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      Everything was the same.

      Every. Damn. Thing.

      Harbortown was like the place that time had forgotten, and as Walker Bradshaw drove through the town for the second time today, it felt like he had stepped back in time.

      And it made him shudder.

      After a dozen years away, he was back to take care of some family business. Well, now it was his business, but he wasn’t ready to deal with it yet. There was plenty of time for that, but for today, he just wanted to get reacquainted with the town. It was going to be his home for the next six months, so he figured it was the smart thing to do.

      He just wished it all didn’t look so unappealing.

      Still, he was committed to the project, had taken the leave of absence from his job, and was going to stick it out no matter how many second thoughts he had.

      Pulling up to the Lakeview Inn, he groaned. It looked like it hadn’t been updated in twenty years, but it was the only hotel in town, so…here he was.

      Were there other arrangements he could have made? Sure. It just seemed wasteful to look to rent a house when he was only going to need it for a handful of days. Sucking it up at an old and outdated hotel was a minor inconvenience, but again, he’d deal with it.

      “If I deal with much more, my head may explode,” he murmured as he climbed out of his truck. The Yukon was a monstrosity of an SUV, but he preferred it to an extended cab pickup. He needed something large and hoped this was going to work when it came time to haul building materials.

      Letting out a tired breath, he went and checked in and was given the key to a corner room on the ground floor. All the rooms had exterior entryways, so it felt a little more like a motel to him, but he kept that observation to himself.

      “Oh, Mr. Bradshaw?” the woman behind the desk called out when he was halfway across the lobby.

      Turning, he smiled. “Yes?”

      “I wasn’t sure if you were in town on business or if you’re visiting family, but there’s a big town-wide celebration happening tonight over Main Street!” she excitedly explained. “All the businesses on the block are open late and there’s going to be live music and food trucks. The Harbor Pub and Lakeview Pizza are staying open late too. If you don’t have anything planned, you should check it out!”

      “What are you celebrating?”

      “It’s the annual Tulips and Toboggans Festival,” she said, as if that was a normal thing.

      “Tulips and Toboggans? What…?”

      “Well, the weather up here can be a bit fickle. Sometimes, even when it’s spring, winter shows back up. We used to have a tulip festival—as in the flowers—but years ago we added the toboggans because Mother Nature kept piling the snow on and delaying our flowers, so…”

      “Ah. Got it,” he said, even though it sounded ridiculous.

      “It’s within walking distance,” she went on. “Which is lucky for you because the traffic will be crazy. I don’t fuss at anyone who parks in our lot. After all, we’re all like family here in Harbortown.”

      All he could do was nod.

      “Everyone’s going to be there. You really should go and experience it! Everything kicks off at five and goes until eleven. Hopefully I’ll see you there!”

      “I’ll think about it. Thanks,” he said, finally walking out the door. His room was far down at the end of the building, so he decided to drive to it, making it easier to unload his luggage right into his room.

      By the time he was done and settled, it was a little after three. His flight from Texas that morning was uneventful and the drive from the airport was easy, yet he was exhausted—like barely-keeping-his-eyes-open exhausted. The original plan had been to go and at least do a brief exploration of the resort he was here to renovate, but he decided to put that off until tomorrow. Then he figured he’d grab something to eat in town and enjoy a quiet night in, but now it sounded like that might be a bit complicated.

      “Or maybe I’m just being picky because I’m feeling overwhelmed already,” he mumbled, falling back onto the bed. No sooner had his body settled, than he started to feel himself dozing. “An hour. I’ll just nap for an hour and then figure out what to do about dinner.”

      And after a long yawn, he was asleep.

      The next time Walker opened his eyes, the room was dark, and he was wildly disoriented. “What the…?” It took a moment for him to realize where he was, and even longer for him to fumble around to turn on a light.

      The room looked dingier than he remembered.

      There were voices outside, so he walked over to the window, peered out through the curtains, and saw tons of people heading toward the street. From where he was, it looked like the parking lot was full, and a quick glance at his watch showed it was after six.

      “Tulips and Toboggans people, no doubt.” And as much as he would have preferred a quiet meal by himself, his curiosity got the better of him. It took a few minutes for him to freshen up and feel a little more awake and like himself. And after slipping on a jacket and grabbing his room key, he joined the throngs of people heading toward Main Street.

      The air was crisp, and he could hear music in the distance. Within minutes, he turned the corner and stepped onto the brightly lit street. There were people everywhere; the music and laughter surrounded him, and it was hard to remain indifferent. He walked past booths filled with flowers and various arts and crafts vendors. He could smell a variety of foods, and his stomach rumbled, demanding attention.

      There was a hot dog truck, a hot wings truck, another that served tomato pies, and the last one in this section served assorted cronuts. While they all sounded fine, none were really what he was looking for in terms of dinner. So, he wandered down another block and came to a line to get into the Harbor Pub. There was a sandwich board listing tonight’s specials—gourmet burgers and sandwiches, mostly—but they all sounded good to him.

      There was a group of women standing in front of him and he was curious if maybe they knew how long the wait was or if he needed to put his name on some sort of list. But before he could ask, he overheard their conversation.

      “Do we really want to wait thirty minutes?” one of them asked. “I mean, I was totally in the mood for wings. And the line at the truck wasn’t long at all!”

      “I don’t want wings,” another commented. “But I would kill for some pizza. We can head down the block and just go to Lakeview’s. They’ve got a ton of outdoor seating. Plus, my cousin’s working there tonight. I’ll bet he can get us seated fast!”

      “You guys,” the third one chimed in, “I have been dreaming about a bacon cheeseburger all day! And fries! I definitely need the fries!”

      “So, what are we supposed to do? No matter what we choose,” number one reasoned, “someone’s going to be disappointed!”

      Two more women joined them and asked what the plan was, and Walker had to admit, he was curious about how this was all going to play out and who was going to get their way.

      “I don’t want to wait on this line, but Harlow does,” number one told the newcomers. “I’d rather go and get wings, but Gwen wants pizza.”

      “Ooh…I could go for wings,” one of the new girls said.

      “And I was in the mood for pizza,” the other new girl added.

