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        I fell fast and hard for Sawyer.

        But my professor’s past tore us apart. 

      

        

      
        Olivia thought she knew who Sawyer Redmond was. She was wrong.

      

        

      
        But he’s fiercely determined to keep her, and she can’t avoid him. He’s everywhere—in class, at events, in her head.

      

        

      
        Even as she vows to forget him, he stops her.

      

        

      
        He forces her to discover a side of herself she never knew. One that terrifies her almost as much as it excites her.

      

        

      
        But there’s no way she can love the man she’s discovered…

      

        

      
        Is there?

      

        

      
        COLLIDE is an illicit, forbidden full-length novel and book 2 in the OFF-LIMITS trilogy. Sawyer and Olivia’s story begins in CRAVE and concludes in CLAIM.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ARE YOU A VIP?

      

        

      
        Click here to join Piper’s VIP List and never miss a thing!

      

        

      
        Score a juicy email each month full of hot news, exclusive content, and opportunities you can't find anywhere else.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Collide (verb):

        Come into conflict or opposition.
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      It’s easy to look at someone’s life and think, they’ve got it all together.

      They’ve never had their heart broken, or gone without, or been told they’re not enough.

      All I wanted was to be closer to this man who makes me feel things I’ve never felt before, want things I’ve never let myself want.

      And I got my wish.

      Until yesterday.

      The train ride back to campus is a blur. Adam and Royce talk about sports and the competition and other things I tune out. Madison sits silent, her face buried in a textbook.

      Last night keeps replaying in my mind.

      Sawyer’s frustration and anger. Madison’s shock exiting the elevator.

      Putting together whatever she heard, plus my tear-stained face and Sawyer’s posture, it took all of two seconds for her to size up the situation and cross the hall.

      “You need to leave, Professor Redmond.”

      I expected him to tell her to stay out of it, but with a last look of agitation, he complied.

      “Are you hurt?” she asked me.

      “No.” Not how she meant. “Thank you,” I started, but she stalked past me for the bathroom.

      “Don’t talk to me and go the fuck to sleep.”

      Today when the train arrives at Elmwood, I get in a cab without looking back.

      Now, every step, my legs feel heavy. Like ballet practice the morning after I went drinking for the first time with some classmates from school.

      He didn’t care about me—I was a type to him. A challenge for his reckless soul, a way to say fuck you to the world that did him wrong.

      I want to curl up in a ball, but I’ll settle for a shower and a coffee in private before I have to figure out what to do about Madison.

      When I drag myself up the stairs of our building and unlock the door of my apartment, Jules sits on the arm of the couch. Kat leans over the back of a chair. Planted in the center of the couch is my sister.

      “Emma. What are you doing here?” I blink. I’m probably seeing things after a hellish twelve hours.

      “I had a fight with Trey. My boyfriend,” she adds for Kat and Jules’ benefit. “We were supposed to go out this weekend and I had it all planned but he bailed. Mom told me she talked to him and that’s why.” She bursts into tears.

      I set my bag down by the door and cross to her, folding her in my arms. “Hey, it’s okay.”

      The couch creaks as I sink onto it, and I stroke her hair like when we were kids.

      “Mom said he was a psychopath.”

      “That’s dramatic.” Sure, he’s older and has a bike, but psychopath might be a stretch.

      “Where were you last night?” she mumbles against my shoulder.

      “In the city for a school thing.”

      Kat and Jules exchange a look.

      I shift on the couch to get more comfortable, only something lumpy prods at my butt.

      “Ahhh!”

      I reach under the cushion and spot a purple vibrator the size of a large vegetable. I pinch it gingerly between my fingers before tossing it at Kat.

      “Oh, that one’s mine,” Jules says, reaching for it.

      “For future reference, Emma, all problems can be solved by vibrators,” Kat says breezily.

      “Or not dating guys in the first place.” Jules shrugs.

      Emma sniffs from the couch, looking between them wide-eyed, then back at me.

      “Does Mom know you’re here?”

      A defiant head toss. “No. Don’t try to make me go home,” Emma warns. “I won’t do it.”

      I want to be alone. But if I can’t be, then I have to get out of here.

