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        “You can run from your past, but sometimes it crashes your Christmas party.”

        —Connor Jackson
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Chapter 1


          

          
            The Gift

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “To be seen and still loved is the rarest gift of all.”

      

      

      

      
        
        Anonymous

      

      

      Rylee

      “It’s an early Christmas gift, love.” He winks before putting his arms through his very broken-in, olive, waxed cotton jacket. Then he shoves his feet into his sturdy Irish leather boots and laces them tight. He’d polished them earlier, and the scent still stirs in the air. “I’m going out and checking my hives. I’ll be a bit.” His hand squeezes her shoulder, and he gives her a quick kiss on her forehead, before the door closes behind him.

      Rylee stares at the box like it might bite her. She hates Christmas; and besides that, she doesn’t like surprises. It lays on the end of the bed, a quiet challenge, innocent against the old quilt that was hand-stitched by his mother, full of memories she knows nothing about.

      The cottage is still, wrapped in the soft hush of early morning, broken only by the steady wind brushing against the windows and the low creak of timber from the ceiling beams. One lamp glows beside the bed, casting golden light across the wooden floor and the wool rug Connor purchased in town. It’s cozy and safe here, and yet her heart pounds.

      The box is small. A cream-colored ribbon tied in a neat bow, soft as breath, sits on top, with a dark pink silk rose tucked underneath. Her name is written on the tag in his hand—bold, sure, without hesitation. Rylee creeps up on it, slips the ribbon free, and lifts the lid. Her breath escapes. “No,” she huffs.

      Inside: black lace. A matching set. She’s torn between horror and delight. The bra is delicate and sheer, scalloped at the edges like something spun from moonlight coming through trees. The panties are impossibly small, edged in satin so soft it nearly melts beneath her fingertips. Exquisite.

      Her stomach clenches—not from hunger, not from guilt, but from something deeper. Something raw. Something she doesn’t have a name for, but it gnaws at her. She almost shoves the set back into the box and pretends it never existed. Almost runs outside and tells him it’s too intimate, too presumptuous.

      She flashes back to her father telling her she’s too fat and begins to cry, but stops herself. You’re too old to cry over things your father said decades ago. You’re 54 years old.

      Instead of leaving the house, she argues with herself for hours, pacing barefoot over the worn floorboards. The fireplace casts flickering shadows against the walls. She tries to convince herself he’s overstepping. That he obviously doesn’t understand her. That it isn’t fair to give her something so revealing. But he does understand her, knows her too well. She’s shared his bed and his life for over two years.

      She draws the curtains tight to keep the wind gusts and prying eyes out, although there’s no one here. The cottage is in the middle of Ireland, or in other words, the middle of nowhere. The nearest neighbor is a mile away, and the nearest town, West Connemara, is eight miles even further. The air is warm with burning peat, lavender, cedar, and roses. Her reflection stares back at her from the old standing mirror in the corner.

      She shrugs her colorless sweater off slowly, letting it fall from her shoulders. Her arms look too thin in the soft light, her collarbones sharp. Don’t look too long or too hard. The bra feels weightless in her hands. Her fingers wrap around it like it might vanish if she hesitates much longer.

      When she slips it on, it hugs her like a whisper. Soft. Featherlight. How did he pick the right size? How does he know things like this? Not tight. Not punishing. Not armor. Not like the oversized clothes she’s spent years hiding in. Layers meant to deflect, to distract. To keep people from seeing too much. From seeing her.

      It took two years to lose eighty-one pounds. She’d lost the weight well before she’d met Connor, yet somehow her body feels even less like hers now. She’s a stranger to herself. A shape she hasn’t learned to trust. The attention it draws feels dangerous.

      She pulls on the panties slowly, adjusting them at the hip. Then she turns sideways. Then again. The lace skims her skin like it belongs there. Like she belongs in it. She doesn’t look perfect. But she looks and feels alive. Like someone who could be touched. Kissed. Held. And that’s dangerous too. Not because she’s afraid of Connor, but because letting someone see her—really see her—is a risk she’s never taken before. Not fully, not before she met him. Not like this.