      “Oh, so then I’m the only one who wants to eat at the pub?” the one girl—Harlow?—asked the group.

      “You can get a burger anytime. Just pick which one would be your second choice—wings or pizza?” someone suggested.

      But clearly Harlow wasn’t having any of it.

      “You guys go and get what you want, and we’ll meet up a little later,” Harlow said stiffly. “I’m waiting on the line.”

      Which was moving because it looked like a lot of people were leaving it. Walker kind of hoped that meant he’d be inside and eating soon too.

      “Harlow, come on! You can’t just go and eat alone!” one friend argued.

      “It’s really not a big deal,” she assured them. “And besides, who says I’m going to eat alone, huh? Maybe I’ll meet up with someone and…”

      She glanced over her shoulder and Walker was met with the biggest, brownest eyes he’d ever seen. He tried not to smile but failed.

      When she smiled back, Walker smoothly said, “I was going to eat by myself, but I’d be more than happy to join you.”

      Her smile grew before she faced her friends and shrugged. “See? Problem solved! You guys go and get what you want, and I’ll see you later!”

      The entire group eyed him warily while murmuring about whether Harlow felt safe eating with a stranger, but she put everyone at ease and eventually they all walked away.

      When they were alone, she faced him, suddenly looking a bit shy. “I appreciate you stepping up like that.”

      “Well, it sounded like you were the only one who was going to have to compromise, and that didn’t seem fair.”

      “I know, right?” She laughed softly. “Anyway, I’m not going to hold you to joining me for dinner. I’m sure you don’t want to eat with a stranger.”

      He shrugged. “Like I said, I was here all by myself and planned on eating alone, but…” Another shrug. “I wouldn’t mind the company.”

      “Really?”

      “Really,” he assured her before holding out his hand. “I’m Walker.”

      She placed her hand in his. “I’m Harlow. It’s nice to meet you.”

      “It’s nice to meet you too.” He looked around. “So this is the Tulips and Toboggans Festival, huh?”

      “Yup. Is this your first time?”

      “It is. I just got into town today and found out about it. It was either come to the festival or not be able to drive across town,” he teased.

      “Yeah, it really takes up the entire downtown area.” She studied him for a moment. “So what brings you to Harbortown?”

      “I’m here on some business, but it’s pretty boring stuff and I’m trying to put off thinking about it until it’s absolutely necessary.”

      She nodded. “I totally understand.”

      “What about you? Do you live around here or are you just here for the festival?”

      “Born and raised in Harbortown,” she replied. “This is tradition. It’s not very exciting, but it’s a lot more fun than a typical Friday night, so…here I am.”

      The line continued to move until the hostess asked if there were any parties of two. They raised their hands and were immediately moved to the front of the line and escorted to a table in the back corner of the pub. He wondered if maybe this was weird, but realized it was no different from going on a first date.

      They immediately ordered drinks before quietly looking over the menu.

      “I thought I heard you mention something about a bacon cheeseburger and fries,” he said, grinning at her.

      “Oh, I’m definitely getting that, but I needed to make sure there was nothing else that sounded even better.” She winked at him. “What about you? What looks good to you?”

      Now there was a loaded question, and Walker held her gaze long enough to let her know what he was thinking. Harlow blushed slightly, ducking her head and focusing on the menu again.

      It took a few minutes, but he decided to give the bacon cheeseburger a try too, and once they placed their orders, they were left staring at each other while trying to come up with something to talk about.

      “So, Harlow, what do you do for a living?” he asked.

      Her sigh spoke volumes. “To be honest, I’ve had a crappy couple of weeks at work and would love to talk about something else. Is that okay?”

      He nodded with a small laugh. “Believe me, I totally get it.” Pausing, he scrambled for another topic. “This festival, you said it’s more exciting than a typical Friday night. What else is there to do around here?”

      He didn’t let on that he was familiar with the area, but he enjoyed listening to her talk about some of the other local restaurants and bars that she typically goes to with her friends.

      “There used to be a resort here in town,” she went on. “Well, on the edge of town. Anyway, it closed down right after Labor Day, and it used to be a great place to go on the weekends during the tourist season. Once it closed down, a lot of places sort of followed suit.” She shook her head. “We’re all really pissed about it, too. I mean…they could have sold the place and helped the town, but…” Another head shake. “Sorry. Sometimes I still get worked up about it.”

      All Walker did was nod because the last thing he wanted to talk about was the resort.

      “What about you?” she asked. “What kinds of things do you do for pleasure on the weekends?”

      He almost choked on his drink because the way she said pleasure had him thinking of sexy activities. He certainly wasn’t thinking about bowling or going to the movies.

      “It depends on my mood and the company,” he replied smoothly. He held her gaze and he swore the temperature in the room went up several degrees. “Occasionally I’ll grab a meal or some drinks with friends, but other times I prefer the company of a beautiful woman.” He raised his glass to her. “Like tonight.”

      She blushed again and Walker had a feeling things just took an interesting turn.

      “Where’s home for you?” she asked. “You mentioned just getting into town, so…?”

      “I travel a lot for work, but my home base is in Texas.” Pausing, he took another sip of water. “I’ve got to be honest, Harlow. It feels a little weird not to talk about our jobs because we don’t want to think about work. I’m not sure what we can talk about.”

      Harlow arched one dark brow at him. “Well, I obviously can’t speak for you, but there is a lot more to me than my job. Although…I get what you’re saying. We’re not looking to get into too much personal stuff. So how about we just talk about the pub? Or the food? Or maybe the festival?”

      “Would you really have come in and eaten by yourself if I didn’t say anything?”

      “Oh, absolutely! I take my food very seriously. And although I like wings, I wasn’t in the mood for them. Same with pizza. The plan was that we were going to grab something to eat and then walk around and take in all the arts and crafts stuff. Personally, I enjoy seeing all the art, particularly the paintings. It’s kind of a hobby of mine and I’m fascinated by what other artists create.”

      “Have you ever set up a booth at the festival and showcased your paintings?”

      Her bark of laughter was her first response. “Hell no! I don’t think I’m good enough for that sort of thing. Plus, if I did it and everyone else thought I sucked, I’d be mortified.”

      It was hard to argue with that.

