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      SEVEN YEARS EARLIER

      “Yes, yes, yes, please, more!”

      She arched her back, thrusting out her shoulders and her bottom as the whip fell. Each time it landed, pain slashed through her, followed quickly by a pleasurable high that sent her soaring. Her pussy throbbed around the vibrator inside of it, set on low, tormenting her with its minimal stimulation. That torment only added to the arousal pulsing through her.

      The whip slashed upwards, across her buttocks, and she shuddered with the sheer, sinful pleasure of it. She felt like she was lost in an erotic haze, a head space that she only reached during a thorough whipping. The pain was addictive, explosive, mingling with rising ecstasy. She relished it even as it burned and stung her nerve endings. 

      “More... please... harder...”

      Pain sliced, agony flared across her shoulders. Yes.

      “Please...”

      “Jesus Christ, Kathy!” 

      Hands fumbled around her, a panicked voice, her limbs suddenly coming off from the wooden St. Andrew’s Cross she was bound to. 

      “No!” She clung to the wood, not willing to relinquish the moment, not wanting to return yet - her craving hadn’t been satisfied, the deep well of her need not filled. They couldn’t stop now!

      “I’m sorry, Kathy, I’m so sorry... Jesus Christ, you’re bleeding.”

      Andy’s panic finally registered in her brain, followed by his words. Bleeding? She was bleeding? There was liquid running down her back. Her blood? The fog in her mind turned to glass and shattered, sending her crashing back to reality. The endorphins that had protected her suddenly weren’t enough. The pain was agonizing - a single cut across the middle of her back that did more than burn.

      She whimpered, clinging to her boyfriend’s strong arms as he helped her down from the cross, her legs unable to support her. The couch suddenly loomed in front of her and he helped her down on it, on her stomach.

      Bleeding?

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck...” Andy’s sheer dismay and horror made her want to shrivel in on herself. “I shouldn’t have... not this hard. This was too hard, Kathy, we shouldn’t have... fuck...”

      Humiliation seared her, making her shrink in further as she felt his gentle hands pressing something soft against her back, in an effort to stop the bleeding. She asked for it. Wanted it. But... Andy thought it was wrong. The bleeding bothered her a little, but she’d wanted that pain... needed it. She’d needed more. She felt so empty inside now, aching from the lack of satisfaction and from his disapproval. 

      “I’m sorry... I’m going to - just stay here.”

      His panic didn’t detract from the dominance in his voice, the expectation she would follow his command. And she did, feeling lost and confused, grateful for the order that allowed her to remain in place, trying to understand what was wrong with her that she could be bleeding and still not feel as though she’d had enough.

      Andy came back, it seemed only moments later to her fuzzy brain. Something cold pressed against the burning slash on her back, making her squeal. 

      “Sorry, sunshine, I’m so sorry... Fuck, I can’t believe I did this.”

      The pain in his voice made her heart hurt. She reached out, blinking as she tried to focus on him. Coffee colored skin, black hair, eyes so dark brown they looked black. Filled with worry and guilt.

      “Shhh, it’s okay, I told you to, I wanted you to.” She patted his leg, trying to comfort him.

      “You can’t have wanted this... fuck, this is just wrong. It’s sick. I made you bleed.”The self-recrimination in his voice, the disgust, made her flinch away.

      Wrong. She was wrong. Sick. Because she had wanted it. Wouldn’t have called a stop to it. The pain had been so delicious, made her feel so euphoric. She wouldn’t have stopped him even if she’d realized she was bleeding. She’d wanted more. Heaven help her, she still did. 

      There was something wrong with her. 

      She whimpered.

      “Sorry, Sunshine, I’m sorry, fuck... I think we need to take you to the hospital.”

      “No! No hospital!” They would have to explain how she’d been hurt. They would call her in case of emergency number. They’d tell her parents what she and Andrew were doing. No, no, no, no...

      “You’re not thinking straight, Kathy, you were in subspace and now you’re dropping-“

      “No, promise me, no hospital! I won’t go, I won’t!” She started to thrash, and he pressed his hand down on her lower back. 

      “Okay, okay... stop moving, no hospital... fuck.”

      Eventually he got the bleeding stopped. Used an entire tube of Neosporin on the long cut. Covered her with bandage pads and taped them down, his face a mask of worry every time she twisted around to look at it. The revulsion she saw was worse though. He hated what he’d done to her. Thought it was sick. If he knew how much she’d wanted it, how much she still did, would he think she was sick too?

      Would he be right?

      “I’ll take you home,” he said. Muttered it, really.

      Her lower lip trembled as she pushed herself into a sitting position, her skin aching. “I want to stay here.”

      Andy’s dark eyes didn’t meet hers. “I think we should take a break.”

      “A break? A break from the... from the kinky stuff?” Her heart was suddenly hurting a lot more than the cut on her back, because he still wouldn’t look at her. Please just be a break from the kinky stuff. From the painful stuff. She could handle that. She’d find a way to. She could figure out what was wrong with her and get it fixed, as long as she had him she would be okay.

      “No, a break from us. Just... to figure things out. To get our heads on straight.”

      Tears filled her eyes as the emptiness inside of her yawned. “Andy, I love you.”

      “I love you too, Sunshine,” he said, his eyes finally meeting hers, looking just as empty as he felt. Empty... but for the guilt and disgust. Even as her heart cracked, she could feel herself shriveling. “That’s why I think we need to take some time. Just this week, okay?” He took a deep breath. “We’ll take a week and then we’ll get together and talk.” He held out his hand. “Come on, I’ll take you home.”

      Numbly, Kathy took his hand. The hand that held hers whenever they went out. That comforted her, caressed her, and brought her such blissful, painful satisfaction. 

      Andy put on his clothing, covering up that wonderful body of his. He was nicely muscled, with just a hint of love handles. She loved his love handles; they were soft and squishy, unlike the rest of him. Not more than a pinch of flesh, but she loved to pinch them. Hold them. Nuzzle them. He scowled when she did it, but he loved it. And then he punished her for bringing his attention to his ‘flaws,’ and she loved that. 

