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      Dear Readers,

      Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  Hopefully you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!  At the end of this story you will find two bonus stories Crave Part One and Training (Billionaire Submission Part 1).

      If enjoy the book please consider leaving a review.  Thank you so much!

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      

      You can sign up for my monthly new release mailing lists:

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List
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      The questions flooded over me and I felt my body begin to tremble.  Instead of anticipating his touch all I could think of now was everything that might go wrong.

      Oh god, what had I done?

      Maybe I should just go?

      I need to stop this now before it gets any worse.

      Then…his touch.

      My mind came to a screeching halt as the sensation of his fingers commanded all of my attention.

      I felt the weight of his body compress the mattress next to me.  He didn’t say a word.

      The fingers that now rested on my cheek began to travel along the curve of my jaw and down my neck.

      Goosebumps exploded on every inch of my skin.

      His hand continued it’s journey across my shoulders and down my chest, eventually tracing every inch of my exposed curves.

      I felt my mouth go dry as the lips between my legs became wet.

      Never touching the hardened, sensitive nipples that yearned for attention, his fingers instead began their journey down the soft trembling skin of my stomach.  My abdomen flexed in response.  I could feel the heat of each individual finger as they crossed the boundary at my waist and headed towards an area rarely touched by any other man.

      I reflexively squirmed, anticipating the trajectory of his touch.

      His hand traveled slightly to the side, skipping my most sensitive lips.  His fingers lingered, only inches from the now soaking mound that screamed for attention.

      A brush…then another.

      His fingers lightly slid across my slit causing a massive firing of nerve impulses throughout my body.

      “Ohhh…” I moaned in sexual frustration as my lack of sight and the slow deliberate nature of his touch tortured me.

      Instinctually, I reached up to grab onto him, to hold him.

      My hand was quickly snatched by a firm grip and pressed back into the bed.  The mood in the room felt as though it had suddenly and dramatically shifted.
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      Four weeks earlier…

      

      “Well fuck.” I said out loud to no one in particular.

      It was September and a chill had settled into the Northwoods autumn air.  The leaves on the trees that circled the lake had mostly fallen but a brilliant selection of colors still clung to some of the branches.

      The lightweight polar fleece jacket I had put on was not doing the trick so I crossed my arms in an attempt to keep warm against the rapidly falling temperature.  The sun was low in the sky and soon it would be dark.  A soft black micro-fiber fleece would not be enough to keep me warm if the forecasts were correct.  It was going to hit almost freezing tonight and I was out on a boat in the middle of a lake with nothing more than a fall-weight jacket.

      I just stared at the water as the ashes clung to the surface.  The sight reminded me of what I learned last semester in Professor Linn’s chemistry class.  The tension created by hydrogen at a water’s surface was surprisingly strong and is what enabled all those bugs to walk across it during the warm summer months.

      This time it was not bugs that refused to be consumed by the cold depths of Lake Tomahawk.  Instead, it was something I desperately wished would sink.  It was something too painful to linger.  The ashes that floated on the surface of the lake next to the borrowed ski boat were all that was left of my family.  Watching them slowly absorb water, gaining weight, and then sinking beneath the surface brought the last month of my life to a close.

      The past thirty days had been a whirlwind of crying, condolences, funerals, and baked lasagne which everyone seemed to think I needed to get through my loss.  I had enough frozen pasta to last me the rest of the year but what I didn’t have was anyone to share it with.  My mother and father were gone and I was alone in the world.

      If that wasn’t enough, I had spent the last two weeks finding out the only thing left for me to remember them by was a debt that I could not possibly pay.  As a college student I had no job and no resources except a beater of a car and mounting student loans of my own.  My entire family was gone and the only thing that I had left of them and of our life as a family was that cabin.  That beautiful warm collection of logs and stone that stood on a hillside overlooking Tomahawk lake.

      My parents never had much but they did work hard to provide a good life for me.  Once I left the house for college they finally decided to take the plunge and live out the dream that they shared for so long.  It had been almost a year since they sold everything and moved up north, buying the small log cabin on this lake that meant so much.

      Dad had spent most of his childhood summers on Lake Tomahawk where his parents would rent a small cabin with some friends.  He loved this lake and it is also the place where he found the love of his life.  One summer while in high school my dad literally bumped into my mom while swimming across the lake.  Mom had been kayaking and my father had not been paying enough attention to look up during his strokes.  According to them it was love at first sight, if you believe in that kind of thing.

