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      The last thing in the world Celia Lynton wanted to do was attend a garden party at her uncle’s English estate, but it was a matter of life or death. At least, it felt like it was. If she’d had her way, she would have been catching a late matinee at the nearest theater or tucked away in the corner of a cozy coffee shop reading a book.

      Instead, she was living out some Jane Austen fantasy, minus the historical clothes, of course. It was 2019 after all, but bloody hell, all those men and women wandering around tea tables, gossiping about one another and the state of England—it was definitely not how she wanted to spend her day.

      Her uncle, the Earl of Pembroke, was a powerful player in the English political climate, especially in the House of Lords. Being at this party was crucial for her family. Just a few months ago, her father had lost their entire fortune in a poor investment. Recently, they’d moved into a tiny cottage on her uncle’s estate, and the life she and her younger brother, Matthew, had been accustomed to had vanished overnight. This party offered her a chance to help her family, but that didn’t mean she had to like it.

      She’d managed to escape the party for a few minutes and now lingered in the doorway to one of the many guest rooms at her uncle’s country manor house. She watched her brother scribble away in a notebook, muttering softly to himself.

      She was here for him and she was about to sacrifice everything for him. She loved Matthew, and as his older sister, it was her duty to look out for him. He was only fifteen, but he was a genius when it came to science and mathematics. However, he had problems. For the longest time they’d struggled to understand why he was doing so poorly in other subjects and why he had trouble socializing with others. They’d recently learned that he was on the autism spectrum—high functioning, and he aslo suffered from dyslexia and other issues.

      “Matthew, are you coming down to the party?” she asked quietly.

      Her brother shook his head. His gold hair glowing in the afternoon sunlight as it poured through the tall bay windows, making him look so young. But he was fifteen, a young man, no longer a child. Matthew sat at an antique desk, several textbooks spread out before him, completely lost in a world of numbers and equations. A small smile graced Celia’s lips, but her heart ached. He was the reason she was about to do something that would change her life forever. Something she would forever keep a secret from him because she never wanted him to feel guilty.

      Somewhere in the midst of the party was a handsome twenty-seven year old Scottish man named Callum Radcliffe. She’d met him a decade ago at one of these garden parties, and they’d formed a deep friendship. Today, he would propose to her. And even though she didn’t love him, even though she burned for another, she would say yes.

      Matthew had been removed from Eton College when he’d gotten into a fight with a few of the boys there who’d been bullying him because of his autism and dyslexia. The fight had been bad enough but one of the boys Matthew had quarreled with was the son of an influential viscount who was a generous donor to Eton. Matthew therefore was asked to leave. The real problem was that what Matthew needed, a school which focused heavily on math and science, her family could no longer afford. While the National Health Service in England paid for medical care and students could attend free state schools, Matthew had been accepted to a special academy that had a steep tuition not covered by the National Health Service.

      Ravenswood Academy was a school which specialized in math and science fields and they offered even better specialists to help with Matthew’s issues than Eton did. It was just the sort of place which could offer Matthew the type of education which would get him into Cambridge and connected with the right people who valued his special abilities in math and science.  They had offered Matthew a spot starting in just two months, but her parents could no longer afford the tuition.

      Celia had hoped her new position in London at Morton & Ridings Architecture would have provided enough to pay for Matthew’s schooling, but she was a new hire with a entry-level salary. In fact, she was convinced she’d only been hired because of her social connections with no consideration towards her talent as an architect.

      Much had changed so quickly. Between losing their family home and worrying about how to pay for Ravenswood, their world had been completely altered, and not even her uncle, who had given them the run of the tiny three-bedroom cottage on his estate, could be confided in for this particular problem.

      Uncle Edward had stepped in and paid off the massive debts her father had accumulated and saved them from facing lawsuits and creditors. But his generosity could only stretch so far. Neither Celia nor her parents wanted to ask him to pay for Matthew’s tuition. Besides her parents were too busy keeping up appearances and trying to see if their social connections might pay off in some way. But it seemed the only way Celia could help was by marrying Callum. As the next in line to an earldom, he needed to marry well and have at least one son.

