford to close the bar for a week and there’s no one to⁠—”

      “Hey, Noah. What are you doing next week?” Jett asked his younger foster brother, cutting Carissa off mid-refusal.

      Noah shrugged. “Thought I’d bum around as long as Mama Lewis will let me, then try to find some summer work. My next semester at the Culinary Institute doesn’t start until September.”

      “How would you like to start that summer work now? Run the Royal Lunch for Rissa next week.”

      Noah rose from his stool at the bar and joined them. “Oh my God, man. Seriously? I’d love that!”

      “Jett—” Carissa started.

      “It’s the perfect solution,” Mama interjected. “Truth is Noah’s only been home a few days and he’s already driving me crazy. Plus, he’s an incredible cook, Carissa. This would give him the opportunity to try out some of his recipes with your customers. It could be a win-win for both of you. And if it works out, maybe you’ll consider keeping him on until he returns to school.”

      Jett walked over to a sign she’d posted in the window and pulled it down. He flashed the words Help Wanted at her. “Kills two birds with one stone.”

      Carissa closed her eyes, her expression proving she knew she’d been beaten. “Fine. Can you start tomorrow, Noah? The flight to Eden leaves next Saturday, so that will give me a week to show you the ropes around here and get you set up as far as the food orders and where to deposit the money.”

      Noah grinned, clearly thrilled to have landed a job that would include cooking and a cool boss. “I won’t let you down, Carissa. I swear. I have a ton of ideas for some different po’ boys you could add to the menu. And a new recipe for etouffee that’s to die for. Might even try to pair some of your lunch specials with different drinks.”

      Noah’s enthusiasm was infectious. Carissa laughed. “Okay, okay. That all sounds great. But keep in mind, this bar is pretty old school and known for its classic dive-like atmosphere. Don’t get too fancy and everything will be fine.”

      “Deal.” Noah returned to the bar, engaging Shawn in a conversation about what liquors they had on hand. Jett could practically see the wheels spinning in his foster brother’s head.

      Mama Lewis clasped his hand and squeezed. “I’m so pleased for both of you. And Jett, I know this trip is going to do the trick. I suspect the second your feet hit that sand, your words will come back to you.”

      Jett didn’t reply. After six months of staring at a blank page on his laptop, he’d begun to lose faith. With the added pressure of a deadline looming, his agent and publisher screaming at him daily on the phone and fans continually asking “where’s the next book?”, he felt like a man with a noose around his neck.

      “Now, I vote we shake things up this Sunday. What’s the lunch special today, Carissa? And do you have enough to feed all of us?”

      Carissa laughed. “It’s gumbo. And there’s plenty.”

      “Perfect. I’ll just nip into the kitchen and help your poor cook dip it up.” And with that, Mama Lewis disappeared into the back.

      Jett winked at Carissa once they were alone again. “Gotcha,” he joked.

      “Awesome, Jett.” Carissa’s tone was pure sarcasm. “Did you forget the part about this trip being a lover’s retreat? Jacuzzi. One room. One bed.”

      Jett enjoyed the slight flush that covered her cheeks as she stressed that they’d be essentially shacking up while on vacation. It provoked him to tease her even more. “I don’t have a problem invoking a friends-with-benefits deal for the week.”

      She smirked. “I’m sure you don’t, but no thanks. Hell will freeze over first. We’re putting a line of pillows down the middle of the mattress. And there will be no crossing the barrier.”

      He chuckled, but agreed. Jett had been a bit annoyed about being backed into a corner on the trip, however, now that it was a reality, he found himself excited about the adventure. Carissa would be an easy traveling companion and the idea of sneaking away to explore Eden’s dungeon each night appealed to him as well. Suddenly, he was imagining an entire week of beach, bondage and brainstorming ideas for his next book.

      Mama was right. It was time to turn a corner.
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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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