      Were the punishments over? Forever? The emptiness inside of her felt like it was becoming all consuming. Like it was a black hole inside of her that was going to fill her skin and then suck her entire body inward until there was nothing left of her. 

      The ride home was silent. He walked her to her door. Kissed her forehead, not her lips. It felt like a goodbye. She clung to his shirt, but he gently pried her fingers free. Her skin so pale next to the caramel color of his. Brushing her long, corn-silk hair away from her face, he looked deep into her eyes and his mouth tightened. 

      “Call me if you need something... but only if you really need something. Okay? Otherwise, I’ll call you next week and we’ll get together and... talk.”

      The hesitancy in his voice was completely unlike him. She felt herself crumble a little more. She’d done this to him. Turned the confident, dominant young man that she loved into someone unsure, someone hesitant, with her sick desires. With the way she’d kept pushing him to hurt her more, to give her more of the pain she craved. 

      Unable to speak, she nodded. 

      And he left.

      Kathy ran to her room, not caring how much her back hurt as she threw herself onto her bed and began sobbing. 

      She didn’t know how much later it was when her door creaked open.

      “Kathy?” Eva, her older sister, home from college for the summer came into the room. “Are you okay?”

      Kathy shook her head, unwilling to look up. She heard her sister come in and close the door, her footsteps completely silent on the carpet. The bed dipped as Eva sat down, but when her hand came down in a comforting gesture on Kathy’s back, it just happened to land on the swollen, sore, bandaged gash. 

      Gasping with pain, Kathy rolled away, onto her side. Eva was frozen, sitting on the side of the bed, her hand in the air. Her short blonde hair was tucked behind her ears, her blue eyes wide with shock. “Kathy, what’s wrong?”

      “Nothing.”

      Eva’s expression hardened as her hand lowered. “He did it again, didn’t he? He hurt you.”

      “He didn’t mean to.” Kathy winced as soon as she said it. “I mean, he did, because I asked for it, but it went too far.” She grabbed a nearby pillow, hugging it to her body. The one time she’d confided in Eva about some of the stuff she and Andy had been doing, Eva had come to her own, unflattering and completely untrue, conclusion.

      Leaning forward, Eva reached out her hand again. “It’s okay, Kathy, I’m here. I support you. You don’t have to go back to him, and we don’t have to tell mom and dad. I’ll help you get away from him.”

      Tears sparked in her eyes. From frustration with her sister and from the fear that Andy meant for her to get away from him. That he was too sickened by her perverted sexual desires to continue experimenting. 

      “He’s not abusing me, Eva. I literally asked for it. Wanted it. It’s a, a sex thing, I told you.”

      Eva remained unconvinced. Despite the fact that she and Kathy looked enough alike to almost pass as twins, they were completely different in personality. Where Kathy was impulsive and adventurous, Eva was careful and never did anything without planning ahead. When Kathy would rush ahead, Eva would dig in her heels. From their sister talks, she knew that Eva only had regular sexual intercourse in the missionary position, when she was willing to have sex at all. She wouldn’t do oral at all, much less any of the more interesting things Kathy and Andy had been doing.

      Then again, Kathy and Andy had been together for a long time now. Since their first year of college. 

      “You should say yes to that program in California. Get away from here. Get your head on straight. Once you’re away from him, away from his influence, you’ll realize what he’s doing to you,” Eva urged.

      Kathy was starting to wish that she’d never applied for that program. She hadn’t particularly wanted to, but she and Andy had talked it through and he’d encouraged her. It was a competitive music program at a conservatory through the University of California, with a new teaching technique, and that’s what Kathy wanted to do. She wanted to teach music.

      On the other hand, maybe Eva was right. Andy apparently already wanted a break from her. From them. If he actually broke up with her... well then she didn’t want to be anywhere near here. Of course, Eva was wrong about the reasons she should go but... 

      Maybe if she got away from Andy, these needs would subside. Wouldn’t be so overwhelming. So overpowering. Maybe she could get a handle on them so she wouldn’t beg to be hurt more, more, more. Shivering, she curled up, ignoring the ache across her back and the way her body responded to the memories, even now. She’d been left empty and unsatisfied and maybe that was for the best.

      “Go away, please, Eva. I know you mean well, but... just go away.”

      She needed to think.
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      Four days.

      Four long, miserable fucking days without his sunshine. 

      Andy shot his friend Patrick right in the face.

      “Dammit!” Patrick groaned as his character fell down on screen. Beside him, their friends Jake and Chris laughed, both still focused on the television screen. The countdown till Patrick was brought “back” to life started.

      He’d invited them over because he couldn’t stand being alone with his thoughts anymore. So far he hadn’t told his Dad or his sister, Iris, that he and Kathy were on a break, although Iris had already questioned him about Kathy’s absence. She looked up to her like an older sister, and obviously already missed her. So did Andy. 

      But was he good for her? Were they good for each other?

      The temptation to talk to his friends rose again... they’d all started exploring kink and BDSM around the same time, but none of them had gotten in as deep as he and Kathy. None of them were in the kind of relationship where they could. Would they understand how he’d gotten caught up in the moment? How he’d lost control? 

      Would they understand that he’d been so out of control he had made her bleed? Even if they understood, how could they make him feel better about it? They sure as hell couldn’t make him forget the way the red liquid had spilled over Kathy’s creamy skin, or the way his cock had jerked at her scream before he’d realized he’d broken skin.

      Never again. Never fucking again.

      He’d been researching on the internet and he understood now that she’d been more deeply in subspace than she’d ever gone before. That she hadn’t realized what she was asking for. It was his fault. He was the dominant, the one who was supposed to be in control. He was the one who was supposed to give her what she needed, but never harm.

      He was the one who should have pulled back, even as she’d begged for more. Because she hadn’t been in the right head space, she hadn’t known what she was doing or what she was asking for. She hadn’t realized. And the glazed look in her eyes afterwards... He shook his head, ridding himself of the image of her big blue eyes, so dazed and vulnerable.