      Her throat tightens. She presses her palm against her stomach, as if she can steady herself from the inside out. He hadn’t given her this gift to change her. He hadn’t asked her to be someone else.

      Her fingertips trace the edge of the lace along her hip. For the first time in years, Rylee lets herself feel… beautiful.

      The door slams. Footsteps. He’s back. She covers herself. Rylee isn’t ready for him to see her in it. Not yet.
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        * * *

      

      Rylee has printed her notes and gone over them three times. They sit in precise, color-coded stacks beside her laptop—highlighted, annotated, and cross-referenced at the kitchen table. The cursor blinks on the line where the scene begins. She isn’t sure she can do what he wants. She repeats her mantra: “I am a successful author. I am a successful author. I am a successful author.”

      At exactly nine a.m., the phone rings. “Rylee,” Mr. Denning’s voice comes through, clipped and efficient. “Thanks for making time.”

      “Of course,” she says, sitting up straighter. Her throat is already dry.

      “So, I read the new pages. The emotional arc is stronger, especially in chapter twelve. Good work. But that line, ‘You don’t have to earn love to deserve it’? It feels a little heavy-handed. Maybe pull it?”

      She freezes. That line is the beating heart of the book. Her own truth tucked inside someone else’s dialogue. A scream almost escapes. “I see what you mean,” she says, as her fingers hover over the delete key.

      “And one more thing—the final scene in that chapter. The confrontation with her father? It slows down the pacing. Readers don’t really need it. Cutting it would help the word count. Think subtext. They can figure things out on their own.”

      Her stomach turns. That scene had cost her three days to outline, a week to write, two migraines, and one emotional spiral she hadn’t told anyone about. She’d bled onto the page to get the words down. Doesn’t he understand?

      Her hand drifts to the printed draft on the table. Her fingers curl around the corner of the scene, and she takes her magic marker and places a huge X across each page, treating the work like it never mattered. “Okay. I’ll take another look.”

      “Wonderful. You’re the best,” he replies. “You always make things easy. Are you looking forward to the big launch party on the twentieth?”

      “Of course,” she says, feigning excitement.

      “I can’t wait to discuss all our plans for the book and show you some of the marketing strategies. See you soon.” Denning promptly ends the call.

      She sits in silence for a long time, staring at the blinking cursor. That line—the one he wants gone—still hovers on the screen.

      Rylee picks up her phone, then finds her agent’s picture and pushes his number. He answers right away. “Hi, Eric,” she says with an artificially cheerful voice. “Glad I caught you. Denning wants me to make some more changes, and I⁠—”

      There’s a long pause while she listens to him, then responds, “Of course I know it’s normal for the editor to want changes, and I make them all the time. But now I have the publisher himself calling, not the editor. This time, he wants one of the scenes pivotal to the book out.”

      Pause. “Because I don’t want to do it. He wasn’t the editor and now all of sudden, he’s taken on the editor role.”

      Pause. “I told him yes, but⁠—”

      The door creaks open and a gust of wind follows Connor in, causing some of the papers to flap at their edges. He kicks his boots off, covered with muck. He pauses when he sees her on the phone. Her shoulders tighten. She stares out the window at the falling snow like somehow, she’ll find some answers out there. Connor waits for her to hang up. “You alright, love?” His voice is soft, considerate.

      She nods. “Fine. Just tired. How can you tell?”

      “Your jaw is tight. Did Denning call this morning? He still wantin’ to cut scenes?”

      She doesn’t reply, just crosses her arms a little tighter, holding herself in like she always does.

      “You tell him no?” Connor asks, watching her.

      She shakes her head, then goes back to staring at the trees cloaked in white. “I said yes.”

      Silence stretches between them. He most likely thinks she’s a coward.  Connor finally says, “But you didn’t want to.”