      “Do you have any secret hobbies, Walker? Something you haven’t shared with your friends or coworkers?” When he didn’t reply right away, she teasingly added, “I promise not to tell.”

      “I play acoustic guitar. It was something I started when I was a kid, although I was in a band when I was in high school.”

      Her eyes lit up. “Really? Like a rock band?”

      He nodded. “Yup. It was short-lived and we were kind of awful. I got rid of the two electric guitars I had but decided to hold on to the acoustic one. Every once in a while, I like to just sit and play it. It’s very relaxing.”

      Which was why it was one of the things that was being delivered here with the rest of his belongings next week.

      Conversation organically moved on to music—what he liked, what she liked—and after that, their dinner arrived. Naturally, then, the discussion turned to food.

      Which was fantastic.

      Walker totally identified as a food snob, so he wasn’t overly optimistic about the food being served in the pub, but the burger was juicy and flavorful, and the fries had the perfect amount of salt and crispiness.

      And watching Harlow enjoy her meal was fascinating. She ate with gusto, talked a little with her mouth full, but she was so damn charming that he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Her dark hair, dark eyes, and glossy lips that she kept licking after every bite were beyond appealing.

      But…he was here to work on the resort. All of his time and energy needed to go into that and nothing else. He had a schedule and commitments, and more than anything, he needed to keep his focus.

      Yeah, but…that’s all going to start on Monday. What harm would it be to focus on something else for the weekend?

      Okay, that was a good point. And the more he looked at Harlow, the more he wanted to put all his attention on her.

      So he did.

      They ate, and when they were done, he paid for their meals.

      “Walker, you didn’t need to do that,” she sweetly chastised.

      “It was my pleasure.” Taking her by the hand, he led them out of the pub. Once they were out on the sidewalk, he smiled at her. “Show me around the festival!”

      It felt like they walked around for hours. Harlow showed him all of her favorite vendors and was definitely passionate when she showed him some of her favorite paintings and described why she liked them. They stopped at a food truck and shared a cronut, and then further down the block stopped at another truck and shared some frozen yogurt. As much as he didn’t think it would’ve been possible, he was having a great time.

      When they hit the end of the block, he knew they’d seen everything.

      “And that’s the Tulips and Toboggans festival,” she said with a small sigh. When she looked up at him, he could see a hint of disappointment there.

      “It was a lot of fun,” he told her. They simply held each other’s gaze for several long moments before he asked, “Do you need to meet up with your friends?”

      “Oh, um…they texted a little while ago to check on me because they were leaving.”

      “They just left you here?”

      “Well, they knew I was with you, and I told them we were walking around. It’s fine. Really.”

      “Did you drive here with anyone? Do you need a ride home?”

      She hit him with another shy smile. “Thanks, but I’m okay. I drove myself. I’m parked at the hotel.”

      “That’s where I’m staying,” he replied smoothly. “Want to start heading back that way?”

      Harlow nodded, and Walker knew he had about twenty minutes to come up with a reason to ask her to stay without coming off like he was being pushy.
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        * * *

      

      Would it be wrong if I initiated a kiss or maybe an invitation into his room?

      Harlow St. James never initiated anything physical or intimate, but something about this man made her want to.

      A lot.

      Maybe it was because she knew everyone in town because she’d lived here her entire life and Walker was someone new. Or maybe it was because she was having a really great night and wasn’t ready for it to end.

      Or maybe he’s the sexiest man I’ve ever met and just holding his hand is a turn on.

      Okay, yeah. They were all good reasons, but that last one was the strongest one.

      So, she slowed them down to a stroll and made an attempt to point out some of the most ridiculous things just to stall their walk to the hotel down a bit. Luckily, Walker humored her and looked at wood-carved figurines, painted flowerpots, and all the hand-crafted toboggans.

      If he knew that she was stalling them on purpose, he never said a word. If anything, he seemed more than okay with them taking their time.

      Was it possible he also wasn’t in any rush for their time together to end?

      God, I hope so! She thought.

      The crowd was definitely thinning out by the time they hit the end of Main Street, and with her hand still firmly in Walker’s, they turned off the block, leaving the festival behind. Her mind raced to come up with something witty to say, but all she came up with was, “So? What did you think of your first Tulips and Toboggans festival?”

      He playfully nudged her shoulder. “It was a lot more fun than I thought it was going to be, but I think that had more to do with my tour guide.”

      “Aww…well then I’m glad we found each other. I would hate to think of you wandering around all by yourself and missing out on some of the highlights.”

      “Which were…?” he teased.

      “Come on. Tell me you’ve ever seen any better wood-carved tulips! I mean, they were freaking adorable!”

      “They were. They were.”

      “And if you were going to be here in the winter, you know you totally would’ve bought yourself one of those custom toboggans, right?”

      “That one I’m not so sure about.”

      “Shawn Patterson’s toboggans have come in first place in many competitions—for both races and for design. He’s a local celebrity.”

      Nodding, he smiled down at her. “Well then, I would almost have to buy one of his if I were going to be here in the winter.”

      She studied him as they continued to walk. “You didn’t mention how long you were going to be in town for.”

      He seemed to hesitate before answering. “I’m not sure yet.”

      “Oh.”

      They walked along in companionable silence until they turned into the parking lot of the Lakeview Inn. She was parked in the far corner, but Walker came to a stop near the entrance to the lobby. Two of the employees came strolling out and waved to them. Harlow recognized Tammy Fielding and Ken Baker. They’d both worked at the hotel for years. Harlow smiled and waved at them both before putting her attention back on Walker. Turning slightly so he could face her, he looked like he was struggling to find something to say too.

      “I had a really good time tonight,” she blurted out. “I’m glad you chimed in during my conversation with my friends.”

      He visibly relaxed. “I don’t typically interrupt people’s conversations, but this time I’m glad I did.”

      More silence.

      “So, um…”

      “Where are you parked?”

      “Oh, back in the far corner,” she said, pointing in the general direction. “Do you have a room here in the main building or one of the outer rooms?”

      “Outer room.” He nodded in the same direction as her car. “I’m back in the corner room.” And with that, they turned and started walking that way.

      In total silence.

