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      Parts of this book take place in sex club so if things of that nature are not your thing, I’d advise you not to read this series.

      

      Some themes and mentions:

      Bdsm, mfm, Childhood Trauma (off page), Financial abuse (off page), Parental abuse (off page).
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            Jenna

          

        

      

    

    
      Never meet your heroes, or in my case, never meet the guy who was an actor on your favorite TV show. Why? Because they usually disappoint. I shouldn’t be attracted to him, but something about Reid Taylor gets me going. Adrien had me call his assistant, telling her he needed a meeting with him today. Reid runs things down there as the show-runner and Executive Producer of the series. Adrien’s still new to the web content/series business, so he’s more hands-on with it than usual. The guy needs to sort out someone to oversee this shit. It’s the first time I’ve had contact with the production and writers' office, but when Adrien Banks wants you in his office, you come. I’m glad I paid the same attention to detail to my appearance today as I do every day.

      I know what you’re thinking; she wants to sleep with her boss. Erm, nope! His fiancé would probably fire my ass. I’d fire my ass. No, Sara, the future Mrs. Banks is, I guess, also my boss. When she came back with my boss after his best friend got married last year, Sara had been helping Adrien run his company. She’s just as savvy as he is. They used to work together, and he got a promotion that both say could have gone either way, but we all know how the business world is to women especially, so who knows? She hardly uses me as her assistant, even though their offices are the only ones on the top floor.

      I digress, though. Reid Taylor is currently sitting in the seating area across from my desk. His eyes inspect me. He looks at my tits and then tells me, ‘Banks better not be too long,’ before sitting down and not saying another word. He’s been here ten minutes, and I’m sweating like I’m in a burning hot building.

      He’s been working for Adrien’s streaming company, Banks Media, for a year, but the production company has been using a few offices downstairs for the last month or so. Reid was a TV star as a teen, but now he mostly writes and directs. However, the guy is still as hot as I remember, and my teenage crush on him doesn’t seem to have changed, even when he’s acting like an arrogant ass.

      The elevator pings as the doors open, and I hear footsteps getting louder the closer they get to my desk. My attention gets pulled away from the man in front of me.

      I smell him before I see him.

      “Josh said Adrien needed these before the end of the day,” Dominic says as he puts a couple of manilla folders on my desk.

      “When will they realize that this could have been done electronically?”

      Dominic laughs. “Yeah, but then I wouldn’t have an excuse to see Adrien’s lovely assistant.”

      I feel myself flush, followed by a groan from the ass sitting across from my desk.

      Adrien’s door opens on the right-hand side of me, and I stand, flattening my skirt as I stand. “Reid Taylor,” I offer the introduction, even though Adrien knows exactly who he is.

      “Reid, sorry to keep you waiting. I had a mini emergency I needed to deal with.”

      “Not to worry, your lovely assistant made the wait bearable.”

      They walk into his office, and Adrien shuts the door, a strange look on his face.

      Dominic sits on the chair in front of my desk, a smile on his face.

      “So that’s Reid Taylor in the flesh.”

      “Hmm.” I moan.

      “Does Adrien know you have a crush on that guy?”

      My eyes widen as my whole body stiffens up. “What?”

      The smile on his face tells me he knows I’m embarrassed by his comment. “You want to meet up for drinks after work?”

      I promised my sister I would not be a loner at work all the time. But working for the boss doesn’t exactly make you the top of the friends at work list. “Sure.”

      “Okay, I didn’t think you’d agree so quickly.”

      Dominic is the closest thing to a work friend I have, and that’s because he technically works in another building.

      “I’ll meet you at your office at six,” I say, looking at Adrien’s calendar on my screen.

      I’m busy rearranging some magazines on the coffee table in the waiting area outside when I hear the door behind me open and close. I turn around to see Reid leaning against my desk. His feet crossed at his feet with his arms crossed over his chest. He’s looking at me like I’m his prey. Hunger in his eyes. My throat feels dry, and my skin blushes at the feel of his eyes taking me in.

      “Is he your boyfriend?”

      I stop mid-stride at my desk, confused about who he’s talking about. Everyone knows Adrien worships the ground Sara walks on. Then I realize who he’s talking about, and a small laugh escapes me. “No, Dominic is not my boyfriend.”

      He straightens himself up as I walk behind my desk and sit back in my chair.

      “Hmm,” he says thoughtfully.

      “Not that it would be any of your business.” I smile, typing in my password to bring my screen to life.

      “Maybe, maybe not. Was good seeing you again, Jenna.” He says before striding away from my desk and down the short corridor to where the elevators are that belong to the main part of the building.