      She exhales. “Doesn’t matter.”

      “It does to me.”

      Her voice cracks, thin and brittle. “It’s not like I haven’t done it before. He would’ve called me difficult, and I didn’t want to deal with it today. So I let it go.” She turns slowly. “I always let it go.”

      Connor steps forward, but not too close. She feels the space between them tighten. “You think if you speak up, he’ll make you leave,” he offers. She doesn’t answer. Doesn’t have to. “And you think if you tell me too much, I’ll leave too.”

      Her gaze drops. She hates how easy it is to fall into that silence; how natural it feels to pull back instead of forward. Connor knows and understands too much.

      “I see it,” he says. “The way you shrink when it matters. When you start to care too much. I’ve been someone people run from, but I’m not going to let you run from me.” His eyes drill into her, and she can’t look at him.

      She blinks, her breathing off-kilter. She doesn’t trust it, this softness. This steady warmth that doesn’t demand anything from her. How can he be like this? He shouldn’t be.

      “Rylee.” He steps closer now. His hands rest lightly on her arms—not pulling, just anchoring. “You don’t have to go quiet on me. You don’t have to make yourself small. I’d rather hear the mess than have you disappear on me.”

      A tear slips down her cheek before she can stop it. She swipes it fast, but he catches her hand before she can pull back. “You want to yell? Yell. Say he’s wrong. Say it. I’m still here.”

      “I’m scared,” she whispers.

      “I know.”

      “I don’t want to be left again.”

      He nods once, steady. “Then stop leaving yourself. Don’t give up.”

      She looks up at him, breath catching. When she speaks, her voice is no longer shaking. “I don’t want to cut the scene. It matters. It’s the heart of the story.”

      He gives her a small smile. “There she is,” he says, bringing her into his strong arms.

      How long will Connor stay with someone like her, she wonders.

      It takes all afternoon to pull herself together. She looks at the manuscript again and again. Connor checks in on her in between his own chores, taking care of the hives and paperwork with his honey company. He leans in the doorway, arms crossed, watching her with that maddening stillness he has. The kind that says he doesn’t miss much. “You’ve been lookin’ at the same page for near an hour now,” he says gently.

      “I’m editing,” she says, not looking up.

      He walks over and pulls out the chair across from her. “No, you’re deleting. There’s a difference.” She blinks at him, caught. He nods at the screen. “That scene with her father. You’re cutting it, aren’t you?”

      She swallows. “Denning says it slows the pacing.”

      “Right,” he says slowly. “And what do you say?”

      “I say… it tells the truth,” she whispers. “It’s messy, but it’s real. But if I push back, if I fight for it, he’ll think I’m being a drama queen. Or too emotional. And I need him to keep believing in me.”

      Connor’s voice softens, but his eyes hold firm. “Love, if he only believes in you when you’re quiet, that’s not belief. That’s control.”

      She looks at him then—really looks at him—and he doesn’t flinch. He isn’t leaving. He isn’t judging. He’s just here.

      “You’ve lived a long time thinking you have to earn your place. That you’ve got to be perfect to be kept.” He taps the pages gently. “But that line—that scene—that’s the first time I’ve seen you stop hiding.” Her lips tremble. He leans closer, resting his hand over hers, solid and warm. “You’re allowed to take up space, Rylee. Especially in your own damn story. If he doesn’t like it, find a new publisher, or publish the damn book yourself. You don’t need him or them.”

      The silence that follows isn’t heavy—just full. Steady. Healing. Then she does something she hasn’t done in a long time: she stands up for herself. She picks up her phone and texts Denning: I’ve thought about our conversation this morning. The one line might be heavy-handed, and I’ll work on it, but the scene with the father stays. The story doesn’t work without it.

      Connor smiles when she shows him the text. “That’s the spirit. Nothing wrong with a little compromise. Oh, and another thing. You mentioned someone’s going to be helping you during the book tour?”

      “Yes. An intern.”