      Out of this room. Out of this school. Out of this neighborhood.

      “I have an idea,” I start.
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        * * *

      

      The four of us spend the day exploring town, going to Some Like It Hot for coffee and pastries, taking bikes around campus and hitting Jules’ favorite vintage store.

      I send a text to Madison in between, as I pause flipping through a rack of summer dresses and shorts.

      

      Liv: I get that you don’t want to talk, but we need to.

      

      There’s no answer, but I can’t help looking at another chain of texts.

      

      Unknown: Olivia. Please talk to me.

      

      Unknown: Come on.

      

      “Enough phone.” Emma swipes it out of my hand before I can stop her.

      “Emma, give that back!”

      “Why? What’s so important?” She looks down at the screen, and my pulse accelerates. She swipes through the text messages. “Oh my God. Who is this guy?”

      Shit.

      “No one.” I manage to get the phone back, but she looks hurt.

      “It’s not Adam. Adam wouldn’t talk like that.”

      “It’s some guy I’ve been hanging out with.” It sounds totally inadequate.

      “But now you’re fighting.”

      “Yeah.”

      He lied to me. About who he is. What we are.

      “That reminds me… Are you and Trey hooking up?”

      “That’s why Mom lost her shit. She found my condoms. But we haven’t had a chance.” Emma pulls out a hanger without looking at me, holding up the dark purple skirt against her body. “It’s not a big deal.”

      “Sex is always a big deal.”

      “So you’re supposed to be in love? You made Adam follow you around to fundraisers and parties for years before you let him in your pants and look how that turned out.”

      “That’s not what I mean. Even if it’s casual, you need to trust the other person.”

      She slings the skirt over one shoulder. “The new guy. Is he in your class?”

      “He’s from school.” I flip through more clothes on the rack.

      “And with this mystery guy, it’s different. Better.”

      “Yes, it’s better.” At her curious look, I force myself to go on. “With Adam, I felt like I was going through the motions. Performing some routine, and my heart wasn’t in it.”

      Her sigh is half groan. “The fucked-up thing about Mom is I’m being responsible. He doesn’t want anything to do with condoms. I’m the one who told him I won’t do it without. Because that’s some shit I’m not asking for.” She slides a look at me. “You’ve never…”

      “Gone without? No.”

      It always felt as if Sawyer was touching the deepest parts of me with a look, a kiss, a smile. Him inside me with nothing between us would be devastating.

      “Listen, Ems. Don’t accept less than you deserve. You want a guy who treats you well. Who’s honest with you and wants you for who you are.”

      “I get that.” Her lips curve. “But Trey’s also super hot.”
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        * * *

      

      The karaoke place is a basement dive on the same side of town as Velvet, though not as far out.

      “Have you ever done karaoke?” Jules asks Emma as we head down the stairs.

      “No.”

      I raise an eyebrow at the short purple skirt. There seemed to be more fabric when my sister pulled it off the rack at the store.

      She catches me. “Like you can talk, Sister Stripper.”

      I flip her off and she gasps. “Wow, first you ditch the cashmere”—she nods to my dark jeans and black heeled boots—“and now this.” She studies me hard. “Where’s your necklace?”

      “I guess I outgrew it.” My hand itches to reach for the pendant that’s sat near my collarbone for five years. “You’re in the presence of karaoke royalty,” I say to change the subject.

      Kat grins. “Nice to meet you. I can slay any song.”

      “I thought you were the one in performing arts?” Emma asks Jules, confused.

      “I am. She’s the one with the attention crisis.”

      We find a table in the back of the bar and order beers. The room is dark and packed.

      I sneak another look at my phone—nothing new from Sawyer, or from Madison.

      It’s the weekend, so I doubt she’s reporting us today, but next week is fall reading week which means plenty of time to turn us in.

      “I’m not sure I want to do this,” Emma says, looking around.

      “It’s karaoke, not a death sentence. You’ve been thrown twenty feet in the air for cheerleading stunts,” I remind her. “It’s about believing in yourself and trying new things. So let’s have fun.”

      “Give it a shot,” Kat tells Emma.

      My sister does.