      Now here I was returning them to the lake where it all began.  The only proof of all that history was me and that cabin which I had been told would soon be gone.

      My parents had scraped together enough money for the downpayment but there was a large mortgage on the property.  This would normally not have been a problem but my parents, despite a strong work ethic, were not the most organized people in the world and had missed a payment on their life insurance policy.  Despite my pleas and many, many tears the insurance company would not budge.  They saw their “get out of jail free” card and took it so I would not be getting a dime from the insurance my parents had paid into most of their adult life.

      Even though there was no other debt on the estate, the property around Lake Tomahawk was expensive. This small modest cabin carried a mortgage balance of over three hundred thousand dollars.  I was college student, with loans of my own, and no income that I could use pay the bills.  If I did sell the cabin I wasn’t even sure what I was going to do with all my family’s belongings, which I so desperately wanted to keep.

      The walls were constructed of dark honey brown stained logs and contained inside their protection was every picture, home video, and personal possession that my family had accumulated over a lifetime.  Even if I wanted to, there was no way I could afford a storage unit big enough to hold it all.  It looked as though I had not only lost my family but I was going to lose all proof that our family ever existed.

      My parents had no brothers and sisters.  Their parents had all passed away.  I had no one to turn to.  I had no one to ask for help.

      As I watched the last of the ashes finally descend into the cold crystal clear water I realized that life as I knew it was over.
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      I turned the ignition of the boat back on and pointed the bow towards shore.  Pushing the throttle forward I felt the wind dance over the windshield and across the tears streaming down my face.  I wiped them away with my sleeve and focused on trying to stem the flow.  There was no more time to be sad and to feel sorry for myself.  That time had passed.

      The wind rustling through the remaining leaves caused them to dance and flicker like red and yellow flames of a fire.  The sight reminded me just how much I loved this place.  I didn’t want to lose it but there was just nothing I could do.  Even if I quit college and moved up here to live in the cabin I could never find a job that paid enough to cover the mortgage and expenses.

      I needed to face the fact that I was fucked.

      Tomorrow I would need to start going through all of my parents possessions to see what I could keep.  Then I would need to contact a realtor and get the process moving before another mortgage payment arrived that I could not pay.

      This of course was just the tip of the iceberg when it came to figuring everything out.

      “Oh fuck!” I yelled when I realized that the very boat I was riding in needed to be returned.

      The ski boat I had driven to the center of the lake in order to spread my family’s ashes was actually owned by another family, the Archer’s.  They owned what seemed like half the lake and my mother had recently become friends with Ellen Archer.  Since all my parents had been able to afford was a stripped down and heavily used pontoon boat, Ellen had insisted that our family borrow one of their ski boats for the summer.

      For anyone else this would have probably seemed like a grand gesture of friendship but for the Archer’s borrowing a boat would be like borrowing a baking dish.  They had a dock with seven slips and seven different kind of watercraft to fill them.

      Mr. Archer had inherited a small commercial contracting company from his father and went on to grow it into a multi-billion dollar corporation that works around the world.  I didn’t really know any of them except by reputation but they seemed like decent people.  I knew the Archer’s had a few kids that were a bit older than me but I didn’t know any of their names.

      As the boat closed in on our shore line, I slowed down and lined up the bow to our dock.  Nudging the throttle forward gently, the boat drifted into the end of the pier at a forty-five degrees angle.  Just when it looked like the fiberglass hull was going to strike I nudged the throttle into reverse and the boat’s stern pulled in gently towards the dock.  I killed the throttle and grabbed a rope.  One foot stepped on the seat while the other launched over the short walls of the boat and onto the wooden planks of the pier.

      The boat gently kissed the side of the dock and I tied it off.  It looked like my final cruise would end with my best docking ever.

      I turned the ignition of the boat back on and pointed the bow towards shore.  Pushing the throttle forward I felt the wind dance over the windshield and across the tears streaming down my face.  I wiped them away with my sleeve and focused on trying to stem the flow.  There was no more time to be sad and to feel sorry for myself.  That time had passed.

      The wind rustling through the remaining leaves caused them to dance and flicker like red and yellow flames of a fire.  The sight reminded me just how much I loved this place.  I didn’t want to lose it but there was just nothing I could do.  Even if I quit college and moved up here to live in it I could never find a job that paid enough to cover the mortgage and expenses.