      When they reached Walker’s room, Harlow knew it was now or never. She either had to go big or—literally—go home.

      “This is your room, huh?”

      Ugh…what a stupid thing to say! What is wrong with me?

      The grin Walker gave her told her he thought it was lame too.

      “It is.” He paused for a moment before stepping in a bit closer. “I really want to ask you to come in, but I wasn’t sure if that would make me sound like some sort of creep or perv or…”

      “Walker?”

      “Hmm?”

      “I’d really like to go inside with you,” she said almost breathlessly. And before she could change her mind, she pressed up against him, wrapped her hand around his nape, and pulled him down so she could press her lips to his.

      She didn’t relax until Walker’s arm banded around her waist and he took control of the kiss. In a heartbeat, her back was against the hotel room door, and she was ready to hop up and wrap her legs around his waist.

      But she didn’t.

      Not yet.

      It was the wildest, most carnal kiss of her life. No one had ever kissed her this way—like she was vital to his very existence—and it made her mind go wild just imagining what would come next.

      He broke the kiss, resting his forehead against hers. “Key,” he murmured. “Let’s go inside.” He fumbled with the room key for a moment before the door finally opened and they nearly stumbled inside.

      Walker reached for her, and she willingly went into his arms. The door slammed shut seconds before she was back against it, wrapping herself around him.

      And yes, this time she did hop up and wrap her legs around his waist, and he rewarded her by tightly grasping her bottom and squeezing.

      Best. Night. Ever.

      On and on it went. Her hands raked through his dark hair and held on. It didn’t seem possible to want someone this badly, but she did. Maybe the fact that he was only in town for a short amount of time should be a deterrent, but it wasn’t. If anything, it made this even more exciting. She’d never had a one-night stand with a stranger, but her life had been pretty depressing lately, and this could be the perfect distraction.

      They hadn’t discussed anything even remotely personal tonight, and that should have been a red flag, but…she refused to think about it. People she knew saw her walking around with him all night, so if anything went wrong…

      Ugh…I listen to way too many true crime podcasts! Think sexy thoughts, dammit!

      Walker moved against her in the most erotic way, leaving her no doubt that they were on the same page, and it was crazy how much that delicious friction put her mind at ease.

      When he finally lifted his head, they were both panting breathlessly. “Am I going too fast?” he asked, but Harlow was already shaking her head. “Not fast enough?”

      She grinned. “I wouldn’t say no to having my back against something softer than the door,” she said softly, and couldn’t believe how bold she was being.

      But he didn’t move, and she wondered if maybe she was being too bold or even too presumptuous.

      “Are you sure, Harlow? I mean…we can stop right now. I’m not going to pressure you to do anything more than you’re comfortable with.”

      Letting out a soft sigh, she reached around and caressed his jaw. “I wouldn’t be here like this with you if I wasn’t comfortable with you. It seems weird since we literally just met—and I never do this kind of thing—but with you, it feels right.”

      With a curt nod, he turned with her still wrapped around him and strode over to the bed, gently placing her down. She kicked off her ankle boots and shimmied out of her jacket before shifting on the bed until her head was on a pillow. Walker’s eyes were on her the entire time. Swallowing hard, she waited to see if he was going to undress at all before joining her on the bed or…

      He peeled his jacket off and then his sweater, revealing the most mouthwatering body she’d ever seen. He was all lean muscles and six-pack abs that she was itching to touch. She lay back in fascination as he kicked off his shoes and then took off his watch. It was a slow, casual striptease, and she couldn’t wait for him to get to the good stuff.

      But he climbed on the bed with his jeans still on and she figured it was okay to be patient a little longer.

      His body covered hers in the most satisfying way, and Harlow immediately welcomed his weight and wrapped herself around him. She was trembling with anticipation—was he going to kiss her first and then help her undress or the other way around? But he was slightly braced above her and simply studying her face until she started to squirm.

      Well…rub against him. Same thing.

      “Walker…please,” she whispered.

      “Please what?” he asked gruffly.

      Oh God…what exactly was she asking? What did she want?

      “Kiss me. Please.”

      “So polite,” he murmured as he slowly lowered his head. When his lips were barely a breath away from hers, he added, “It’s very sexy.”

      Harlow had zero chance to reply because he was kissing her and she was kissing him back and things went from polite to sensual, exploratory to erotic, in the blink of an eye. She pressed closer, writhed beneath him, and nearly cried with relief when his hand smoothed under her sweater and cupped her breast.

      All she could think was more…

      More kissing. More touching. More…everything.

      Walker slowly pulled his hand out from under her sweater far too soon, and she squeaked with surprise when he rolled them over so she was straddling him. At first, she wasn’t sure what to do, but when she sat up a bit and both his hands made their way under her sweater, she decided to move things along. Whipping her top off, she tossed it onto the floor and said a quick prayer of thanks that she had on a pretty bra rather than a basic one.

      “Damn, Harlow,” he whispered reverently. “You are so beautiful.”

      No one had ever called her that before and she didn’t know how to respond. Rather than fixate on it, she reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and sent it flying to the floor on top of her sweater.

      After that, things heated up more than she thought possible. The rest of their clothes disappeared, and it was all warm, smooth skin, heated touches, and pleasurable sighs. And soon, she couldn’t form a coherent thought; she could only feel.

      And oh…did Walker ever make her feel.

      Hell, she was fairly certain she’d never feel quite this good again. It wasn’t possible.

      But as the night went on, he proved her wrong.

      And she was more than okay with it.
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        * * *

      

      Harlow had no idea what time it was because they had knocked the alarm clock off the nightstand at one particularly acrobatic moment last night, but she was fairly certain it was very early. Beside her, Walker was sound asleep, and as much as she would love to stay curled up beside the world’s sexiest man, she felt like she needed to leave.

      Sneaking out was something she’d never done before, but now that the sex fog had lifted and the sun was coming up, she felt a little embarrassed by her wanton behavior. It was like she didn’t even recognize herself. She wasn’t a seductress; she never made the first move.

      Ever.

      Although she couldn’t say that anymore.

      Turning her head, she glanced at Walker and had to fight the urge to reach out and touch him again.