      Taylor Swift’s song, “All Too Well,” comes over the speakers.

      While Emma’s up there singing a breakup song that hits a little too close to home, Jules leans over. “What happened this weekend?”

      I drum my fingers on the tabletop, not quite hitting the beat. “I learned Sawyer has a type, and apparently I’m it.”

      Emma hits a high note. It’s not close to being on key, but she goes for it.

      “Before he left New York, that got him in trouble. It’s the reason he walked away from his company.”

      “And when you asked him about it, he said…” Jules trails off and I reach for my drink.

      The beer is cool on my tongue, the sweetness cutting into the hops.

      “It’s obvious, isn’t it? He likes wanting what he shouldn’t.”

      I down the rest of the beer then shift out of my seat and head to the bar for a refill.

      We never talked about an exclusive relationship, and whatever went down is in the past. But it bothers the hell out of me because I thought what we had was special.

      The bartender fulfills my order and I’m turning back when another figure heading for the exit runs into me.

      The three glasses I’m carrying spill, beer splashing up my arms and onto my clothes before the glasses tumble to the dirty carpet.

      “Shit, I’m…” Madison starts, before taking me in. “Oh, it’s you.”

      For a moment I think she’s going to keep walking, but she grabs one of the empty beer glasses and carries it to the bar, returning with a wad of napkins.

      What is it with me getting soaked with alcohol lately?

      I take some napkins from her, wiping at my shirt. “You look good.”

      The girl in question’s hair is curled, and she’s wearing heels.

      “I’m on a date with a guy I met online. It’s not going to work out.”

      The damp fabric sticks to my skin when I release it. “Sorry.”

      “Whatever. Are you stalking me?” she demands as I collect the remaining glasses and carry them to the bar.

      “I’m here with my roommates and my sister.”

      “She’s the one waking every cat in town?” Madison nods to the stage. “She better not be doing Taylor’s Version. Not sure I can handle ten minutes of this.”

      My lips twitch. “I had no idea you were here. Have you told anyone about Professor Redmond?”

      She makes a face. “Haven’t had a chance.”

      The bartender pushes new drinks toward us. I pull out a twenty, but he waves me off. I stuff the cash in the tip jar instead while Madison watches.

      “If you talk, they’ll keep him from supervising. Which would mean we’d have to forfeit, right after we got through regionals.”

      “We barely got through regionals. We still have to pass the project justification before winter break.”

      “I thought that was pretty much guaranteed.”

      Madison shakes her head. “I heard this year, they’re cracking down. They want to filter out even more teams so the top few get more attention in California. If we can’t prove our idea will change the world in a real way, we won’t get to compete at finals.”

      This is big. I thought we had a clear path to the finals of Stars, but this is a new roadblock.

      “Whatever shit you and Redmond have going on hanging over our heads…” she goes on, “it’s not fair, but more than that if what I saw in New York is any indication? It’s volatile.”

      Emma finishes her song and jumps off stage. My roommates clap, and I do too.

      “But if you tell,” I say under my breath, “don’t you think that will screw things up more?”

      Madison steps in front of me, expression dark. “Yes. Me telling will mess up everything.”

      The twisting feeling in my stomach hardens into resolve. “You’re right. I put our team at risk by what happened with Professor Redmond. But we can’t give up on the Stars competition. We need this.”

      Her gaze drops to my throat, as if she’s remembering what I gave up so we could get through regionals.

      “Tell me it’s over between you.”

      Sawyer’s grin flashes before my eyes.

      His voice, a low murmur for my ears alone.

      His thumb stroking under my shirt when he kisses me like everything is right in the world as long as I’m in his arms.

      My phone feels hot in my pocket, his unanswered texts burning into my skin as I fight the tightness in my chest.

      “We’re over.”
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      “If this is you fixing up the place, you’re watching the wrong YouTube videos.”

      I look up at Daniel, who’s standing over me while I rip boards off the porch.

      “I figured fuck the flower beds. Time to work on the big things and get this house sold.”

      The sun beats down, sweat rolling into my eyes.

      It’s Monday, and for the first time in weeks, I haven’t been at the front of a lecture hall, stealing looks at the student who’s stolen a piece of me.