      “You okay man?” 

      Chris was looking at him with concern.

      “Yeah... yeah, sorry, my head’s just somewhere else.”

      Someone hit the pause on the game, freezing them all in positions. Internally, Andy sighed.

      “Your head has been somewhere else since we got here. Want to talk about it?” Coming from Patrick, it sounded more like an order than a question. Even in a group of alpha males, he’d always been the one to take the lead. Big, muscular, with dark black skin, he was an imposing figure even when he wasn’t trying to be. When he was trying, he was scary as fuck. 

      But he was also the most experienced with BDSM, because he’d been experimenting the longest.

      Andy cleared his throat, trying to force the words out. “Kathy and I... we had a... a thing happen the other night.”

      “What kind of thing?” Chris asked, looking concerned. All their friends were close, of course, but he was probably closest to Chris. They were usually the two jokers in the group - pulling pranks and causing trouble, with Kathy right by their side.

      “Ah...”

      The doorbell rang and a wave of relief went through him. Fucking saved by the bell. A few precious minutes to figure out how to phrase things. How to describe what had happened. “I’ll be right back.”

      Setting down his controller, he hopped up and headed into the hall towards the front door, which rang again as he walked. Whoever was there was impatient. 

      When he first opened the door, his heart leapt into his throat, but it took him less than a second to realize the beautiful blonde standing there only looked like his sunshine. Instead, it was her sister Eva. Just as beautiful, physically, but she was as cold as ice, not to mention snobbish and prudish. Nothing at all like his warm, giving sunshine.

      Right now though, Eva looked like there was fire burning in her eyes instead of ice.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked, concern surging. “Is Kathy okay?”

      “She’s fine, no thanks to you,” Eva snapped. She held something up. He had been so overcome he hadn’t even realized she’d been holding anything. His jacket. The one he’d given to Kathy to wear last week when they’d been out walking at night and she’d gotten cold. Then he’d spanked her for forgetting to bring her own and they’d warmed each other up the old fashioned way. “Here. This is yours. And I need her things back.”

      His heart felt like it was cracking. “Her things?”

      “That’s right. Anything she has here that’s hers,” Eva snapped. “All of it.”

      No... no this couldn’t be right. Andy crossed his arms over his chest, trying to look intimidating, but mostly because he felt like if he didn’t, his body might actually start to fall apart. “If she wants her things back, then why isn’t she here to get them herself?”

      “Because she’s scared of you,” Eva said, the hate in her eyes stabbing at him. “Because she doesn’t want to be anywhere near you. She just wants her things back. She’s taking them with her to California. Don’t call her. Don’t text her. Don’t ever come near her ever again. She just wants you out of her life. Find some other stupid girl to take care of your sick needs. Just leave my sister alone, you... you monster.”

      Totally numb, Andy turned around. Movement in the doorway down the hall meant that his friends had overheard at least part of what Eva had said. Ignoring that for now, he quickly ran upstairs to his room and grabbed Kathy’s things. A brush. A t-shirt. Her extra phone charger. A small travel sized make-up case. As he did, all he could think was fuck. Fuck... fuck what had he done... 

      It was like a bad dream. A nightmare. 

      When he came back down the stairs, Eva was right where he’d left her. Her expression just as hard. Just as real. When he held out the small pile, she grabbed them from him, distaste written across her expression as she purposefully avoided touching him at all. 

      “Can you... can you tell Kathy I’m sorry. Please, she has to know I’m sorry... if she’ll just call me...”

      “I’ll tell her you’re sorry, but I won’t tell her to call you. She will if she wants to, but I hope she doesn’t.” Eva sneered at him, her voice low. Low enough that he was probably the only one who could hear her. He hoped. “Abusers always say they’re sorry, it doesn’t fix anything. I will do everything I can to make sure you don’t get another chance to hurt her.”

      Then she turned on her heel and stomped away, leaving him staring after her. Her car pulled away and yet he couldn’t stop staring. Because, if he moved, if he moved on from this moment, then it was true. Then it was real. 

      Then it was over.

      “Andy...” Chris’ voice, and then a hand on his shoulder. “I’m so sorry, man.”

      Fuck...

      It was real. It was over.

      He broke.
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      When Eva finally got home, Kathy’s legs were practically shaking. She’d been pacing the floor the entire time Eva was gone. Waiting. Wondering.

      Andy had told her not to text. Not to call. He’d never said she couldn’t write him a letter. Eva had promised to deliver it. Promised she would make sure it went into his hand. She’d disapproved, but she’d promised. 

      So Kathy had sent Eva and then she’d paced. Worried. Waited.

      Hoped.

      The healing wound on her back pulled at her skin as she hunched her shoulders, watching Eva come up the sidewalk. She was carrying a small pile of things. Kathy’s things. 

      The hope that had been sustaining her was melting away, leeching any strength she’d still felt in her legs. 

      No, no, no, no...

      Maybe Andy just wanted to make sure she had her things.

      Maybe Eva had asked if there was anything of Kathy’s that she could bring back. 

      Although, everything that she’d left at Andrew’s house were backups to the things she had here at home. After all, he still lived with his Dad and sister, so it wasn’t like she could sleep over. Which had made their kinky sexcapades pretty interesting, since they’d always had to be scheduled and planned. Fortunately, they’d never been interrupted.

      She realized that she was thinking about anything other than what Eva was holding, because her mind just couldn’t cope with it yet.

      When her sister came into the house, her expression solemn, Kathy felt like throwing up. Everything. Everything she’d left at Andy’s house was in Eva’s hands. 

      “I’m sorry, Kathy,” Eva murmured. She almost even sounded like she meant it. “He read the letter and... and he said he couldn’t cope. That he couldn’t keep doing what you two were doing. He said you should get help. That you should go to California and get away from him, and get help.”

      “No... NO!”

      Kathy ran. Ran to her room. To her haven. She slammed the door behind her and locked it, ignoring Eva when her sister knocked on the door and begged to be let in. Begged to help.