      Celia cringed at the thought of what she and Callum had secretly agreed to. A marriage of convenience. It was still commonplace in parts of Britain’s upper society, but she’d never expected to be involved in such an arrangement. Callum was sweet, good looking, and ready to help fund Matthew’s schooling. Although they were good friends, he didn’t love her and could never love her, not in that way. His partner, Bryson Verne, was still a secret he kept from his parents, but one he’d have to give up. Even though the queen’s cousin had recently married his partner, Callum feared his parents wouldn’t accept him for who he truly was.

      He loved his parents, loved his home, and he knew his duty. If he didn’t produce an heir, the estate would someday pass on to a distant cousin he barely knew. So a month ago he and Celia had come up with a plan. They would get married. Matthew’s education would be assured, and Callum could do right by his family and position. All Celia had to do was produce an heir…

      She cleared her throat, ignoring the uncomfortable tightness that threatened to choke her. “Matthew?”

      “Hmm?” Her little brother didn’t bother looking up from his studies. He didn’t hear the laughter and music coming through the windows. Or if he did, he didn’t care.

      “The party,” she reminded him gently. “Try to come for at least a few minutes. Tristan and Carter would love to see you.”

      “It’s very loud. I don’t like it.”

      “You can go to the garden. It’s quieter there.”

      “Okay…” Matthew’s distracted reply told her that he would forget about the party as soon as Celia left the room. With a sigh, she left him to his world of numbers and went to rejoin the party. She paused halfway down the stairs, looking out of the tall window that faced the gardens beyond. Her heart stopped.

      Strolling at the edge of the crowd was a tall blond-haired man wearing a navy-blue suit that clung to him like a second skin. His leonine grace and exquisite masculine features drew the eye of every woman in sight. Heads actually turned as he walked toward Uncle Edward’s house and then stopped at the end of the crowd, keeping himself slightly distant from the other guests.

      Carter Martin.

      Her heart skipped a painful beat. She pressed a hand to the glass, feeling the sun warm her palm as her soul shook deep inside her. Carter was the man she’d always imagined being with before she fell asleep every night. His arms wrapped around her, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered good night before she slipped into the most perfect dreams. She’d known him for as long as she could remember, but he was the son of her uncle’s steward for the Pembroke estate and worked as a junior steward. That made things impossible.

      Her uncle would forbid the two of them becoming involved, and her parents certainly wouldn’t allow it. And if they had chosen to sneak around, he could have lost his job, possibly his father as well, their chances of employment damaged forever. She could only imagine things ending badly for Carter, and the last thing she wanted to do was hurt him.

      There were bloody stupid, archaic, backward prejudices at play, but that didn’t change the fact that she couldn’t spend the rest of her life with him. Certainly not now, when her life was crumbling around her. Desperate as it was, Callum was the only way she could protect her brother, which meant she’d never know what it meant to be loved by Carter, never be the woman who won his wicked smiles or felt his body cover hers in a dark bedroom as passion burned hot and fiery between them.

      “Celia?” Callum’s voice drifted up from the bottom of the stairs.

      She dropped her hand from the window, turning away from the man she would always long for, and faced the man who was her future.

      “Everything all right with Matthew?” he asked as she joined him at the bottom of the stairs.

      She nodded. “He’s deep in his textbooks.”

      “As usual,” Callum replied with a gentle chuckle. Then he glanced around before he leaned into her. “Your parents are waiting in the drawing room. I thought I could propose to you there—make it official, if you like.” He offered her his arm, and she accepted it, her heart pounding with nerves as she nodded.

      Callum seemed to notice her pain and paused. “You don’t have to do this, you know. I could find someone else to…” He blushed.

      “No, it’s okay. This is best for everyone. You’re a good friend, and that’s important in a marriage. We’ll be happy.”

      His eyes filled with an echoing sorrow. “Content, perhaps. We both know what we’re giving up.”

      He understood what it was like to sacrifice. He would never be able to marry for love either, and Bryson knew that it would soon be over between them. No matter how normal it might be among the aristocracy to have affairs, she and Callum both agreed that marriage as an institution had to be respected, even more so once a child became involved. They were sacrificing so much. Surely they both needed time to⁠—

      Carter’s face flashed across her mind. A sudden idea burst inside her, brilliant and full of hope, like fireworks. Would it work? Would Callum agree?

      “Callum…if we do this, I need a month to…” She struggled for composure as a rush of painful emotions tightened her chest before she continued. “I would like a month to myself first. I would like to leave England, to have some time with someone I care about before we make an official announcement—outside of our parents, I mean.”