      It’s not until I hear the ping of the elevator doors closing that it registers that he'd said my name. We’d never met before, at least not that I’d known of.
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      Sara walks across from her office, her purse and laptop case in hand as she approaches my desk. Adrien’s door is closed, and she and I both know Adrien’s closed-door policy does not include her, but she waits outside anyway.

      “You know he’d expect you just to walk in,” I say, smiling.

      “I know. But I want to be out of here before six,” she laughs, pulling out her phone.

      My skin blushes as I realize the meaning behind her words, and I bite my lips closed to hold back my laugh.

      His office door opens, and he switches off the light, locking the door.

      “You’re still here?” He asks, looking at his watch.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll be leaving soon. I’m meeting a friend who works in the building at six,” I say, sort of the truth.

      “Okay,” he eyes me, wearily grasping Sara’s hand.

      I pull out my spare toiletries bag from the bottom of my desk and head off to the restroom to freshen up.
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        PERFECT TEN - BEAUTIFUL SOUTH

      

      

      I exit the elevator and see Jenna sitting on one of the couches scattered around the lobby. Her eyes are glued to the water fountain. She loves watching that thing. When I asked her why, she told me it was calming. I don’t see it myself but each to their own.

      Jenna and I have known each other on and off for a couple of years, both having demanding bosses who have, in the last year, only just started to loosen those reins slightly. My boss in particular, but I know Jenna doesn’t work as many crazy late hours as she used to. It's only in the last year that we’ve started to see each other on a semi-regular basis. Our bosses, though, are friends and business partners, even if my boss is only involved in a silent capacity.

      Jenna knows everything in that place, and she’s one of only a handful of people who knows my boss, Josh, is a silent partner in the hotel side of the company.

      I pocket my phone into the inside of my jacket. She’s deep in thought and hasn’t seen me approaching her. “My sister said I need to get out more,” she says as I stand beside her.

      “She’s not wrong. When we had coffee a couple of weeks ago, you told me you needed to change things.”

      “Yeah, you know what it’s like, though. You get home, think of a million new things that need doing at the office, and spend half of your evening doing work.”

      “Hmm. I used to. Josh has started having a pop if he sees me logging hours onto the server after seven-thirty.”

      She looks at me, slack-jawed.

      “But his portfolio is not as big as Adrien’s.”

      “Tell me about it,” she says, pulling the strap on her purse over her head so it crosses her chest, right between her perfect tits.

      I run a hand down the back of my neck. I need to stop. Until I man up, grow a pair, and ask her out. I shouldn’t be thinking about her tits and how perfect they look in the silk blouse she’s wearing today.

      “Thanks for this, Dom. I needed this push.”

      I push my hands into my front pockets, even though all I want to do is reach for her hand. “Where do you want to go? Our usual place?” I can’t believe we have a usual place.

      “Sounds great.” She smiles at me.

      We turn down the side street at the side of our building. I found this place by chance a couple of months ago. We’ve been here a couple of times since, and it’s becoming ‘our’ place to go. Our bosses need us to work together every couple of months, so that’s how we’ve become ‘friendly.’

      Josh’s office is way more relaxed. I have some people on my floor who I’d class as work friends. Jenna, though, she’s isolated. Adrien had the top floor all to himself for a long time, and Jenna is his only assistant, so she’s been on her own a lot.

      “Please tell me we’re eating?” she asks.

      I laugh. I’ve never met a woman who enjoys her food as much as she does and still is the size she is. She’s not a stick by any means. She has meat on her bones, meat I’ve thought about grabbing while jerking myself off. She’s a perfect ten if ever there was one. That song was made for her.

      “Of course,” I say, putting my hand on her lower back and guiding her to the booth in the far corner that has become ‘our’ place to sit.

      “Bobby, our usual,” I shout. He nods at me.

      We take our seats, and she pulls her jacket off, throwing her purse and jacket on the seat next to her. Our drinks get brought over, and we both take a large sip.

      “So, how was it meeting your crush today?” I ask, teasing her just a little.

      We saw Reid Taylor in the building about a month ago on our way back from lunch, and I thought she was going to hyperventilate in the lobby of the building. Today she seemed to have it more under control.

      “It was okay. He’s…” She stops mid-sentence thoughtfully.

      “Not what you expected? Exactly what you expected?” I offer as I take another sip of my beer.

      “Both, I guess.” She laughs a little as if remembering something. “He asked if we were dating.” Now it’s her turn to take a sip of her own. I notice she takes a larger sip, though.