      “Give me her name.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “Why?”

      “I just want to run a quick background check.” Before she can respond to that, he sets a mug in front of her. “I made you chai.”

      The scent drifts up—clove, cinnamon, a hint of vanilla. Comfort in a cup. Snow taps against the windows like a soft warning.

      She used to laugh at how seriously he took her safety—how he tracked her flights, scanned news alerts, double-checked anyone new in her life. Like her own personal CIA agent turned overprotective boyfriend. But lately, it’s started to wear thin.

      It doesn’t feel like love anymore. It feels more like control. She curls her hands around the mug but doesn’t lift it. “You think she’s a threat?”

      “I think it’s better to be sure,” he says.

      Rylee nods, but there’s tension behind the motion. “Better safe than sorry. Isn’t that your life’s motto?”

      He doesn’t smile.

      What worries her isn’t the background check. It’s the way Connor looks at her now—like he’s always calculating odds. Like he’s waiting for the agency to come knocking, or for her to vanish under the weight of something he can’t stop. And maybe he’s not wrong to be worried. But it makes her feel less like a woman he loves and more like a problem he’s trying to solve. She sips the tea, slowly. “You do know I’m not a liability, right?”

      He exhales. “You’re not. You’re everything.”

      And that, she thinks, might be the real issue. Because when someone becomes everything, losing them isn’t an option. Which is why he’s watching shadows again. Why he’s already playing defense.

      But she’s not broken. She’s not fragile. She’s just a woman who’s lived through things—and chose to keep going. Rylee has enough problems plaguing her and doesn’t need someone to find more.

      “I don’t need guarding,” she says, softer now. “Just… stand next to me, not in front.”
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        * * *

      

      “You promise you’ll be there, CJ?” She gets lost in the sparkle of his gray eyes as he brings her closer, folding her in his arms.

      “I have a wee meeting in Dublin first. It took me months to get this appointment. I’ve got to charm a buyer at a shop—see if they’ll take a few jars of my honey. Then I’ll fly out that evening and be in New York in the morning.” His breath is warm against her temple. “But I’ll be there, Rylee. You’ve my word. The party isn’t until the twentieth, anyway. I’ll be there in plenty of time.” She knows he’s blasting his Irish charm on her, but she doesn’t care.

      Rylee rests her head against his shoulder, the smell of smoke and beeswax still clinging to his blue flannel shirt, the one she bought for him in West Connemara a few months ago. His gestures are never stiff or hesitant. He never holds back his affection, which surprises her, considering his past occupation as an assassin for hire. She pushes the thought out of her mind. Rylee only wishes she could let go and express her feelings as easily as he does, but she needs to stick to the safe path.

      They stand together, gazing out over the field where the hives sit like squat wooden sentries—seven new ones he’s just put in, next to the other eight. All painted in different shades: sea green, mustard yellow, pale blue, and carnation. No rain or snow today, just gray. The bees in the new boxes behave like tenants who’ve moved into a better neighborhood. They’re safe now. Someone is here to watch over them. Connor will protect the bees with his life. There’s no doubt about that.

      She exhales. He’s traded bullets for bees. That should comfort her. Mostly, it does. But she prays it will last. With a man like CJ, she never knows if his past will stay that way.

      “I don’t know how I’ll get through it if you don’t come.” The words catch in her throat. Rylee doesn’t want to sound needy and pathetic. “I’m not good at this kind of thing. All those people. The noise. Everyone expecting me to be charming and funny and say something profound.”

      Connor tilts his head toward her. “Why wouldn’t you? The book’s brilliant. It’s a great follow-up to the last one.”

      A cluster of skylarks swoop onto the feeder near the window. Seeds scatter onto the frost-touched ground, while a large hawk watches from a tree in the distance. She wishes it would leave. Two weeks ago, it swept in and took a small songbird away, clutching it in its talons.