      He nodded slowly. “I was thinking the same. Bryson and I would appreciate the time with each other as well. He understands my situation, but…we need time.”

      Celia exhaled a shaky breath, relieved that Callum felt the same. They both needed one last taste of what it felt like to be loved before they did what duty required of them.

      They reached the tearoom, and Callum ushered her inside. A connecting door led to the drawing room, where her parents were waiting to eavesdrop. Callum faced her, taking her hands in his.

      “Ready?” he whispered.

      She gave a shaky nod. Callum eased down onto one knee.

      Let the show begin.

      “Celia Lynton, for ten years we have been close friends, and in that time we’ve only grown closer. I cannot picture a day in my life without you by my side. Would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

      Celia’s heart leapt into her throat. All she could think was that she was twenty-five, yet it felt like her life was already ending.

      “Celia?” Callum Radcliffe stared up at her with those dark-brown eyes any person in their right mind would swoon over.

      But he wasn’t the man she dreamed about at night. He wasn’t the man she’d fantasized would be on one knee during what should have been the most perfect moment of her life. He wasn’t Carter Martin.

      “I…yes.” She almost faltered on the word she’d promised she would say. Suddenly things spun around her as the doors to the tearoom burst open and her parents, Bernadette and Hensley Lynton, rushed in.

      “Oh, congratulations!” her mother cooed and gave her a light hug that lacked any real warmth. Her father smiled proudly and offered a hand to Callum so he could pull him in and slap him on the back.

      “So glad to see you two finally settling things,” Hensley announced.

      Celia looked between Callum and her parents, still uncertain. He was a good man, she knew that, and he would make a fine husband, at least as a companion. But they both loved other people.

      This is what is expected of me. But I had dreams.

      “She’s overwhelmed with happiness, aren’t you, dear?” Her mother gave her a hard nudge in the ribs.

      The reality of the moment began to sink in. She’d been looking forward to her work in London at the architecture firm, but now she would have to add social duties to her life as a future countess in Scotland. And she always had Matthew to consider, since she couldn’t trust her parents to put the needs of their youngest child above their own.

      “Perhaps it’s just nerves?” Callum suggested, his eyes dark with concern. But he understood what she was feeling, that sense of hope fading like a dying star, burning out far away in endless space. They were both giving up their hopes of being with the person they loved in order to help their families.

      “Yes, she’s nervous,” her mother cut in. “But she’s thrilled, of course!”

      Celia stared mutely at her mother, then at Callum. How was it that her life was going on without her in it? It was like she was trapped in a nightmare where she couldn’t move, couldn’t speak.

      Callum grinned in pretend relief and clasped her hands in his and leaned down to brush his lips over hers. They were soft and warm, but there was no wild spark, no passion to excite her. He tried to kiss her a second longer, to make it look convincing, but when she didn’t respond he gently pulled back.

      “I suppose we should get back to the party. Everyone will be missing us,” Callum said to her parents. “I should like to request that our engagement be kept a secret for a time. I believe a month before we announce it publicly would be in order.”

      Her father was still smiling broadly. “Of course, of course.”

      Celia’s throat tightened as she forced a bright smile back on her face. Callum and her father left the room, but she was rooted to the floor on a one-hundred-year-old oriental carpet. She knew it was 2019, so why did she feel like a woman trapped in the eighteenth century?

      “Celia,” her mother hissed. “You will not mess this up for your father and me, do you understand? Callum will someday be the Earl of Cavanagh. You’ll be a countess. It’s more than your father and I could ever dream of. Our family needs this, not to mention poor Matthew.”

      It seemed, despite most of England joining the world in the twenty-first century, some things hadn’t really changed in the last thousand years. Men still held fancy titles and still needed heirs to continue their lines. Which ultimately made women like her a commodity.

      “Yes, Mother. I understand.” Celia repeated the words that were to become the nails in her invisible coffin. It was so easy for the rest of the world to do whatever they liked, marry and fall in love with whomever they chose.

      “Mum, I’d like to go to Italy and see Aunt Holly before we make the engagement public.” Holly was one of the few members of Celia’s family whom she actually liked. It was a small and exclusive group comprised of her brother, her cousin Tristan, and Holly.