      But she didn’t.

      This was a mistake.

      An enjoyable one, but still a mistake.

      With any luck, he wouldn’t be in town long and they wouldn’t cross paths again.

      So, she tiptoed around the room and quickly got dressed. She had no idea if he was a light or heavy sleeper, but she didn’t want to be here long enough to find out. As quietly as she could, she picked up her jacket and purse and managed to open and close the hotel room door almost silently.

      Then she ran to her car, started it, and pulled away before letting it even warm up. It wasn’t the best way to treat the vehicle, but she seriously wanted to leave before Walker knew she was gone.

      “Stupid,” she mumbled. “Stupid, stupid, stupid! Why would I sleep with a man I barely know? Why him? Why now? What the hell was I thinking?”

      Even as she said the words, she knew.

      He was that attractive, and she was that…well…she didn’t want to say horny, but it had been a really, really, really long time since she’d had sex.

      “But was that a good reason?” she demanded frantically, almost hysterically. “Oh God! Please let him be leaving town right away!”

      Of course, there was no way for her to ever know for sure. They didn’t exchange phone numbers. Hell, they didn’t even exchange last names! And while he was the only Walker she’d ever met, that didn’t mean there weren’t thousands of them out there in the world. And he didn’t seem too interested in knowing more about her, so maybe…maybe she should just write this off as a lapse in judgment.

      A pleasurable lapse in judgment.

      Letting out a long breath, she shivered waiting for the heat to kick in, which took almost as long as it took to pull up to her apartment.

      “Just in time to step out into the cold air again. Awesome.”

      Climbing from the car, she yawned but did a slow jog to her door. Keys in hand, she let herself in before closing the door and locking it, relieved to come home unnoticed.

      Padding to the kitchen to make coffee, she dropped her jacket on the sofa before pulling her phone out of her purse. There were easily a dozen messages from her friends.

      
        
          
            
              
        Gwen: Checking on you! Are you still with the hot guy?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Franny: Same! It’s late! Are you home? Do you need us to come and get you?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Shannon: Harlow! Please respond! We’re worried!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Dena: I hope you’re all happy! We could have just eaten at the pub and then no one would be worried! If anything’s happened to Harlow, we’re all to blame!

      

      

      

      

      

      “Oh, good grief,” she murmured before continuing to read the group text.

      
        
          
            
              
        Franny: Don’t even say that! Has anyone driven past her apartment?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Shannon: It’s almost one in the morning! I’m in bed, but if I need to, I’ll go!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Gwen: Her car wasn’t there when I drove past earlier.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Dena: That’s because you left when we did and she had just said she was still out with the hot guy!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Franny: Did she tell us his name? Can we research him?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Gwen: I think it’s Walker, but no last name.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Gwen: OMG, Harlow! Just respond!!

      

      

      

      

      

      The last message was at three a.m. and it was now six. Muttering a curse, she tapped out a quick response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Harlow: I’m home and I’m safe! Sorry!! I honestly didn’t look at my phone until just now!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Harlow: I’m sorry you were all so worried, but I’m good. I swear. Just exhausted.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Harlow: I promise to call you all later and…

      

      

      

      

      

      But she never got to finish because there was a knock on her door. Realistically, she knew it couldn’t be Walker, but she had that moment of panic and silently tiptoed to the door to look through the peephole to see who it was.

      Four pairs of eyes were staring back at her.

      Relief washed over her as she pulled the door open and was immediately embraced by the group. It took several minutes to confirm that she was fine and put everyone’s minds at ease.

      “I can’t believe you’re all here this early!”

      “I already stopped at the bakery and grabbed us a bunch of chocolate croissants and apple turnovers. You have coffee, right?” Gwen asked.

      “I was just making myself a cup now,” Harlow said with a small laugh. “Grab a seat and I’ll finish making some for everyone!”

      “We can’t believe you spent the night with a complete stranger!” Dena blurted out. “That’s so unlike you!”

      “Okay, but to be fair,” Shannon interjected, “he was seriously hot. I would’ve too if he asked.”

      When Harlow looked over her shoulder, she saw Franny shaking her head. “C’mon, Franny. Out with it. Tell us what you’re thinking.”

      “What? I just think…I don’t know…you know nothing about this guy. How could you just sleep with him? What if he’s a bad person? Or…or…married? Or…or…”

      “I think married and a bad person are the same thing,” Shannon commented. “I’m just saying.”

      “Damn. I hadn’t thought about that,” Harlow murmured. “Look, I get that you’re all concerned, and I love you for it, but…he’s not going to be in town long and I’m never going to see him again, okay? Problem solved.”

      “How can you be so sure?”

      “Because he said he wasn’t going to be here long.”

      Wait…did he?

      Pushing that question aside because it would only cause more questions, Harlow put a smile on her face as she served her friends their coffee.

      “Well, since we’re all up so early, what are we doing today?” she asked cheerily, and did her best not to think about Walker and their sexy, fantasy-filled night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two
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      “What the hell was I thinking?”

      Monday morning, Walker stood in the courtyard of the now deserted Lakeview Harbor Resort and let out a long breath. It had been over six months since anyone had been here, and it showed. Planning the renovations on the massive property were already overwhelming him, but now that he was finally here and seeing it all in person, he seriously questioned his sanity.

      There was a time when he knew this place like the back of his hand, but it had been years since he’d stepped foot on the property and now it felt completely unfamiliar and overwhelming. Almost like he’d never been there before.

      And really, he hadn’t.

      At least…not this version of it.

      “Fifteen hundred acres,” he murmured. “And I’m barely an acre in.”

      His great-grandparents originally owned the land and had put a few cabins on it for friends and family to use. Then, his grandparents expanded that concept and turned it into a rustic, family-oriented resort. For decades, people from all over the country came there for different variations of camping around a lake.

      And there were many options to choose from—from the one-hundred-room lodge to the wide variety of cabins, and then the campground for campers and RVs. Hell, there was even an entire section dedicated to those who wanted to actually camp with a tent! And for years, the resort was booked to capacity. For as far back as he could remember, this place was the place to be in the non-wintery months. Over the years, the activities they offered grew—canoeing, fishing, archery, kayaking, hiking, bird watching…the list was essentially endless and there was always something for everyone.