      I yank the final board off the top, tossing it toward the pile at the end. The nail still embedded in it catches the corner of the house, scratching the woodwork on the windowsill and barely missing the glass.

      Daniel coughs and I ignore him.

      “Need a saw to get started on the new boards.”

      He hesitates but then jerks his head across the road.

      I follow him that way and into the house.

      “You keep your saw in your sunroom?”

      “I’m not giving you a saw in this state. You were working on that last night, and you’re still there. What’s up?”

      The room is too small, and I pace the well-worn floors. I’m not a “spill my guts” guy, but he’s always been there for me like I’ve been there for him. And I need to tell someone.

      “Olivia’s a student.”

      He rubs a hand over his face. “Shit, Sawyer. I kind of figured, but…shit.”

      “That’s not the problem. She found out what happened in New York this summer.”

      “All of it?”

      “The part where Christina told everyone we were sleeping together.”

      I was worried sick about Olivia when she didn’t meet me, but when she opened the door of her room at the hotel, face twisted with pain and accusation, I knew something was horribly wrong.

      When I realized what had happened, that she wouldn’t give me the benefit of the doubt, an awful numbness seeped in.

      No one ever gave me the benefit of the doubt. Why would she?

      Because she was different.

      Didn’t help that another student walked in on us. But there’s no way Madison knows what she saw. If she thinks she does, she’s wrong.

      “You going to tell her the rest of what happened?”

      “I haven’t decided.”

      He grimaces. “Then go. Sell the house and walk away.”

      “That’s the plan.”

      “Then why do you look as if it’s the last thing you want to do?”

      Frustration rises up. “I’ll leave her thinking this meant nothing. She meant nothing. I know, you’re going to tell me I can’t feel anything for her.”

      He turns to a picture of his wife, Andy only a baby in her arms. “Don’t turn your back on feelings. You don’t know how long you might have with someone.”

      “Seriously? I was always the ‘leap first’ one, and you were the ‘don’t do that, you moron’ one.”

      His neck flexes, the smile not quite reaching his eyes. “Sometimes I look at Andy, and I see his mom, and all I can think about are the ways I should’ve been better. But the next second I remember I still have him, and I’m grateful. Losing someone you love hurts. But stopping loving once you’ve started...that’s even harder.”

      “She was your world. This is different.”

      “You care about Olivia. You can bluster all you want but that doesn’t change the fact that it’s your feelings that have you running.”

      I flinch. Everyone in my life has left, and she doesn’t owe me anything.

      So why does her rejection feel as if someone’s digging under my skin with a blunt instrument?

      Because every second I spent with her feels like a magic I never let myself believe in.

      She’s sweet and innocent and smart and brave. I wanted to possess her, to prove there was more to life than she knew. But once I had her, I was the one possessed. Making excuses to see her, to spend time with her, to show her new things.

      I shake my head to clear it. “Give me the saw or I’ll rent one.”

      With a sigh, Daniel leads me out to the garage. “You gone through your dad’s things yet?”

      “The realtor wanted the house cleaned out so she could take pictures. I’ve thrown stuff in boxes, and I’ll move those into the garage this week. Everything except his office.”

      “That have something to do with it being his favorite place, the one with the most memories?”

      “I’m not afraid of ghosts, or memories.”

      “Right.” He gets the saw down off the wall. Instead of letting go when I reach for it, he holds on. “It’s an art, Sawyer. Figuring out how you feel. Telling the ones who matter before it’s too late.”

      “Feelings are bullshit. We’re judged by our actions.”

      But as I carry the saw back across the street, I cut a look up at the window of my dad’s office.
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        * * *

      

      I head across campus to my office the next morning, twisting the ring on my finger and imagining I can still taste Olivia Barclay on my tongue.

      After ripping the deck apart, I found a load of patio stones beneath. Preserved as if they were going to be used then forgotten.

      Still thinking over Daniel’s comments about knowing what to say to a person after they’re gone, I went up to my dad’s office to look for a record of the order. I didn’t find that, but I found other things.

      The receipt for his fish tank and fish.

      The bill said to hold for Olivia.

      What the hell?