      I needed to face the fact that I was fucked.

      Tomorrow I would need to start going through the stuff in the cabin to see what I could keep.  Then I would need to contact a realtor and get the process moving before another mortgage payment arrived that I could not pay.

      This of course was just the tip of the iceberg when it came to figuring everything out.

      “Oh fuck!” I yelled when I realized that the very boat I was riding in needed to be returned.

      The ski boat I had driven to the center of the lake in order to spread my family’s ashes was actually owned by another family, the Archer’s.  They owned what seemed like half the lake and my mother had recently become friends with Ellen Archer.  Since all my parents had been able to afford was a stripped down and heavily used pontoon boat, Ellen had insisted that our family borrow one of their ski boats for the summer.

      For anyone else this would have probably seemed like a grand gesture of friendship but for the Archer’s borrowing a boat would be like borrowing a baking dish.  They had a dock with seven slips and seven different kind of watercraft to fill them.

      Mr. Archer had inherited a small commercial contracting company from his father and went on to grow it into a multi-billion dollar corporation that works around the world.  I didn’t really know any of them except by reputation but they seemed like decent people.  I knew the Archer’s had a few kids that were a bit older than me but didn’t know any of their names.

      As the boat closed in on our shore line I slowed down and lined up the boat to our dock.  Nudging the throttle forward gently, the boat drifted into the end of the pier at a forty-five degrees angle.  Just when it looked like the bow was going to strike I nudged the throttle into reverse and the boat’s stern pulled in gently towards the dock.  I killed the throttle and grabbed a rope.  One foot stepped on the seat while the other launched over the fiberglass walls of the boat and onto the wooden planks of the dock.

      The boat gently kissed the side of the pier and I tied it off.  It looked like my final cruise would end with my best docking ever.
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      With a bottle of wine and a blanket over my lap I sat by the outdoor fire.  It was cold, too cold really to be doing a bonfire outside tonight but I figured…fuck it.  There would be no better weather to wait for.  This was my last chance to experience all the things I enjoyed about this place.  Granted, my mother would have frowned on the wine consumption given that I was still technically underage to be drinking it, but my father would have looked the other way.

      I threw another log on the already roaring flames and took a swig from the exceptionally cold glass of cabernet sauvignon I was holding.  I made sure to add cuts of pine to the hardwoods already burning.  There was just something about the smell of burning pine in the Northwoods that I loved.

      I decided that tomorrow I would return the boat first thing in the morning and then go find a realtor to sell the cabin.  After that, I would pack the things that I could fit into the trunk of my car and sell the cabin as-is.  There was no more point in me trying to save a life that no longer existed.  The new owners could keep what they wanted and throw out the rest.

      “Ouch,” I said as I grabbed at my jaw.

      Though I had been trying to act tough this week, my body was protesting my pseudo-strength by unconscious tooth grinding.

      The normally calming effect of a flickering fire and the sweet earthy warm of the red wine did not seem to be working this evening.  Realizing that I needed to take a different approach I did the only logical thing that I could think to do.  I got up from the log bench next to the fire, turned towards the cabin, and headed back inside directly for the liquor cabinet that I knew was well stocked.

      It looked like I was going to need a little something stronger to take the edge off tonight.
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      Shit!

      The pain was intense as the sun sliced through the windows and bored into my booze rattled brain.  I wasn’t sure what time it was, but I knew that I was really hung-over and that I had forgotten to close the blinds.

      The thought of getting out of the bed was equally as horrible as letting that light continue to penetrate my eyelids.  Eventually, in a stroke of brilliance I realized the cloaking power of my thick Northwoods themed quilt and pulled it up over my head.  This provided the darkness my mind needed to slip back into another two hours of recuperative sleep.

      When my brain next slipped back into consciousness I looked at the clock and realized it was almost lunch.

      “Fuck…”

      The words slipped past my lips as I realized all I had on my to-do list.  Today was going to suck anyways and adding a hangover was definitely not going to help.

      I stumbled out of the bed and into the bathroom.  As the shower gathered steam I brushed my teeth and tried to suppress the rumbling in my stomach.  At this point I wasn’t sure whether I was hungry or ready to throw up but I didn’t want to find out.  The toothpaste and mouthwash helped and by the time I stepped into the shower the main complaint I had was a headache.