      Her mother didn’t immediately say no, but the grim line of her over-red lips wasn’t a good sign either. “For the entire month?” she asked.

      “I need this, Mum.” If her mother dared to try to stop her, she would go anyway. But after a moment of internal debate, she seemed to relent.

      “I’ll check with your father, of course, but I imagine he’ll agree. You can take his jet.” It wasn’t really her father’s jet, rather it was Uncle Edward’s, but the Earl of Pembroke was fond of his sister and loaned them the use of it whenever they needed it.

      “Thank you,” Celia murmured. A single month away from a future she didn’t want and couldn’t avoid. It would have to be enough.

      “Take a minute to compose yourself, then join your fiancé at the party.” Her mother left her alone, and Celia sank down in the nearest chair.

      Her red gown flowed around her like the petals of a rose, but it felt like a lie to wear a gown that her family could no longer afford. Later this evening, the rented gown would be returned to the store with no one the wiser. It was one more falsity among a dozen others in her life.

      Struck with this thought, the tears came at last. Hard sobs choked her so that she couldn’t catch her breath. Until the moment Callum proposed, she hadn’t wanted to accept that this nightmare was real, that she would have to give up the last real dream she’d clung to her in life.

      To be with Carter.

      She took several deep breaths to calm herself and studied her reflection in the mirror. Her blonde hair was down around her shoulders in perfect romantic waves, even though her mother had been most insistent she wear it up. Her eyes looked a bit red, and the tip of her nose was red too. It was far too obvious she’d been crying.

      “Bloody hell,” she cursed, then smiled a little.

      She blamed her cousin, Tristan, for her inner turmoil. Future earl, the tabloids’ beloved bad boy, and current besotted boyfriend of Celia’s new best friend, Kat. Come to think of it, she blamed Kat as well. If it hadn’t been for Kat’s charming American ways, Celia wouldn’t have spent so much time with the couple, which meant that she could have kept her distance from Carter, which would have made this easier. Given that Carter was Tristan’s best friend, it meant he was around altogether too much and yet never enough.

      So it was really Tristan and Kat’s fault that she couldn’t come to terms with letting Carter go. Even though it was the right thing to do. She had no right to claim him. As a steward’s son, he would never have the kind of money their family needed. That Matthew needed.

      Celia dabbed at her eyes and collected herself, just as her mother had instructed. She walked through her uncle’s grand house, preparing to face England’s high society once again. But as she took the entrance through to the servants’ hall, a shortcut she’d learned when she was seven, she caught sight of Carter again through one of the windows.

      He still stood facing the crowds, milling about the tea tables in the gardens. The man looked perfect. Perfect and completely unattainable. He was twenty-six, and with his gorgeous heartbreaker looks, he was catching the eye of every lady, even the married ones. He watched the crowds, and raked a hand through his dark-gold hair, a habit he did only when he was bothered by something. Celia couldn’t help but wonder what preoccupied him. According to Tristan, he could have any woman he wanted. The thought made her stomach churn with jealousy, but she certainly had no right to tell him who he could be with.

      She left through the door that led from the servants’ quarters to the gardens. Celia didn’t dare step out into the light and risk being seen.

      Take Carter to Italy. Have a taste of the life you’ve always wanted with the man you’ve always desired. One last hurrah before it ends. Do it, or you’ll regret it.

      She’d grown up watching him as a young boy, then as a lanky awkward teen, and finally a flirtatious young man. Now he was simply irresistible. She’d been tied to him like how a violin belonged with its bow her entire life, wanting nothing more than to make sweet music together, yet they’d never dared to play a note.

      She knew he cared about her, possibly even loved her, though neither of them had ever dared breathe a word of it. He was too responsible, too dutiful, to ever cross that line. They’d kissed only once in their lives, the only time he’d ever lost control around her. But she’d tasted his longing for her in that kiss, felt the echoing loneliness and love for her in it. It had shaken her to her core and her even more afraid of her own feelings.

      “Carter?” She spoke his name quietly, not wanting to draw attention from the crowds.

      He spun around, lips parted, gray eyes haunted and yet so beautiful. Carter had the sort of masculine beauty that could stop a woman in her tracks, and yet he seemed entirely unaware of his effect. That only made him all the more desirable. She trembled as she thought of having him all to herself for a month.