      She got through the next few days on pure stubborn hope. A tiny flame that flickered and sputtered, but somehow remained. But when the end of the week came and went, and no call from Andy... no contact at all... she realized that he’d said everything he’d needed to say when he’d sent Eva back with her hands full and his message. He hadn’t changed his mind.

      Broken, she told her parents that she was going to California. They sympathized. They encouraged. They supported her.

      She started searching for a roommate immediately. There was no point in spending all summer here... she just wanted to get away. Far, far away. And when she got there, she would get help. Just like her sister and the man she loved thought she should.
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      SEVEN YEARS LATER

      “LET THE PARTY BEGIIIIIIIIIIIIN!” One leg wrapped around the stripper pole, Angel leaned back and swung herself around, one hand in the air holding up her water bottle full of soda. Hers was the only non-alcoholic beverage on the bus, but no one would know from the way she was acting. 

      Everyone cheered in response, those already on the bus and those still filing on behind her. Kate laughed as Angel grabbed Hilary, put her between the pole and Angel, and started grinding on her. The bachelorette cracked up as Angel dry-humped her, the twin light-up penises on her headband bobbing in time to Angel’s thrusts. 

      “Shake your money maker!”Maria hooted, giving Angel a slap on the ass as she squeezed around her. Still laughing, Hilary made her escape as Angel jumped and feigned outrage, putting up a hand to straighten her bobbing penises as she hurried towards the back of the bus and flopped down next to Kate.

      Grinning, Kate handed Hilary the water bottle filled with Malibu and pineapple juice that she was holding. “Here, start drinking.”

      Things were still kind of tense between them, but they were working on it, for the sake of the group. When Kate left for California, she’d cut off her ties with her old friends entirely, most of which were Andrew’s friends also. She hadn’t wanted them to know what ended their relationship, and she’d known Andrew would need them. Kate had wanted a whole new start, with no ties to Andrew and nothing to remind her about what a sicko she was.

      Funny enough, turned out she wasn’t that sick. Her therapist in California happened to be kink-friendly, thank goodness, and had recommended safe clubs Kate could visit and explore. Eventually she’d come around to accept that her need for pain was perfectly normal, for her, and that Andrew just hadn’t been able to handle dealing out the amount that she’d needed. Going to the clubs and meeting all sorts of people, she’d come to realize how young and inexperienced they’d been... she’d learned how to deal with the sub drop that she’d experienced after her last whipping with him, and also realized he would have experienced a drop himself. Maybe if they’d known more, maybe if they’d had somewhere to go where there were others who were more experienced to help them, they could have made it as a couple. She was glad that Patrick had opened Stronghold, fulfilling that need.

      She didn’t regret any moment of their relationship and sometimes, even though it had been the worst heartbreak she’d ever experienced, she didn’t even regret it ending or her move to California. At least, she hadn’t regretted it until she’d seen the way Andrew had become when she’d first returned. He was an experienced sadist now, very good at what he did, very controlled, but he was so closed off emotionally that it was hard to reconcile him with the warm, loving young man that she remembered. The man he had turned into went through women like tissues, and she wasn’t sure he even noticed or cared when he broke a few hearts on the way.

      Hilary wasn’t the only one in the group of friends to blame Kate for the way Andrew was with women, but she was definitely the most protective of him. Which Kate tolerated, because she could see that they had a good friendship and that Andrew really cared about Hilary. She was relieved to see that he cared, because hearing about his behavior from the submissives at Stronghold... ugh, he become such a man whore. Kate refused to feel guilty - after all, he’d been the one to make the final decision about their relationship - but sometimes she wished they’d been able to end on a better note.

      What she really wished, lately, was for the opportunity to scene with him again. She couldn’t help it; she was so curious about the kind of dominant and sadist he’d become. They’d tried to scene together a couple months ago, but it hadn’t ended well.

      She might not like the person he’d become, but sometimes she saw flashes of the person she remembered, and she still really liked that part of him. Lately she felt like she’d been seeing the old him even more, except it was a new him too. Funny, charming, caring… he was changing from the person she’d seen when she’d first returned to Maryland. Not to mention, he wasn’t acting so much like a manwhore lately. Not since her return and her yelling at him about his behavior. Plus, she wanted him to be happy. She’d been happy, eventually, in California. It killed her to think he’d been miserable all this time.

      “Thanks,” Hilary said with a sweet smile, handing the water bottle back to Kate. 

      Dressed in a tight, hot pink halter top dress that matched the bobbing penis headband, her honey-blonde hair swirling around her shoulders, Hilary popped back up and started dancing as the rest of the girls got on board the bus.

      They were a pretty diverse group. Kate’s best friend Sharon was wearing a sparkly, purple, cowl-neck backless top and black short-shorts, her long black hair pulled into a pony-tail as she knelt on one of the bus seats, gyrating wildly and tossing her hair around. Beside her, Hilary’s best friend Jessica, was watching everyone and giggling incessantly. Jessica was a pretty brunette who tended to be shyer and quieter than the rest of the group, although as long as she was comfortable with the people around her, she was easily drawn into their antics. 

      Angel, Leigh, and Lexie were all trying to dance on the pole now, laughing as they got into each other’s way, thrusting their hips at each other and completely distracting the driver, who was watching everyone in his rearview mirror with an amused expression on his face. Lexie was nearly as petite as Sharon height-wise, but much slimmer and with less abundant curves. Her black hair was short and spiky, sticking out around her head, and making her bright blue eyes seem even brighter by comparison. The skin tight blue dress she was wearing matched them perfectly and barely covered her ass. Kate couldn’t help but wonder if Lexie’s boyfriend and Master Patrick, knew what his girlfriend was wearing out tonight. The delicate silver chain around her neck was his collar, which Lexie never took off. 