      She forces a tight smile. “Denning’s making me speak. I have to do a reading from the book, answer questions, sign copies, and then… schmooze.” Her lips twist into a grimace. “God, I hate that word. It’s like forced mingling with a side of panic. If you’re there, I can fake it. You’ll flash that Irish smile, turn on your accent, and suddenly everyone forgets I’m even there. I can just smile and hold your hand.”

      “Oh, aye?” He grins. “I didn’t realize I had such powers over the masses.”

      “Women melt. Men laugh. It’s that whole Irish thing you’ve got going. Don’t pretend you don’t know.”

      He chuckles, low and easy. “Well, then. Sounds like I’ve got a job to do, haven’t I?”

      “You do,” she replies lightly, though her chest remains tight. “Before that, Denning wants to meet for drinks. And afterwards, the whole staff wants to go out and celebrate with a late dinner, all that Christmas crap. But honestly, I’d rather skip the whole thing. Fly to Florida, sit in the sun, pretend it’s not happening.”

      Connor pulls back slightly to look at her. “Don’t be daft. After your shindig is over, we’ve got the next six days to spend the Christmas holiday together in New York City. It’s going to be grand. I love Christmas. It’s my favorite holiday. My mer always prepared pudding, bought me a wee gift. It was special. I want to make it special fer you.”

      She tenses and moves out of his arms, hugging her own around herself. “Connor, I’m not exactly festive. Christmas isn’t easy for me. Remember, my father left us on Christmas Eve. Walked out like it was any other day. Never came back. And then my ex… well, he made the holidays feel like a punishment. Expectations and guilt and cold dinners with firm underlings who didn’t even want to be there.”

      His brow softens, but his voice stays light. “We didn’t do so bad the last two years, did we?”

      “Have you forgotten? They were horrible. Last year, I was stuck in bed with the flu the whole holiday. The year before, I had to fly to Baltimore to nurse Sheila because she had her appendix out, remember?”

      “That’s why we make new memories, Rylee. Ones that don’t come with ghosts in the wrapping paper. We’ll see the tree, drink mulled wine, take a ride through Central Park like we’re in one of those daft romantic movies you love so much.”

      She forces another smile. “I hope you won’t be disappointed. Like I said, I’m not much of a Christmas fan.”

      He gasps, mock-offended. “That’s like sayin’ you don’t like puppies. Or rainbows. Or—God forbid—candy.”

      She narrows her eyes, letting her arms drop to her sides. “Candy isn’t good for you, Connor. You know how I feel about sweets. The dyes, the chemicals—pure poison.”

      “Oh, I know,” he says with a wink. “But poison’s never tasted so good, has it? And it makes me happy, love. Like you.” He pauses and smiles. “Let me give you something else to think about, darlin’.”

      “What’s that?”

      The fire crackles low in the stone hearth, casting flickering shadows across the thick woolen rug and honey-hued wooden floorboards. Outside, the wind sighs through the trees, brushing rain against the small cottage windows like fingertips drumming against glass. Peat smoke and salt hang in the air—earthy, comforting, and distinctly Irish.

      “Come on,” Connor says, his voice low, curling around her like the rising steam from the two mugs of tea left forgotten on the end tables. He takes her hand and gently leads her into the bedroom, the wide-planked door creaking softly as it closes behind them.

      “Take yer clothes off, lass.”

      “What?”

      “Have yer gone deaf on me now?” he teases, one brow cocking as he lets her hand go.

      “No, I haven’t.”

      “Then come,” he says, backing her toward the bed with a crooked grin. “Show me yer wears.”

      “Ha. Why should I?”

      “Don’t be shy. I’ll show you mine.”

      “That’s an enticement, I suppose,” she murmurs, trailing her fingers to the buttons of her shirt. She undoes them slowly, one by one, watching his eyes darken with each pass. The soft lamplight beside the bed glints off the black lace of her lingerie—the delicate French piece he’d just given her.

      “You look beautiful in it,” he says. “And it fits perfectly. You like it, then?”