      It was tremendous appealing for families—especially when there were camps within the resort geared for kids in almost every age group—which meant you didn’t have to all be together constantly. Walker remembered how much fun it used to be to hang out with other kids his age and only have to see his parents when it was time for dinner!

      Yeah, he had a lot of great memories of his summers here, but those memories were filled with brightly painted buildings and beautifully landscaped areas. Unfortunately, his grandparents, who he loved so much, hadn’t kept up with the times or the updates and renovations. The whole place was stuck in a serious time warp. And not the kind that gave you a sense of nostalgia. No, what was still standing was run-down and almost uninhabitable.

      From what he’d learned in the last few months, large parts of the resort had been closed off for years. The list of activities had shrunk, and basically, modern families weren’t looking to completely disconnect from the world during their vacations like they used to. There were buildings—large ones—that were just sitting vacant. It was hard to wrap his head around how what he remembered became what it was.

      Raking a hand through his hair, Walker tried to envision what it could look like a year from now.

      “Like it should be someone else’s responsibility.” Another sigh as he shook his head.

      Yeah, it was a monumental task he was taking on, but hopefully he could turn the place around and make it into the kind of vacation destination the masses would want to come to again.

      Last year, his grandparents had made the hard decision to close the resort. They didn’t want to sell it, didn’t want to see it torn down, but the whole family knew it would only be a matter of time before that happened. Developers and real estate agents had been after them to sell for years. They called them vultures. His grandmother claimed there had been people calling her for years just looking to pick apart the resort for their own projects, but she’d never been tempted to sell. Walker was intimately familiar with the process and knew the property was worth an almost obscene amount of money.

      Certainly more than he ever dreamed of.

      His grandparents could retire and travel the world several times over and live comfortably for the rest of their lives—and still have money left over to donate to charities or several philanthropic ventures.

      But they were emotionally attached to the property, the resort, and all the memories that went with it. They hadn’t been shy about asking all their children, grandchildren, nieces, nephews—basically anyone who was related to them—to take over operations. Unfortunately, everyone knew it would be a lost cause, including him. There was too much to do to turn the resort into what it was in its heyday.

      So, he accepted the fact that the resort was closing its doors for good and that this chapter of his life was over. Not that he’d had anything to do with the actual running of the place, but it had been a part of his life since he was born. Hell, it had been in his family for years before that. It was the end of an era, and he’d made his peace with it.

      Until one of his oldest friends had called and practically begged him to come up with a plan to save the damn place.

      If anyone other than Jayce Nash had approached him about it, Walker would have shut them down fast, but he and Jayce had been friends since they were five and had met right here at the resort. For some reason, thinking about all the memories they’d made—and all the friendships—had him feeling nostalgic and the next thing he knew, he had gone and presented a loose business plan to his grandparents and, shockingly, they had accepted it.

      Something he still couldn’t believe.

      They were still the primary owners, but Walker and his team were going to take over the day-to-day operations and all the updates. Essentially, he had a small group of investors—all close friends who spent large parts of their childhood summers right here at the resort—who all saw the potential in turning things around and bringing Lakeview Harbor Resort into this century. Walker had been managing a major luxury resort chain for the last several years, so he was familiar with the industry, what was needed, and what travelers desired.

      Working in hospitality was in his blood. At least, that’s what he always told himself. It felt natural to him, and his parents swore it was because he had spent such a large part of his childhood on this very property. But when he decided to make a career out of it, he went for the five-star companies who focused on leisure and comfort and a more opulent travel experience.

      The money was great, the perks were amazing, and going to work every day surrounded by some of the most beautiful scenery and architecture in the world was wildly fulfilling.

      And a far cry from what he was looking at right now.

      He was just going to have to tone down his upscale luxury tastes a bit and bring it down a notch to maybe an upscale rustic chic.

      “Still not even sure that’s possible.”

      Okay, if this was going to work, he was going to have to change his mindset. After letting out another long breath, he closed his eyes, counted to ten, and told himself that when he opened his eyes, he needed to take in everything from a fresh perspective.

      Eyes open, he looked around. The scenery was spectacular. The lake, the view of the mountains…if they did this right and put more effort into making the cabins a bit more appealing—and optimized the views—Walker knew they could market them for everything from a family home away from home to a romantic getaway. But it wasn’t just the cabins they had to contend with. There were fifty of them, but there was also the lodge. Some trees would have to go so they could offer better views, and the interior was going to need a complete refresh from top to bottom. He truly hoped it wouldn’t need to be gutted! If they could get those areas done first, they could possibly hold off on the campgrounds until maybe phase two. He hated the thought of reopening with things only partially done, and he didn’t want to risk isolating any potential guests, but getting it all done in time for next year’s season was already cutting things close— especially since it was all in dire need of upgrades and renovations.

      “Or just bulldozing,” he mumbled.

      That was a genuine possibility considering the state of disrepair in most of the cabins. The conservative estimate he got was around ten thousand per cabin just to make them habitable so they could pass inspection. They’d be fine, but that wasn’t what he was going for. He wanted them to be better than fine. Sadly, that didn’t include furniture and interior decorating.

      And that also didn’t include the possibility of knocking down some of the cabins and building glamping domes. He’d seen a resort in Gatlinburg that had them, and he thought they’d be perfect for what he envisioned here at Lakeview Harbor.

      To say that he was in over his head was an understatement.

      His buddies, who were also investing, were scheduled to start arriving over the next several weeks. It was Walker’s job between now and then to do the initial walk-through and come up with a tentative plan of action for them. The utilities were still connected for a handful of cabins, and even though staying someplace else would have been his preference, he knew he was going to have to fully immerse himself in this project.

      Which meant sleeping on site and getting his hands dirty.

      Glancing around he wondered if maybe renting a mobile home or camper or anything that was new and clean might be a better option.

      Pulling out his phone, he was about to Google it and see what he could find when he remembered yet another issue with the resort.

      No Wi-Fi.

      Muttering a curse, he knew what his first task had to be. There was no way he could stay here and work if he couldn’t connect to the internet. That was pretty much mandatory for everything he was going to have to work on in the coming weeks.