      At the front of the bus, the two ‘mother hens’ of the group were taking a quick moment to talk to the driver. Olivia, a flame-haired Domme, and Maria, a curvy and confident Hispanic, had taken charge from the moment the party started. Which was kind of funny, since technically Jessica had done all the planning for the party, but Olivia was a powerhouse when it came to taking control and Maria was the eldest of three sisters and used to leading the way. It was easier to just let them do their thing - they could be trusted to handle all the details, and both of them felt better when they did so. Maria was submissive in the bedroom, but outside of it she wasn’t at all. Angel was actually the same way usually, but since this was her first night out without her boyfriend hovering over her since they’d found out about her pregnancy, she was obviously more interested in just enjoying herself than anything else. 

      Not that anyone blamed her. Adam could be overbearing at the best of times - finding out that he’d accidentally gotten his girlfriend pregnant after she’d been taken to the hospital when she’d fainted during a bar tiff - fight wasn’t quite the right word - and then botching his proposal so that she’d turned him down (and kept turning down his subsequent proposals), had him acting like a bear that had been woken up from hibernation early. With a thorn in its paw.

      The bus started up and all the girls hooted and hollered as Maria and Olivia made their way to their seats. Maria’s thick, curly hair was piled on top of her head, her brown eyes sparkling as she pushed past the girls at the pole to come join Kate in the back. 

      “OOoooooOOO the bus is vibrating! I can feel it in my vagina!” Sharon shouted, falling a little sideways. 

      Oh geez... Sharon could be a major lightweight sometimes.

      “Vagina? We’re already going to the vagina place?” Angel asked loudly, blinking. “Isn’t it a little early in the night for that?”

      “It’s a magical place!” Kate shouted at her, laughing even more. Angel crowed and shook her booty. She’d once told Kate that it was impossible to tell the difference between whether she was drunk, overly tired, hyper, or just super excited. That was becoming increasingly evident, because Angel was definitely not drunk, but anyone who didn’t know her water bottle was simple ginger ale would definitely not realize that!

      “First stop - Ultra Lounge!” Olivia yelled over the music, and everyone cheered.

      The song changed to Uptown Funk and the bus filled with feminine screams of excitement as hands were thrown in the air.

      “Come on, come dance!” Lexie grabbed Maria and Kate and pulled them up from their seats. Kate went willingly. For such a tiny person, Lexie had a really strong grip, and she obviously wasn’t going to be denied. Kate had just been a little bit worried about dancing while the bus was in motion, but it turned out not to matter that much. So they swayed a little? The nice cushy bus seats caught them if they fell.

      As the bus went down the streets, windows down, music blasting, Kate could see them getting all sorts of looks from people walking around DC. Most of them smiled and waved. Kneeling on the seat, she started waving back at them in between drinks. Next thing she knew, Angel was beside her, also waving and saying hi to everyone on the street, and then so was Sharon and Jessica... Kate glanced over her shoulder at the other side of the bus, which also now had girls in the window, waving at passersby. 

      “Your girl is hot! You should lock that down!” Angel yelled at a couple that was walking, hand in hand, causing everyone within hearing to start laughing. 

      Thank goodness they were doing this the weekend before the wedding... by next weekend, the hangovers should all be gone.

      It was gonna be a good, good night.
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      Tonight was turning out to be a good night. They’d all had a hand in planning Liam’s bachelor party, since he’d refused to choose a best man. Andrew grinned as he watched the server come around with another large chunk of meat. 

      Liam had laid down a few restrictions for the evening - he didn’t want any strippers, he didn’t want to have to dance himself, or do anything embarrassing, he didn’t want it at Stronghold, and he didn’t want to go too far away. He and Hilary were both kind of homebodies. Andrew knew from talking to Olivia that the girls were staying in DC for their party as well; they’d rented out some kind of bus to take them out dancing. Sounded like fun for them.

      He and the guys had taken Liam paint-balling and now they were at a restaurant specializing in meat. Specifically, the servers would walk around and slice some off of the huge hunks they were carrying on a spit. The drinks were pretty good too. After this, they’d be headed towards a local cigar shop for scotch and cigars.

      All in all, it was very Liam. He’d enjoyed the hell out of the paint-ball and was obviously enjoying his dinner as well. Simple, good times for all of them. 

      A tinkling sound caught his attention, making him look up to see Adam standing, tapping his fork against the glass in his hand. Conversation stilled as everyone at the table turned their attention to the big blond. He was seated to the right of Liam, their lucky bachelor. Liam was already looking a little worse for wear, his red hair was disheveled and his grey eyes were slightly unfocused as he grinned up at Adam. The shortest of their group of friends, and with the most boyish face, it was almost hard to believe that he was going to be the first to be married. 

      Next to him was Justin, who shared a girlfriend with Chris; Chris was seated between Justin and Andrew. Chris was probably Andrew’s best friend in the group, but Justin and Chris were more like brothers than anything else - they even looked alike with their similar builds, dark hair and dark brown eyes. On the other side of Andrew, Jared was leaning back in his chair and watching Adam with a faint smile on his face, white teeth gleaming against his milk chocolate skin. He was the tallest and biggest in stature of their group of friends - and most heavily muscled - and he smiled a hell of a lot more since he’d gotten together with his girlfriend, Leigh.

      “I’d like to make a toast, to Liam,” Adam said, turning towards his friend and smiling down at him. On the other side of him, Jake leaned forward to shoot Liam a thumbs up. Next to Jake, Patrick chuckled at his best friend’s antics, ignoring an elbow to the ribs from Rick who hushed him. Between Rick and Jared, Michael, the newest member of their group of friends, just watched Adam with contemplative eyes. Michael was a long-time friend of Adam’s girlfriend and the two of them had butted heads on more than one occasion. He actually didn’t spend a whole lot of time with the guys usually. Andrew like Michael though, it was mostly due to his influence that the man had been spending more time with their group even when Angel wasn’t present, and thus had been invited to the bachelor party and the wedding. “The first among us to get married to the woman he loves... may the rest of us be so lucky when it’s our turn.”

      The wry way Adam made his toast had all of them laughing as they lifted their glasses. Poor guy. He’d been trying to convince his pregnant girlfriend to marry him ever since they’d found out about her pregnancy, without any luck. Then again, announcing that they needed to get married immediately because she was pregnant had been a surefire way to fuck that up. 