      It means nothing.

      Except…they were closer than she let on.

      She’s giving me shit for what happened back in New York, meanwhile she’s hiding how well she knew my dad.

      There are no classes during fall break, but plenty of people remain on campus. Grad students are working on their projects, plus faculty catch up on research and marking.

      Inside the doors of the engineering department, I head up the stairs to the second floor and spin my keys around my finger as I walk to my mailbox. On the way back toward my office, I notice the sign saying the elevator is out of order.

      “People can take the stairs,” the dean boasts as I’m headed past.

      I pull up, thinking of a student in my second-year class who uses a wheelchair to get around campus. “Not all people. Betty,” I call to the admin assistant who’s walking by. “What’s facilities doing on this? Tell them they’ll have a lawsuit on their hands.”

      “Who’s going to report us?” the dean asks.

      “I will.”

      His expression transforms from dismissive to irate in a second. I don’t stick around to enjoy it.

      “Professor Redmond,” he calls as I start back down the hall. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about a very serious matter. An indiscretion with one of your students.”

      The hairs on my neck lift, but I force myself to keep walking to the door of my office.

      “We were going through some records and security realized Professor Lancaster’s keycard was still walking around. Or rather a copy was,” he pants as he catches up. “We looked at surveillance of who was entering the building at the same time.”

      “And?”

      His eyes glint. “And it was Olivia Barclay.”

      The name makes me angry, either because of the way he said it or because hearing it twists the knife in my gut deeper.

      “She’s a good student. I’m sure it was some kind of error.”

      I push my door in, but he doesn’t get the hint.

      “Impossible, and it’s in violation of the rules. Don’t make excuses for her. Students are adults, capable of making their own decisions and suffering the consequences.”

      Angry snippets of conversation from years past echo in my mind.

      “This is your fault.”

      “I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      “Then why do these results show you did?”

      “Is that what happened five years ago?” I ask, rounding on him. “You made a decision and I suffered the consequences?”

      His jaw clenches. “This is a place to learn, Professor.”

      “I think I’ve learned all that Russell has to teach me.”

      “I doubt that very much.”

      He heads back down the hall without a backward glance.
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        * * *

      

      I’m at the campus bookstore finishing placing a textbook order when awareness prickles my skin under my shirt and jacket.

      I turn to spot her scouring the shelves a few feet away.

      She’s wearing a cashmere sweater a shade lighter than her skin. Her hair is pulled back in a ponytail. The way she’s bent at the waist means her skirt rides halfway up her thighs, but it’s her profile I’m fixated on—dark lashes, flushed cheeks, parted lips as she searches for whatever prize she’s seeking.

      She looks new in this light.

      “Miss Barclay.”

      Her head whips around, the ponytail catching her in the face as she straightens. “Sawyer. I mean, Professor.”

      She’s a student.

      She’s not a woman, not a temptation, not the cause of my fucking heartbeat in my chest.

      “I didn’t realize you were spending the week on campus.” I lower my voice, but there’s no mistaking my words.

      They’re code for “you haven’t responded to a single one of my messages.”

      “After regionals, I don’t think we have anything to talk about.”

      Like hell we don’t.

      “The dean would disagree with you. You have my father’s keycard.”

      Her eyes widen as if she’s not sure if I’m warning her or accusing her.

      That makes two of us.

      “I had a copy of his keycard. With better permissions. He let me make it.”

      “Why?”

      She doesn’t answer.

      I pull the receipt from my bag and close the distance between us so I can hand it over, not so I can inhale her scent. “I found this in his office. It has your name written on it.”

      Once she takes it and reads, there’s recognition but no guilt.

      “It was my idea to get the fish. I thought he’d like having something in his house to take care of.”

      If I expect that to make me feel better, it doesn’t. My teeth grind.

      “You didn’t tell me you were close,” I say under my breath. “How much time did you spend together?”

      “Some.” She holds out the receipt. “Why are you so angry?”

      Another faculty member walks past me, and I nod at him.

      “Because you act like I’m the one keeping secrets,” I murmur once we have some space again, grabbing the slip of paper and wadding it in my fist. “But you’re the one who lied.”