      I tense up in my seat but try to read her body language. Everyone seems to notice that I have a thing for her, except Jenna. She’s seriously put me in the friend zone. I know I’d be hitting above my weight, though. She’s totally out of my league. “What did you tell him?”

      She looks a little flustered. “I told him it was none of his business what we are.”

      I rub the back of my neck again. Josh says it’s my tell. Remind me never to play poker with the guy. I can’t compete with the likes of Reid Taylor.

      “He was acting like an ass, anyway.” She adds, but I know Jenna. She wouldn’t have known how to handle the likes of him flirting with her. Everyone knows she busts everyone’s balls in a work capacity. That was proven when Adrien was out of the office for a week last year. She ran that place like she owned the place, and she does. Adrien is damn lucky to have her. Taking in the quality of her impressive shoe collection and designer wardrobe, he must pay her well. But on a personal level, when she’s doing stuff for herself, she’s… I guess being submissive is the best way to describe her.

      “He’d have to be blind not to want to hit on you,” I say as Bobby puts our burgers and fries on the table before us. I don’t look at her directly, but she does move uncomfortably in her seat. Why did I even say that? It’s the truth, but we’ve never been so direct.
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      I head out of the bar and see Jenna as she gets in her Uber. Watching as she drives away. I know I should have told her I already know Reid. I should have told her when she told me about her crush. Reid and I met about eighteen months ago. Josh’s company was responsible for his new house in the hills.

      When we did work on ‘Hidden Secrets’ earlier in the year, Kate gave us a discount on membership for three months. Now it is decision time. Do I want to take out a full membership? I’ve started to find myself here. This person inside of me has always been there. I just didn’t know how to access it.

      I open up the app and click on it. There is availability for the rest of the night if I want to go.

      My finger is hitting to attend before I know what I’m doing. I click accept. I’d love to see Jenna in this place.

      Executive Assistant Jenna doesn’t have a submissive bone in her body. But off the clock, Jenna thrives on it. I’ve thought about it numerous times that we’ve hung out together.

      I pull up the Uber app. I guess I’m going to Hidden Secrets tonight.
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        WORK SONG - HOZIER

      

      

      I purposely picked a blonde to ‘play’ with tonight to get Jenna Michaels out of my head. I mean, it’s fucking rude to think of another woman while getting a lap dance from another person. This isn’t your average club, nor is it a strip club. It’s THE most exclusive ‘sex club’ on the west coast.

      I run my hands up the back of her thighs. I’m an exhibitionist. This place gives me a way to have that and not have the risk of ZMT or any other media outlet plastering images of me all over the internet. I also don’t think my lawyer would be too happy, especially considering he recently moved to the east coast. Mike, one of the owners of this place, would also have a fucking murderous fit if images from inside of this place got leaked.

      She stops moving, her tits still right in front of my face. “Where did you just go?” she asks, pulling away from me.

      “Nowhere. I’m here,” even though I don’t believe the words coming out of my mouth.

      “I know you said you wanted the lap dance. We could do something else. Take your stress out on me any way you want,” she whispers.

      We’ve played together before, and I figured tonight would be easy. I guess Jenna Michaels got under my skin more than she should have. When I saw her in the building lobby last year, I never guessed that she was Adrien Banks’ assistant. I could have crossed paths with her a lot sooner. But the building is huge. I mean, technically, it’s two buildings joined together.

      “No, not tonight. I think I need something else.”

      “You can have me any way you want.”

      She’s going all about this wrong. I need to be in control. I wasn't for a big part of my childhood, which is why I need this place. Being topped does nothing for me, and I need control.

      I stand up. “Not tonight,” I say as I leave her where she is, watching me as I walk away toward the bar.

      Mike is sitting at the end of the bar with an iPad as the staff behind the bar work on drink orders.

      “Where’s the lovely Kate tonight?” I ask, pulling up a seat.

      “Book club with her girlfriends.” He smiles.

      “Why do I think book club is a euphemism for something else?” I laugh.

      He laughs, running his hands through his hair. “Let’s just say I reap the benefits from my girlfriend and her smutty book club.”

      This got my attention. What can I say? I’m a guy with a one-track mind. The only words I heard were ‘smutty’ and ‘benefits.’ “How smutty are we talking?” I’m one hundred percent invested in this conversation as of right now.

      “Oh, smutty. Not like they used to be. These days we’re talking full-on graphic details. Some of the stuff they read would make even you blush. It’s basically porn but with words. It’s great to have a girlfriend who reads.”

      “Do they let guys into this ‘book club’?”

      “You are not joining my girlfriend’s book club. It’s bad enough, Adrien…” he realizes what he's done as soon as he says it.