      As Adam started to sit down, Rick immediately popped up in his seat. Shorter than Adam, his blond hair a little darker and sandier, his personality wasn’t nearly as serious as the other man’s. 

      “To Liam! Who managed to turn around some really massive screw ups at the beginning of his relationship and trick that poor, sweet girl into a lifelong commitment!”

      There was a small roar of approval as they all lifted their glasses and Liam threw a balled up napkin at a laughing Rick. 

      Then again, none of them really had much room to talk. The only single ones at the table were Jake, Michael, and himself, and every one of the men in a relationship had pretty much screwed the pooch at least once with the girl he now loved.

      Chris and Justin had disguised themselves and lied to Jessica when they’d first gotten together with her. She’d enrolled in the Venus School, with Olivia’s encouragement, while they pulled strings behind the scenes to make sure they ended up as her Instructors for several classes, and hadn’t revealed themselves to her until they’d all come home. Jessica hadn’t been real thrilled with the revelation, but it had worked out in the end, to the point where they’d become one of the only tripod relationships Andrew had ever seen make things work. If they could just figure out what they were going to do about the marriage situation, their lives would be pretty much perfect.

      That relationship had led to Jessica coming to Stronghold, the BDSM club that Patrick owned and that they all spent most of their weekend evenings at, with her best friend Hilary. She’d been a wide eyed innocent, and also turned out to be extremely submissive, but Liam had blown pretty hot and cold with her at first, to the point where he’d almost blown it completely. He was lucky she was such a sweet and forgiving person. 

      Adam had been the next to fall, and he’d come down pretty hard on Angel at the beginning. Granted, he’d first met her at a BDSM club down in Virginia where she’d been posing as a Domme, too afraid to go to her first club by herself as a submissive and with no backup. Andrew thought it was understandable and smart, but Adam had real issues with people hiding their true selves. 

      Despite his teasing toast, Rick hadn’t done much better at the beginning of his relationship either. Maria hadn’t known anything about BDSM or spankings and Rick had rejected her more than once because of that, but she’d teased him to the point where the poor guy had ended up falling head over heels - and then gotten his revenge once he’d taken over in the bedroom. Rick’s favorite kink was orgasm play, something which Andrew liked to play with himself now. He was of the opinion Rick was something of a sadist, although Rick claimed that it was all about control. 

      Because of Patrick’s friendship with Jake, he’d hesitated a long time when it came to Lexie, Jake’s little sister. Especially since Jake had been overseas in Afghanistan at the time. She’d pushed and pushed until Patrick had finally taken her in hand.

      Of all of them, Jared was probably the one who’d done the best when it came to getting his girl. He and Leigh’s rough start had very little to do with them and a lot more to do with their exes. At first everyone had been a little worried one or the other of them were just rebounding - considering they’d both gotten out of seven year relationships before getting together - but they’d proven they were the real deal. And now Jared was happier and more relaxed than he’d been in years.

      Sometimes it made Andrew feel a little sick with envy inside. His friends had all had rough starts to their relationships, but he knew each and every one of them were fully committed now. They were in for the long haul. The one and only time he’d ever been in that mindset, he’d fucked it up beyond redemption.

      Except lately he’d been wondering if he really had. Kate was different now. Stronger. More mature. She didn’t seem to think he was a monster anymore, or an abuser. His therapist was working with him on that; she didn’t think he was an abuser either. And Kate was still in the scene. She was still a masochist. 

      Andrew had been a bit confused, but glad too. Glad that she seemed to have found herself. Envious of her self-satisfaction. If only he could feel the same way.

      But he was trying not to be maudlin tonight, trying not to focus on his own shit. Tonight was about Liam. 

      He stood as Rick sat down.

      “To Liam... because you deserve the happiness that you’ve found and we’re happy to share in it with you.”

      More cheers, more drinking. The Manhattan Andrew had been sipping burned his throat as he took a huge gulp and grinned as Chris stood to make his own toast. Tonight was about Liam. Tonight was about celebrating. He’d deal with his own confused shit later.
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      Dancing was freeing. Intoxicating. 

      She was intoxicated. 

      Pretty much the only ones who weren’t were Olivia and Angel. Even Maria was working on getting wasted. 

      Kate was dancing on a speaker with Sharon, letting the music flow through her, tossing her arms into the air and waving them with abandon.Damn this was fun!

      “Oooo, check out that hottie!” Sharon grabbed Kate’s arm pointing across the room. 

      “Bachelorette party! Chicks before dicks! Hoes before bros!” Kate yelled back, turning Sharon around, away from the admittedly extremely hot man. 

      Sharon rolled her dark eyes. “I know! I’m just saying! He’s hot!”

      “He’s probably totally vanilla,” Kate retorted. 

      Although, maybe not such a bad thing. Sharon was kind of a lightweight at BDSM. She wanted a guy to take charge in the bedroom, but the little rituals and the pain that Kate reveled in... well they were way, way too much for Sharon.

      “My vagina smells chocolate!” Angel yelled, spinning around a little haphazardly, looking for the chocolate. Kate sniffed there air but didn’t smell anything – oh wait!There it was!

      Everyone else started spinning too, trying to figure out where the delicious chocolate smell was coming from, only to find Olivia directing two servers bearing two huge dick cakes. One had pale icing and rainbow sprinkles over the balls, the other was a chocolate monstrosity and had chocolate sprinkles over the balls.

      “Dick cake!” Kate squealed. “Who wants some dick cake?!”

      Turned out, plenty of people in the club did. Including the hottie Sharon had been checking out. Sharon beamed up at him, ignoring Kate’s pokes in her side.

      Sharon started flirting with him.

      Useless.

      Kate gave up.

      Mmmmm, dick cake.
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      “No, okay, but if you go fast enough -“

      “How do we know it has anything to do with speed?”

      “No, but hear me out, if we go fast enough -“

      “I reject your premise.”