      Just the two of us. If he’ll let me.

      “Celia? What’s the matter?”

      Rather than answer him, she reached out, grabbed his tie, and dragged him back into the house, slamming the door behind them. The sounds of the party were muted, and the servants’ quarters were dim except for a distant light from the other end of the hall. Carter gripped her shoulders, and she shivered at the feel of his hands on her bare skin. These little moments were never enough. She struggled to remember what she wanted to tell him and, more importantly, what she wanted to ask him.

      She hesitated, swallowed hard. “I have to tell you something.”

      “Celia, what is it? Talk to me.” She could feel the tension radiating off him. One could only wonder what dire news he expected to hear.

      She nodded to herself and continued.

      “Callum proposed today. My parents are already talking about announcing the engagement in a month.” Unable to meet his gaze, she glanced down.

      “I see,” was all Carter said.

      “It’s for the best, you understand. If I marry him, he will pay for Matthew’s tuition to Ravenswood Academy. They have specialists and a great program focusing on math and science which he could really benefit from.”

      “And you said yes.” His deep voice was as rich as brandy, but she heard the note of worry buried within.

      Celia stared deep into his eyes, then slowly nodded. “I did. My job doesn’t pay enough to cover even a quarter of Matthew’s tuition.”

      A stray tear trickled down her cheek. They were trapped. Callum was having to live a lie, she would have to marry for money, and the people they loved had to be abandoned.

      “Poor Callum.” She thought of how happy he and Bryson had been for the last two years, but they’d had to keep their love a secret from his parents.

      “Poor Callum?” Carter growled. “You talk about saving Matthew and worrying about Callum, but what about you? Don’t do this, Celia. Tell me you’ll stop it. He’s a nice enough bloke, but you can’t marry him, even if it is for Matthew. You won’t be happy.”

      “I have to.” She pleaded with her eyes for him to understand, tracing her fingers along his tie, her fingertips touching the silver tie clip. She was unable to resist touching him.

      Carter’s eyes warmed, his head dipping toward her, the suggestion of a kiss before he pulled away and looked into her face with a calmness that steadied her.

      “I’ll find a way to help Matthew. Give me time.”

      “No.” She pressed her hand against his warm chest. “There isn’t time. He’s already been accepted to the academy, and Callum’s already paid for his first semester.”

      The wounded expression in Carter’s eyes nearly undid her. He’d wanted to be the one to help Matthew, she knew that, but it wasn’t possible.

      “But you don’t love him. You can’t marry someone you don’t love.”

      Her laugh was hollow. “Since when have I ever had a choice in who I love?”

      Carter nodded at the party through the windows by the servants’ door. She caught a glimpse of her cousin Tristan and his girlfriend Kat. They were dancing together while a Beatles cover band played “Yellow Submarine.” Tristan spun Kat, and she laughed in delight. Nothing in the world was stopping those two from being together.

      “If they can, we can,” Carter insisted, lifting her hand up to brush his lips over her knuckles. He seemed so certain, so sure as he spoke, yet she saw clear desperation in his eyes as he seemed to realize this was his last chance. He couldn’t accept the fact that it was already too late.

      His eyes were twin pools reflecting the overcast sky above, and it made her dizzy to gaze into them. At that moment, she felt she and Carter were caught in a glass bubble, just the two of them, their hunger building like a wildfire. Everything outside the bubble was complicated, impossible, but right now, at this moment, breathing in his masculine scent and feeling his warm breath against her face, she could imagine what being with him would be like. If she was with him, even for a little while, perhaps she’d know peace, joy, love…

      Tears clung to her lashes. Those dreaded emotions were bubbling back up inside her, and she couldn’t bury them, not when he was this close. It frayed her control and made her nerves raw.

      “I can’t do that, Carter. I’m not…” She sucked in a sob. “I have to do what’s best for Matthew. Someone has to, and you know my parents. I just want—” She wiped at her eyes, hating how much keeping the truth from him hurt.

      “Celia—”

      “I want to be with you,” she finally admitted, her soul soaring the moment she allowed herself to savor that truth. She saw the growing pleasure and hope in his eyes, and she amended, “I want to be with you—for a little while. Before it has to end.”