      The hotel he stayed at this weekend was about twenty miles away, and it was the closest one to the resort. If things got too uncomfortable, Walker knew he could realistically go back for a few nights. The place had looked practically deserted—other than the overflowing parking lot on Friday night for the festival—and he knew there would definitely be rooms available for however long he needed one, but…

      “I’m used to running and staying in five-star luxury resorts. How the hell am I supposed to handle staying in a run-down hotel and then an even more run-down cabin for the next…who knows how long?”

      He’d taken a six-month leave of absence from his job. The only reason his bosses had agreed to it was because they knew he was damn good at his job and promised to be accessible while he was gone. It wasn’t ideal, but just in case this whole thing didn’t work out, he knew he was going to need a job to go back to.

      Although…he was going to need a job anyway. The entire plan was to get the resort renovated and up and running again with someone else handling the day-to-day operations. Walker had moved on from his upstate New York upbringing and was enjoying life traveling between Orlando, Miami, Galveston, and San Diego. There was no way he was going to settle back up in the Northeast with its cold temperatures.

      No, thank you.

      They were planning on hiring a management team to run everything once all the work was done. He knew he would oversee things from a distance—a little like he already did for his current job—but being here full time would never happen.

      “Been there, done that, bought the plane ticket to get the hell out.” Shaking his head as a cool wind blew around him, Walker knew he needed to pick a cabin he could call home for the next few weeks, preferably one with a functioning kitchen.

      He was here, and he was determined to make the best of it.

      No matter how much he wanted to change his mind and bolt.

      Just like Harlow did on Saturday morning.

      And yeah, it stung.

      Not that he was particularly looking forward to an awkward goodbye with essentially zero promises of seeing each other again, but it bothered him that she’d snuck out while he was asleep. It felt wrong and part of him wanted to go out and ask around if anyone knew her, but that felt like he was stalking her. Plus…why? He wasn’t looking to start up a relationship with anyone while he was here, so why was he harping on it? She left. So what? That’s what was going to happen anyway.

      Before he could think about it anymore, his phone rang, and he prayed he’d have decent reception out here in the damn woods. When he saw it was his grandfather calling, he smiled and tapped the screen.

      “Hey, Grandpa! This is a surprise!”

      “Is it?” his grandfather asked with amusement. “I figured you were at the resort, and I wanted to check on you. How does everything look? Is it all still intact?”

      He glanced around and inwardly groaned. “You could say that.”

      “Oh, dear. Is it bad?”

      “Gramps, you didn’t mention just how much you had let go. Every inch of the property needs work.” Walker tried not to sound too accusatory, but it was hard.

      “I know, I know. And I’m sorry about that. In my mind, I guess I didn’t think it was that bad.”

      “It’s worse than bad, Gramps. I get things being overgrown since no one’s been maintaining the grounds in over six months, but the buildings? They’re…”

      “A mess. Again, I know. If you and your friends want to back out, we’d completely understand. Your grandmother and I won’t hold you to our original agreement.”

      It was tempting; once the guys arrived and saw what they were dealing with, he had a feeling they’d not only understand, but they’d be booking the first flight out of here too.

      Instead, he shook his head. “No. No one’s backing out of anything. It’s just a lot more than I was expecting.”

      “Are you sure? Because one of those pain in the ass real estate agents has been calling and emailing again. Your grandmother typically deals with her, but she’s had just about enough. It’s bordering on harassment now!”

      “So tell her to back off,” Walker reasoned. “If you’ve told her you’re not interested in selling, why does she keep reaching out?”

      “You know your grandmother. She’s not overly assertive. It’s kind of funny how she stands up for herself in just about every situation, but with this, she comes off sounding a little wishy-washy.”

      “Doesn’t she call these agents vultures?”

      His grandfather laughed. “Oh, all the time! But for some reason, she doesn’t get firm with them.”

      “So why don’t you take the call—or call them—and tell them to leave you alone?”

      “Honestly? I guess for a while it was nice that people were interested. Personally, I would have eventually sold the damn property and moved on, but your grandmother wouldn’t hear of it. I thought if we had offers, eventually we might take one. Then you came along with your offer, and it was like an answer to a prayer.”

      “Oh.”

      “Walker, you have no idea how much it means to us. Like I said, I would have sold the place. Hell, I would have told myself I was fine with it, but the truth is that I poured so much of myself into Lakeview Harbor Resort that it’s a part of me. I think at some point it would have bothered me that strangers were taking over something I built—or tearing it down. But now? Knowing that you and your friends are going to do all the things I could never do? Well…” He paused, and Walker could hear the emotion in his voice. “It’s just everything to me. So…thank you.”

      Well, shit.

      There went any hope of backing out of the deal.

      “Don’t worry, Gramps. We’re going to turn the resort around and come back with our best season yet.”

      “I know you will, Walker,” he said quietly. “I know you will.” Another pause. “Just…watch out for the vultures. We haven’t told anyone about your plans, so no one in town has any idea that you’re coming or what you’re going to be doing. I imagine once word gets out, they’re going to descend on the place and try to convince you to sell.”

      “Got any names so I know exactly who to avoid?”

      “There were so many, I could never remember them all. This last one, though, the last name is St. James. The only reason I remember it is because she’s the most persistent. I can’t tell you how many times I heard your grandmother saying, ‘Miss St. James this…’ or ‘Miss St. James that…’ Other than that, just know if they come wanting to talk about the property, we’ve already told them no. It’s been very upsetting to keep rehashing the whole darn thing.”

      “Like I said, don’t worry. I’ll have them arrested for trespassing. No one’s going to convince me of anything. I’m here and I’m committed to making this a success. This time next year, you and Gram are going to come and stay in one of our VIP suites and marvel at how far we’ve come!”

      “I’m looking forward to it, Walker. Thank you. And I’m sorry that it’s going to be so much work. If you need more money, just let me know. We can make anything happen, okay?”

      “Okay. Thanks.”

      “And call me if you have any questions. I know that place better than anyone.”

      Walker smiled. “I know you do. And don’t worry, I’ll be in touch soon.”