      Andrew blinked, the movement feeling like it was in slow motion. Fuck a duck, he was drunk. 

      “Did I just see Chris making kissy noises at Patrick’s crotch?” he asked, interrupting the conversation going on next to him. Adam and Michael looked up from the napkin they were bent over, which was covered with all sorts of diagrams, ostensibly depicting how they would build a time machine. If they could build a working one.

      Chris winked at Andrew, a big grin on his face. “Everyone needs a hobby.”

      Laughter practically echoed off the walls of the small room.

      “I don’t even want to know what’s going on over there,” Rick muttered, waving his hand to where Chris, Justin, Patrick, and Jake were seated in a small cluster. It was only a few feet away, but somehow they’d separated into smaller conversational groups once they’d sat down for scotch and cigars. Adam and Michael were off in their own little world on their own, already back to pointing out things on their napkin and arguing philosophical physics.

      “You’d rather be listening to how to build a time machine?” Andrew asked, amused. 

      “Do you feel like we’re old?” Rick asked, instead of answering. He elbowed Liam gently where the other man was leaning on him, eyes glazed, looking like he was about to fall asleep. “I feel old. Liam’s getting married. We’re old.”

      “I’m not old,” Liam said, bristling and perking up a bit. “I’m young.I’m hip. I’m... I think I’m drunk.”

      “You think you’re drunk?” Jared asked, guffawing. The big guy was probably the closest to sober, since there was so much more of him than anyone else. Not that he was actually sober.

      Nobody was sober.

      “Who thought Liam would be the first to get married?” Rick asked, musing. He wrapped a muscular arm around Liam’s shoulders, letting the redhead lean into him. “That’s our boy... good job, Liam!”

      Liam grinned. “I did good.” He slanted a glance over at Andrew, his glassy eyes sharpening slightly. “So Andrew. Got a date for next week?”

      “Dude, no, I RSVPed just me.” Andrew frowned at him. “You know that.”

      “You know who else RSVPed just one?” Liam asked, snickering a little. “Kaaaaaaate.”

      “OOooooOOOOO,” Chris said, suddenly appearing at Andrew’s side and seating himself on the arm of Andrew’s chair. “So Kate has no date, huh?” He wrapped an arm around Andrew’s shoulder, leaning on him.

      “What does that matter to me?” Andrew grumbled, shrugging Chris off as he crossed his arms over his chest, a feeling of vulnerability came over him. It didn’t matter to him that Kate was still single. Okay, maybe he felt a little bit of relief, but that was normal. Right? They were exes. There were a few lingering feelings.

      Maybe a few new ones too. She was different and he liked those differences. Part of him almost wished that she’d come back mean or accusing or nasty, so he could push aside his physical attraction to her. Instead, she was as sweet and fun as ever, maybe a little more careful about watching what she said, and a strong, protective person. A big part of why everyone had forgiven her so quickly for abandoning their friendship was because she’d rescued Leigh in the parking lot of Stronghold from a wannabe Dom that had been trying to force his dominance. Angel and Leigh had taken to her right away, Jared and Adam had been on her side immediately because of that too, and it had just gone from there. 

      Besides, Andrew hadn’t wanted his friends to hate her. He didn’t. It was just hard, seeing her now and wondering...

      “I think you guys should scene together,” Chris said. “Are you going to scene together?”

      “Because that went so well last time.” She’d stormed out of the private room and then given him what-for about assuming she’d be willing to have sex during the scene and then followed that lecture up with one about the way he treated the submissives at the club. Just thinking about it made Andrew feel ashamed all over again.

      “I said scene with, not have sex with.You gotta take it slow. Seduce her.” Chris waggled his eyebrows lasciviously. “Give her a little taste and keep her coming back for more.”

      This whole conversation was making him feel far too sober. Especially because he really did want to scene with her again. He was just afraid to ask.

      Fortunately, Liam provided the perfect distraction.

      “I think I’m gonna barf.”
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      The party bus dropped them off at Adam and Angel’s house. It had the most rooms.

      Roooooooms.

      Leaning on Sharon, Kate started giggling.

      “What’s so funny?” Sharon asked, blinking up at her. A smile started to spread on her face.

      “I don’t know,” Kate admitted, giggling harder, which made Sharon start giggling.

      “Alright, ladies, in you go,” Olivia said, holding the door open. She gave Kate a sharp smack on her ass as she passed.

      “Yowch!” Kate did a little mincing step, hurrying in and nearly knocking Sharon over.

      They stumbled through the front hall after Angel and Leigh, who were giggling madly as well. Then they nearly ran into Angel and Leigh when they reached the kitchen and the two women came to a sudden halt.

      “What are you doing here?” Angel screeched. “You’re all supposed to be at Liam’s!”

      Coming towards her with a goofy grin on his usually serious face, Adam pulled his girlfriend into his arms. “We wanted to be with you.”

      She scowled up at him.“If you’re going to crash girl time, you could at least put on a skirt.”

      Laughing, he gave her a little smack on the ass and a very thorough kiss, effectively shutting her up.

      Blinking, Kate sidled around the couple to see the full kitchen array. Yup, the gang’s all here. 

      Her eyes automatically went to the fridge, where Andrew was leaning. Maybe it was the alcohol talking, but he looked even hotter than usual. She ignored the little flutter in her stomach that agreed.

      Had to be the alcohol. 

      The other girls spilled into the kitchen, those in relationships immediately finding their partner. Kate and Sharon made their way over to the seats at the island counter. Which, of course, meant that Kate ended up basically facing Andrew. Also, Jake and Michael. They all looked a little worse for the wear.

      Not that she was one to talk.

      Her grin even felt loopy.

      “You guys have a good night?”

      “Yeah,” Andrew said, forcing her to look directly at him or be rude. The corner of his mouth tipped up in a little smile. His dark hair flopped over his forehead, making her want to brush it away. “Right up until Rick and I had to hold Liam while he puked in the plants next to the cigar shop.”

      Sharon wrinkled her nose. “Ew, cigars? No wonder he puked.”