      I head back to the engineering building, leaving her and her surprised look.

      I never let myself care about anyone and this is why—because they don’t stick around when things get hard.

      “Maintenance is on the way over to fix the elevator,” Betty says at the top of the stairs.

      “Good,” I grit out.

      “Hi, Betty,” says a voice behind me.

      “Hi, Livvy.”

      I whirl to see Olivia behind me.

      “There is something we need to discuss. Five minutes—Professor,” she says.

      The hallway feels too short as I head to my office and yank open the door.

      She follows me in and shuts the door.

      Olivia told me weeks ago that this was my office now. But I’m acutely aware that it’s not—it’s his.

      I walk around his desk. Gingerly, I pull open the biggest drawer, as if I’ll find some clue about their relationship inside.

      Of course, there’s nothing.

      “Yes, I talked to Madison. Thanks for asking,” she says tightly.

      “About what?”

      “What she saw!”

      “She saw nothing. Whatever she thinks she saw, she was mistaken. You and I are the only ones who know what happened, and she’s not about to render her hard work redundant on an impulse.”

      There’s a locked drawer above, but no key.

      “Are you kidding?” Her voice rips my attention away. “We’re this close to being found out, to you losing this teaching job, another job”—I flinch—“but you’re angry because your dad gave me his keycard? Because I told him he needed a pet?”

      I grip the edge of the desktop. She doesn’t understand. “Yes.”

      “Why do people think it’s impossible to have something in common with a person because they’re from another generation?” Her brows drag together. “What connects us is shared experience, but it’s not as if our lives overlap. It can be a moment—a victory, a hope, a regret. Or a shared emotion. Like a bell ringing that vibrates on a wavelength only certain people can hear. Life is lonely enough, Sawyer. Are you supposed to pretend you don’t hear the same bell?”

      I’ve built the wall around my heart one brick at a time until it’s high enough to keep everyone out.

      Her words slip beneath it.

      “How did he make you feel?”

      She crosses to his degrees on the wall, studying each as if she’s looking at the man himself and not the ink and crests and signatures he worked for. “Like I had a chance to become something.”

      I want to punch the desk.

      “And how did I make you feel?”

      Her huff of breath could be humor or frustration or longing. “Like I already was something.”

      My chest expands.

      I’m not my father. Maybe we can get past what happened in New York.

      Her gaze drifts to the JENGA set on the corner of my desk. She pokes at one of the bricks near the bottom, causing the entire thing to waver. “But I’m not, at least not to you.”

      After all the noise and chaos in my head, the silence stretches out painfully.

      “When you heard that rumor, how long did it take you to decide it was true?”

      Olivia stiffens. “It all made sense. The reason you left New York was some big secret. Add to that the way you pursued me, even after you found out who I was…A lot of men have a thing for younger women.”

      “Why do you think that is?”

      She frowns. “A status symbol? Or if it’s secret, I suppose it’s a thrill. A reminder of their youth.”

      “You know what my youth was like. Yet you think I want to be reminded of it.”

      She folds her arms. “When I asked you in the hallway, you didn’t deny the rumor.”

      Asking. Is that what that was?

      It felt like a sentence, handed down from some jury I never met.

      My hands form fists behind my back. I want to tell her the truth, but that would make this situation even more dangerous.

      “Give me your phone,” I say softly.

      She hesitates but does.

      I hit a few keystrokes, finding what I’m looking for. The breath sticks in my chest as my thumb hovers over the button before I press it.

      Warning: This action cannot be undone flashes across the screen.

      Confirm.

      I pass the device back.

      “What did you...” She scrolls through, her jaw dropping. “You erased all of our conversations.”

      By the time accusing eyes lift to mine, there’s no vulnerability. Only anger.

      I can see the moment she hates me. The look of loathing is familiar, even if I never expected to see it from her.

      “I’m glad he didn’t see you like this. You’re a judgmental asshole, Sawyer Redmond.”

      I watch her from the window as she leaves, her high heels clicking down the steps and along the path. It’s a reminder of how far out of my reach she is. But I can’t stop watching until she disappears.

      It’s better this way.

      The words are less comforting than I expect.
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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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