      Pain filled his eyes, but he didn’t argue with her. Instead, he nodded in understanding. He’d always understood her. It was one of the things that made this man so bloody perfect, so dangerously wonderful.

      “Tell me what you want me to do,” he whispered as she sidled a step closer. His scent enveloped her again, drugging her with its comforting aroma. There was a hint of leather and sandalwood. She wished she could bottle it up and keep it with her forever.

      She tilted her chin up. He gazed at her with eyes that promised her the world if she only asked. How could he do that? Be so perfect?

      “Callum and I agreed that we need time before we make the announcement official. He misses Bryson, and I told my mother I’m going to visit Aunt Holly for a month. She lives in Tuscany during the summer. I was hoping… Would you come with me?”

      Celia reached for his hands and clasped them in her own. They were always afraid to touch in public because there was usually someone watching her. But not now, not here in the servants’ quarters. A hundred years ago she would have feared being discovered with Carter and shamed by her association with a servant. It seemed times hadn’t changed much. There was still an expectation that men and women didn’t break the barriers of upstairs and downstairs.

      He exhaled slowly, and she prayed he wouldn’t say no. “Celia, your father would never⁠—”

      She pressed a fingertip to his lips, silencing him. “He won’t know. Please, Carter.”

      It was her dream, ever since she’d been a little girl. Her prince charming wasn’t a man with a title or a vast estate. He was just the man who loved her. This would be their last chance. Their only chance. He had to say yes.

      “Please, if we can’t have anything else, give me this.”

      He lowered his head and pressed his lips to hers. He kissed her slowly, sweetly, as though he was trying to hold back his hunger, but she could taste it on his lips. She couldn’t help but smile a little, even though her face was wet with tears.

      “Everything is going to be all right,” he murmured against her lips. “I promise.”

      It had been so long since she’d come alive when she kissed someone. Hell, if she was honest, no one had ever kissed her like Carter had. A whisper of a thrill danced at the edges of her fingertips. She shivered in his arms, nervous and frightened, but she kept smiling. They hadn’t kissed since they were fourteen. So much had changed, and it was as though he was discovering her lips all over again. The kiss scorched her, reminded her what her heart and body had always whispered whenever he was near. That he was the only man for her.

      As a teen, she’d often imagined herself like the fabled Guinevere and Carter as her Lancelot. Drawn together by love but kept apart by honor and duty. Now more than ever she felt that wild desperation, like the ill-fated queen, to have her moment with him before she accepted her fate.

      When they broke apart, he stroked her cheeks with the pads of his thumbs. She clasped his wrists with her hands, clinging to him.

      “When do we leave?” he asked.

      Celia bit her lip, then replied, “Tomorrow.”

      A shadow passed across his face.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “It’s my father. I’ve taken over half of his duties running the Pembroke estate. He has so much to take care of. If I leave him for that long…” He closed his eyes for a brief moment. He rarely talked about his work, but Celia knew it was important to him. He helped keep the lands running, the manor house repaired, the taxes paid, the accounts balanced, and the work was almost always thankless. She knew he had other dreams, ones he kept hidden from the world. If only he could have been brave enough to share them with her…

      “Tell Tristan, but no one else. He can help us. I know it.” She cupped his face and stood up on her tiptoes to feather her lips over his again.

      The kiss, although light, sent bolts of hunger through her. He grasped her waist, dragging her to him as he deepened the kiss. Their passion sent her head spinning like she’d had too much brandy. When they finally broke apart, she was breathless and held a hand to her kiss-swollen lips.

      Carter glanced out the window to where her cousin and Kat were still dancing. “You’re right. He will help us.” Tristan knew more than anyone else what it was like to love someone forbidden to him.

      “I have to go,” Celia said, looking around. “I’ll meet you at the airport tomorrow morning. I’ll text you the flight information.” She squeezed his hand one more time, even though she ached to kiss him again. His eyes told her what she already knew. If they kissed again now, they might not be able to stop.

      “See you soon.”

      She bit her lip, still smiling, and slipped out the servants’ door and into the light to face the crowds.

      Tomorrow she’d fly to Italy with Carter. For one month it would be just the two of them. She ignored the knot of tension in her chest at the thought of what would happen afterward. All that mattered now was that she had bought them a brief time in paradise, and she wasn’t going to allow herself to have any regrets.
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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.
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