      “Yes. I like it. I’ve never had any lingerie that’s as exquisite as this.” She couldn’t admit to him that at first it horrified her.

      “I can’t wait to see the panties on you.”

      “I’m going to make you wait.”

      “Don’t be a bad girl,” he warns, his accent thickening as he tugs off his belt with a whisper of leather on denim. He steps out of his jeans. “Or you’ll pay for it. Have you any desire for a bit of a spanking this evening?”

      “Mmmm, I’m not sure.” She wriggles out of her own jeans, her bare feet brushing against the wool rug, and pushes the denim aside.

      “If you don’t know, I’ll have to decide for you,” he says, eyes glinting as he pulls her gently forward and flips her over his knee.

      “Connor, don’t. I’ve decided I don’t want one,” she says, staring at the side of the bed and his bare feet planted firmly on the floor.

      “Are you sure?” His hand runs a slow, sensual path over the curve of her ass. “Your arse is so beautiful in these lacy black thongs.”

      His touch ignites something, warmth spreading beneath her skin like the first sip of whiskey on a cold night. It’s been a few weeks since her last spanking. A few light swats might be nice. Maybe more than nice.

      “I’m waiting, Rylee. What do you say?”

      She sighs, giving in with a small smile. “Alright, but lightly. Don’t leave any bruises.”

      “I can’t make any promises,” he says, voice deliciously teasing. “You bruise easily.” He caresses her again. “Alright. I’ll give you some warm-up taps. Then we’ll see.”

      “Okay.”

      The first taps are rhythmic, almost playful. He hums softly as he strikes, like he’s keeping time to a tune only he knows. The fire pops in the hearth. Rain taps against the roof.

      “I am now ready to give you what you need,” he chuckles.

      “Don’t you mean, what you need?” she shoots back.

      “Don’t be cheeky. Could be what we both need.” And then a firm blow descends.

      “Ouch, Connor! That burned,” she yelps.

      “It wasn’t that bad.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Because the next one is going to hurt worse,” he says as he delivers another, sharper swat.

      “Connor!” she cries.

      “One more, then we’re done.” Before she can wriggle away or object, his hand comes down hard, the sound echoing like a clap of thunder through the cottage. If he hadn’t been holding her, she might’ve tumbled off his lap entirely.

      She springs up, cheeks flushed. “You said you’d be light!”

      “I never said that. You did,” he replies, utterly unrepentant. “I don’t do light taps.” She glares, turning her back on him. “Don’t be mad,” he adds. “Feel yourself. Your body liked it.”

      “No, I’m not feeling myself.”

      He steps in closer, crowding her, then spins her gently by the waist and brings her hand between her thighs. “Feel how wet you are,” he whispers, pressing her fingers in. “See? You’re aroused.”

      “You’re crazy, Connor. You tricked me.”

      “Then come on, my lovely,” he murmurs, guiding her toward the bed, his voice full of heat. “Let me have a go at you. You’ve aroused me, as well.”

      The bed creaks as he draws her down with him, the wool blankets rough against their skin. “How do you want it?” he asks, his lips brushing her ear. “On your back? On your knees? Or shall I surprise you?”

      “Surprise me.” She lets out a boisterous, honking haar haar of a laugh.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Guts & Guns

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “Love seeketh not itself to please, nor for itself hath any care, but for another gives its ease, and builds a Heaven in Hell’s despair.”

        William Blake

      

      

      

      Connor

      The light is low, early morning. Wind pushes against the windows like it’s thinking about coming inside. Rylee stands by the stove, stirring a pot that doesn’t need stirring, her eyes fixed on nothing.

      Connor saw the shift happen during the phone call—one short exchange with that man, that idiot publisher, Denning. Just enough to dig under her skin. He thought the gift of the spanking yesterday would help her. He watches from the kitchen doorway. The wood in the hearth in the other room snaps as it settles, the smell of garlic and rosemary curling through the air from a pot of soup she’s preparing.
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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
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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,
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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
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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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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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