      “Banks goes?” I ask, really intrigued now.

      “His fiancée, yes. It’s their thing. It’s their ‘love language,’ at least that’s what he calls it, whipped is what it is.”

      Huh. I’m seeing the billionaire in a completely new light. I’ve never seen him here, even though I know he and Mike are close.

      “He’s a private guy. He’s going to kill me when he finds out I’ve told you.”

      “Your secret is safe with me,” I say, wiggling my eyebrows at him.

      “He’s technically your boss, so maybe dial it back a bit.” He says, almost in a warning.

      “Only until we finish this series. He still hasn’t decided if we’re getting another season.”

      “Huh. Well, maybe keep in his good books then, eh?”

      He has a point. I like this new series I’m involved in. I actually don’t want to slit my wrists on this show. “He has guys who run the studio side of his business.”

      “If you think Adrien isn’t highly involved in every part of his fucking empire, then you don’t know him at all. He might delegate shit, but he gets the last fucking word.”

      “I get it.” I hold my hands up. Mike and I might be close in age, but he screams Dom in everything he does and with everyone he has a conversation with.

      “What happened over there?” He asks, looking at one of the dancers.

      “My head wasn’t in it.”

      Now it’s Mike’s turn to raise his eyebrows at me.

      “Ha ha, performance issues from the great Reid Taylor.”

      “Hardly. Everything is in full working order. That wasn’t the problem.”

      Mike doesn’t say a word and looks at me, waiting for me to continue. I swear part of his role here is as a therapist.

      “My mind was on,” I pause, “someone else.”

      Mike winces at me. “That’s low, even for you.”

      “Hence why I stopped. I’m an ass, but not that much of an ass.”

      “Who is it? Please don’t tell me it’s someone in the cast.” Mike says, putting the iPad back in the docking station behind the bar. His face is telling me he wouldn’t be impressed with that. I wouldn’t be since two-thirds of the cast are in their late teens to early twenties. I’m not that guy. Not that guy at all.

      “No. You don’t know her.” He doesn’t need to know that all afternoon; I’ve been thinking about Banks’ assistant since my meeting with Adrien. I even had to rub one out in the shower at the gym. Not my finest moment. God, Mike probably does know her too.

      I sip my bourbon, enjoying the heat as it goes down my throat. Since I’ve given up on ‘playing’ tonight, I don’t have to keep to the two-drink limit.

      “She must be something if she’s got you all in your head,” Mike laughs as he stands up, hits me on the shoulder, and heads toward the elevator.

      Surprise hits me, though, when another familiar face steps out. Dominic, from earlier. The guy I’m convinced is fucking Jenna. I could be wrong, though. Why would he be here alone if he was sleeping with Jenna?

      I knock the rest of my drink back and try not to think of what Jenna would look like on her knees in this place.

      Fuck! I’m in real fucking trouble with this one.

      “Hey,” he says, pulling out the seat next to me.

      “Hey, I wasn’t aware you were a member here.”

      “Yeah. Mike hooked me up.”

      “So, how long have you been pining over her?” I’m aware I’m being a dick. But something about this guy tells me we’d get on if we didn’t both have a thing for the same woman.

      “She doesn’t see me that way.”

      “I came here not to think about her, too,” I laugh. We both look down to see another drink has been placed in front of us. Maybe Dominic is the kind of friend I need in my life.

      “She’s practically perfect in every way,” Dom muses.

      “Something tells me she wouldn’t like to be compared to Mary Poppins.”

      We both laugh, and an easiness falls over us. We spend the next three hours chatting up a storm. Dominic has a lot of varied interests, but he’s a natural ‘Dom.’ That’s clear as day. That’s why I’m so confused. He’s not been all over Jenna before now. I’ve seen him play with lots of people here. Sometimes more than one at a time. A few have been couples, now that I think about it.

      “Have you ever been in a relationship with another couple?” I ask the bourbon, making this conversation flow out of my mouth way too easily.

      He stops and turns to look at me, confusion but also maybe a bit of lust too. “I’ve played with some couples but never been in a relationship with more than one person. But I wouldn’t say no right out of the gate.” He pauses. “For the right person.”

      Jenna? I don’t say it out loud. I’m not sure I’d be able to hear what the answer would be. I know Jenna is a special kind of woman, and I’ve only spent a total of fifteen minutes in her company. Most of that, she was giving me ‘don’t mess with me vibes.’

      “For the right person, I’d do almost anything if it made her happy,” Dominic says. He stares at me, and we have a whole ass conversation with neither one of us saying a word.