      “Liam likes cigars, that’s not what made him puke,” Jake said, sounding a little impatient. Kate hid her smile. He was another one that had changed a lot from what she remembered - he was harder, bigger, and more alpha than ever, but whenever he interacted with Sharon it was like watching the little boy on the playground with a crush and no idea what to do other than pull her braids.

      At least, that was her opinion. 

      The two of them couldn’t talk without bickering. Sharon said he was obnoxious. Jake said she was annoying. Kate thought they’d actually get along really well if they could just talk to each other without arguing.

      “No one in my group puked,” Olivia said, smiling smugly.

      Raising an eyebrow, arms crossed over his chest as he leaned back against the counter next to Jake, Michael looked to his right, his gaze lowering all the way down.

      “Leigh, sweetie, are you okay?”

      “Ummmmmm.... Yes?”

      Olivia peered over the island and groaned. “Can someone get her off the floor? Where the hell did Jared go?”
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      Watching Sharon and Kate dissolve into an adorable pile of giggles, Andrew couldn’t help but smile. Despite the memories that occasionally rose up, making it hard for him to be around Kate, he still smiled a hell of a lot more now than he had in the past few years. How could he not?

      She was still his ray of sunshine, and he’d been in the dark for way too long.

      Slowly, with the help of the more sober members of the group, everyone managed to get into pajamas and to where they were sleeping. It was the first time in years Andrew had slept in the same room as Kate, even if they were separated by others between them, all spread out on the floor. He could swear he could pick out the specific sound of her breathing.

      It helped lull him to sleep.
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      Head pounding, Kate groaned as she woke up, pressing her palm to her forehead.

      “Oh my god... I’m never drinking again.”

      “That’s what they all say. Here, have a sip of this.” Andrew’s deep velvet voice startled her, but she hurt too much to jump.

      Opening her eyes, she saw him holding out a glass of orangish liquid. Light orange. Emergen-C. Her go-to hangover cure.

      Was it wrong to get butterflies in her stomach that he’d remembered that little detail? 

      Well, maybe a little, since the butterflies didn’t help with the nausea. 

      Taking the glass from him, she chugged it down, feeling grateful and more than a little touched. When he nodded and stood, heading towards the stairs going back up to the main floor, she couldn’t help but feel a little bereft.

      Slowly taking in the rest of the room, she could see that everyone else had either a glass of water or a bottle of Gatorade by where they were sleeping. Which meant he’d made her glass especially for her. The little bubble of happiness in her stomach at his thoughtfulness made her smile. This was the Andrew she liked.
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      Returning to the kitchen where Angel and Olivia were making breakfast, Andrew pasted a smile on his face. 

      “Everyone have something to drink?” Olivia asked. “Anyone else awake?”

      The entire group had spent the night last night at Adam’s, despite the original plan being for the guys to end up at Liam’s. Angel and Adam had slept in their room upstairs, Leigh had taken Jared to the room she stayed in when she was there (which wasn’t often anymore as she spent most nights at his place), and Hilary and Liam had gotten the other guest bedroom. Other than Rick and Maria, who were in the television room on the pull out couch, everyone else had ended up in the basement. Fortunately, Lexie had brought an air mattress for her and Patrick, otherwise they would have never heard the end of his complaints about not having a bed.

      “Kate just woke up,” he said. “Everyone else is still totally passed out. I don’t know if she’ll be coming up or going back to sleep.”

      Hopefully back to sleep. She’d looked like she was hurting. Andrew and Olivia had both managed to keep from getting totally wasted, but everyone else was going to be feeling it this morning.

      “Urgh,” said a masculine voice, proving his point. Andrew turned slightly to see Adam slowly moving into the room, rubbing his hand over his face. He didn’t think he’d ever seen his friend looking so disheveled. He was actually wearing pajama pants and a t-shirt.

      “Hey honey. Coffee’s ready,” Angel said, gliding over to put a mug in Adam’s hand. She gave him a kiss on the cheek once he’d taken it.

      Wrapping one arm around her, Adam nuzzled her head with his lips. “You’re my coffee. You wake me up. And I put cream in you.”

      Angel giggled, Olivia chortled, and Andrew shook his head. Smiling, Adam took a sip of his coffee.

      “Sooooo punny,” Angel said, still giggling. She giggled even harder when Adam looked down at her shirt, which declared that her brain was giving her the silent treatment today, and sighed. His sigh was full of judgment. Then he kissed her again while Olivia and Andrew pretended they didn’t feel awkwardly invasive to the intimate moment.

      Yeah, that was what Andrew wanted for himself. Not Angel, obviously, but that relationship. That goofy, fun, happy relationship. If he could trust himself again. If he knew he could be in a relationship with someone without losing control, without harming them.

      Liam and Chris’ words from last night came back to him. 

      Maybe he should see if Kate would try a scene with him again. Not because he wanted her back but... for some kind of closure. To see... to see if she would trust him. Because if she would, maybe he could start trusting himself again. He knew she wasn’t enamored of how many submissives he’d scened with, while never being in a relationship with them, but he just couldn’t. 

      The last time he’d scened with someone he loved, he hadn’t been able to retain control of the scene, and since she’d come back, he’d also seen the scar from that experience was still there. 

      But maybe, just maybe, if he could make it right, do it right, then he could move on. Maybe then he could find what his friends had.

      It was worth a shot. And this time he wouldn’t push for sex as part of the scene. He was man enough to admit he shouldn’t have pushed the first time, or made the assumption she’d be okay with sex as part of the scene. He’d let his desire for her and their past dictate his behavior that day, and he wasn’t proud of that, but he liked to think that he was better than that now.

      Kate came up the stairs and into the kitchen, blinking sleepily, her pale blonde hair piled on top of her head, wearing a tank top and boxer shorts, and Andrew felt his cock twitch. Fucking gorgeous, even when she’d just woken up. When she saw him, she smiled before turning towards Angel and Olivia.

      Yeah, after Hilary and Liam’s wedding, he was definitely going to ask her about doing a scene.

    

  


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





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