      “I’ll have your grandmother call you when she gets back from the grocery store. She’ll remember that real estate girl’s name so you can avoid her. Or maybe you can be the one to put her in her place.” He laughed. “Good luck, Walker!”

      “Thanks, Gramps!”

      When they hung up, Walker realized he’d been just wandering in circles and still had to decide where he was going to stay. None of the cabins were in great shape and were probably going to need a little TLC before he could move in.

      Muttering another curse, he walked down the path toward cabin group A. These were the ones that currently had working electricity and plumbing. His grandfather had called in the old groundskeeper and asked him to come and clean up this one section of the property, and Walker was relieved to see that it was done. He couldn’t stay here until he got the Wi-Fi hooked up, but he could at least look around and decide which one was going to be his temporary home.

      They all looked rough, and he could feel his scowl deepening. The thought of staying in any of them right now was beyond unappealing, but it was going to happen no matter how much he hated it.

      “Maybe I should stop acting like a damn baby and just pick one.”

      So he did.

      It was the first one on the path that he had passed. It meant being closer to the center of the property and easier to get to everything once work began. There was a small living space, an even smaller kitchen, a scary-looking bathroom, a surprisingly decent sized bedroom, and a loft. It wasn’t ideal, but maybe with a few modifications, he could make it livable for the time being. Plus, it could fit all of his personal items that were going to be delivered next week.

      With his decision made, he quickly exited the cabin.

      “Okay, back to the hotel, see about the Wi-Fi, order a new mattress, bedding, towels, a couple of pieces of furniture, and cleaning supplies.” The list grew with every step he took, but with any luck, he’d have most of it delivered before he moved in.

      Making his way back to his car, Walker glanced back one last time, shaking his head. He needed to reach out to his friends with an update, and he had to find a way to put a positive spin on the whole thing.

      Without being a total liar.

      It was only day one and he was already mentally exhausted. He could only imagine how he was going to feel six months from now.

      He was about to pull away when his phone vibrated with an incoming text. Laughing softly, he saw it was from his grandmother. It was adorable when she texted because she always worded the message like it was a formal letter, including signing her name.

      Tapping the screen, he saw a bunch of heart emojis and smiley faces before she mentioned talking to his grandfather about the real estate people. He read further and was certain he was misreading things.

      
        
          
            
              
        Gram: Be careful, Walker. The biggest vulture of them all is a Harlow St. James. She’s young and cute, but she’s a persistent pain in my behind! Don’t let her get her claws into you or our resort! Send her on her way and tell her to please stop calling me!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Gram: Remember, Harlow St. James is not to be trusted! Love, Grandma

      

      

      

      

      

      “Well, shit.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Well, it’s official. The Oakeny Diner has closed its door.”

      Harlow St. James tossed her purse down on her desk, sighing loudly.

      Her friend and coworker, Swati, looked up from her computer screen and frowned. “What? Seriously? We were just there on Friday after we left the festival!”

      “Yup. I stopped there to grab some lunch to bring back to the office and the doors were locked. There’s a sign on the door saying that after forty years in business, the owners made the tough decision to close.” Sighing, she added, “Just one more thing in this town that’s gone. And you know who’s to blame, right?”

      “The economy?”

      “No! The Bradshaws! You know, the Lakeview Harbor Resort owners! They totally let that whole place crumble, and it took half the town’s businesses with them! They took off and now those fifteen hundred acres and all the buildings on it are just going to sit abandoned! They’re a total eyesore!”

      “You really can’t see any of the buildings from the road,” Swati argued lightly. “You’d have to drive through the gates of the resort and down the long driveway. I mean…”

      “It’s unfair!” Harlow blurted out. “If they didn’t want to run the resort anymore, fine. But they should have sold it instead of killing the whole town!”

      “How do you know they’re not going to sell? It’s possible.”

      But Harlow was already shaking her head. “No, it’s not. Believe me. I’ve talked to Dale and Peggy Bradshaw more times than I can count about selling the place.”

      “When’s the last time you tried talking to them?”

      “This morning,” she said miserably. “Peggy’s always very polite, but she can’t be reasoned with. I have a list of developers a mile long who have asked about buying the property, and they’ve turned them all down.”

      “Wow. That just seems odd. If they sold all of it, they’d be millionaires like…a hundred times over.”

      “I know!” Harlow snapped with frustration. “I’ve had offers to buy the whole thing and offers to purchase chunks of land, and they weren’t interested. And before she hung up this morning, Peggy said they were fine with just walking away and letting the property just…just…sit and rot and get overgrown!” Another long sigh. “Who turns down tens of millions of dollars?”

      “What about the rest of the family?” Swati asked. “Surely they have kids and grandkids who aren’t on board with just passing up that kind of money. Maybe you need to reach out to one of them and talk some sense into them.”

      “Ooh…I hadn’t thought about that. I seem to remember hearing that their family used to spend their summers here. I’d just have to figure out how to find them.”

      “Find who?” her boss Charlene asked as she walked across the office to get herself a cup of coffee.

      “We’re talking about Lakeview Harbor Resort,” Harlow explained. “And finding Dale and Peggy’s kids.”

      “Why?”

      Harlow explained her theory about why all the local businesses were closing down. “Just because the Bradshaws didn’t care about what their poor business skills did to this town doesn’t mean the next owners won’t. If we can convince them to sell and bring in new developers who can breathe some life back into the local economy, everybody wins!”

      “We just need to figure out where to find some of the Bradshaw family,” Swati chimed in.

      “Well, you can start by driving up to the resort,” Charlene casually said as she poured cream into her coffee.

      “Um…what? No one’s been up there in at least six months,” Harlow argued. “And I just spoke to Peggy Bradshaw this morning. She never mentioned anyone being here.”

      Grinning, her boss faced her. “Last night I was at the grocery store, and the guy in front of me at the checkout was talking to Nancy Conners about how he was going to be staying in one of the cabins at the resort. Naturally, that piqued my interest, so I ditched my order and followed him outside. In the parking lot, I stopped him and told him I overheard what he said about staying at the resort. As soon as I introduced myself and told him I own this realty group, however, he got a little…cold? Not quite hostile, but also not in the least bit friendly.”
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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.
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