      Okay, Dominic. My mind goes into overdrive. A plan formed in my mind.

      The conversation changes, and an easiness comes over us both as we talk and ‘bond,’ I guess. Occasionally watching things going on in the room around us. I’d love to bring Jenna here. She’d fit in perfectly; I just know it. I’m not often certain of many things, especially where the opposite sex is concerned. I’m usually trying to look for what angle they’re trying to pull. I close my eyes for a moment and see Jenna on her knees, right here. In front of Dominic and I. Fuck, I have it bad for this woman.
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      My driver pulls up to the soundstage on the lot we’re filming today. I’m not directing this week's episode, but I still show my face several times weekly. This show is like my baby.

      I put my sunglasses on. I shouldn’t have helped prop the bar up last night because I'm paying for it this morning. But a certain brunette was on my mind, a certain brunette, who I'm pretty sure has a boyfriend that her friend knows nothing about. Or at least she should have a boyfriend, the way that guy was looking at her yesterday. A guy I ended up having drinks with last night.

      I’m hoping the set visit is an in-and-out job. Hangovers are only getting worse the older you get. I used to be able to bounce right back, but now a hangover takes a full day to recover. Getting older isn’t all that fun after all.

      “Well, you look like shit,” a woman’s voice says as she stands beside me. In my current state, it takes me a minute to register who it is.

      I turn to give her my full attention. Lauren is my co-star from many moons ago and is currently the mom to one of the teens on the show we’re making. “Late night, last night.”

      “Reid,” she smiles, shaking her head at me. We had a fling twenty years ago, but we’ve worked with each other several times over the years. She’s married, though, to one of the writers on the show. She walks with me to craft services, passes me a coffee in a paper cup, and smiles as the caffeine hits my bloodstream. “When will you find someone you want to keep around for more than a long weekend?”

      “How do you know I haven’t?”

      “Because you wouldn’t look like shit on a weekday if you did,” she laughs, grabbing herself something to eat. “Also, Max would have told me.”
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        BED OF ROSES: BON JOVI

      

      

      Sweat runs down my back as Josh talks my ear off on the bike next to me. Josh is a great boss and friend, but I needed to clear my head. That was the plan for my lunch break. Of course, all that went out of the window when Josh approached, and then ten minutes later, Jenna walked in. Tight yoga pants and the tightest tank top in the history of tank tops. I guess it was a small mercy that it wasn’t skin color. No, the aqua and black showed off her tanned skin from her recent trip to Mexico.

      “Are you ever going to make a move?” He asks, nodding Jenna’s way.

      I slow down on the pedals and turn to look at him. He might be my boss, but Josh runs a casual ship on the twentieth floor, on his side of the joined building.

      He laughs as he unscrews the bottle, still peddling away on the bike. I’ve worked for the guy for six years, and he’s always been the same.

      Annoying!

      I laugh. He’s more annoying in that older brother kind of way. Like I said–casual office.

      “You’d look good together. Alex doesn’t think she’s seeing anyone.”

      “Not that I care, but how do you know that?” I push myself harder on the bike. My lungs starting to feel like they’re on fire.

      He shows me his phone. He must have texted him while I was distracted watching Jenna. She’s oblivious to us, though.

      “You don’t want to miss your chance.” He slows down before bringing the bike to a stop. “She won’t be single forever.”

      He moves away from me, and my eyes stay on Jenna on the other side of the gym. I keep her in sight every time we move to a different piece of equipment.
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      My boss and most people on the floor left a couple of hours ago, but Josh has a big presentation tomorrow morning, and I’d rather get everything set up and ready tonight. The lady who cleans our floor gets off the elevator and shakes her head at me. She’s always telling me off when I work late. This is why I always try to be out of here when she gets to our floor, but tonight she’s early.

      “I’m leaving in ten minutes,” I smile as I make the finishing touches to the email I have open on my screen.

      “Dominic, you work too hard.”

      “Maybe, but I love my job.” I mean every word. I do love my job. Josh’s portfolio is all construction and property development. The guy has property in every major city in the country. The presentation for tomorrow is the first one out of the country. Josh will give me more responsibility if we get the go-ahead for this new apartment building; I know it. Since he’s gotten together with Issy and Alex, it’s given him this new lease on life, and he’s much more bearable to work for. I close my computer and wave to the cleaner as the elevator doors close.




OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/los-angeles-skyline.jpg





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/jenna-secrets-we-keep.jpg






OEBPS/images/img_4834.jpg





OEBPS/images/clubhs-2---reid-scene-break-image.jpg





OEBPS/images/dom-secrets-we-keep.jpg