      After getting my body cleaned up from the previous day I stayed in the shower, emerged in the steam, until the hot-water heater ran dry.  By the time I was dressed I almost felt normal, whatever that was these days.

      It was lunchtime now and the first order of business was to return that boat.  The Archer’s lived in Chicago for work and spent their weekends at the lake.  I wasn’t sure if they would be at their cabin this weekend but I hoped they wouldn’t be.  The past month had been a deluge of hugs and well wishes from neighbors and strangers.  I was emotionally tapped out and would rather just drop off the boat without having to engage with more people I barely knew as they awkwardly tried to comfort me.

      Shit!

      The pain was intense as the sun sliced through the windows and bored into my booze rattled brain.  I wasn’t sure what time it was, but I knew that I was really hung-over and that I had forgotten to close the blinds.

      The thought of getting out of the bed was equally as horrible as letting that light continue to penetrate my eyelids.  Eventually, in a stroke of brilliance I realized the cloaking power of my thick Northwoods themed quilt and pulled it up over my head.  This provided the darkness my mind needed to slip back into another two hours of recuperative sleep.

      When my brain next slipped back into consciousness I looked at the clock and realized it was almost lunch.

      “Fuck…”

      The words slipped past my lips as I realized all I had on my to-do list.  Today was going to suck anyways and adding a hangover was definitely not going to help.

      I stumbled out of the bed and into the bathroom.  As the shower gathered steam I brushed my teeth and tried to suppress the rumbling in my stomach.  At this point I wasn’t sure whether I was hungry or ready to throw up but I didn’t want to find out.  The toothpaste and mouthwash helped and by the time I stepped into the shower the main complaint I had was a headache.

      After getting my body cleaned up from the previous day I stayed emerged in the steam until the hot-water heater ran dry.  By the time I was dressed I almost felt normal, whatever that was these days.

      It was lunchtime now and the first order of business was to return that boat.  The Archer’s lived in Chicago for work and spent their weekends at the lake.  I wasn’t sure if they would be home this weekend but I hoped they wouldn’t be.  The past month had been a deluge of hugs and well wishes from neighbors and strangers.  I was emotionally tapped out and would rather just drop off the boat without having to engage with more people I barely knew as they awkwardly tried to comfort me.
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      The boat started right up despite the cool temperatures and after untying the ropes I set off for the other side of the lake.  The Archers owned what seemed like twenty-five percent of the shoreline on this rather large lake.  I had heard rumors from others that the Archer family had actually bought up thousands of acres surrounding this small Northwoods town to prevent anyone from developing it and taking away that small town charm.

      “Sure must be nice.” I mumbled to myself as I thought about what I would do with millions or billions of dollars.  I wondered just how much the Archer’s were worth.  The more I thought about the Archers the more envious I became.  The thought of all they had and the thought of all I lost did nothing but piss me off, even though I realized it wasn’t justified.  The Archers had earned their fortune and all the rewards that came with it.

      “Shut the fuck up,” I yelled at myself aloud.

      “Quit feeling sorry for yourself.”

      I had never been one to dwell on what I didn’t have.  I worked damn hard for everything I had in my life just like my parents had done.  However, as I thought to the future and just how much harder everything was going to be I couldn’t help but think of all that I had lost.  Then, as the Archer’s log mansion came into view I felt that same envious sensation rise inside me and it became too hard to suppress.
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      Their dock currently had two slips available.  I picked the farthest one to the left and easily slid the ski-boat into place.

      It was hard not to sit in awe of the palace the Archer’s had built.  From the three story tall glass wall overlooking the lake to the floatplane hanger next to the dock, this family really did have it all.

      I tied the bow and stern snugly to the cleats and then double-checked the boat.  I wasn’t sure if they were up North right now or when they would be getting back to their cabin but I wanted to make sure the boat was secure for them when they arrived.  The last thing I needed was to owe one of the richest families in Chicago money for damaging their boat.

      When I was finally satisfied that the boat was secure I set off up the long staircase that led to their cabin and the road back home.  The stairway cut back and forth up the hill and had many well appointed landings on which you could sit and enjoy the view.  It probably took me ten minutes to get to the top but when I was finally there I proceeded to take the pathway around the cabin towards the driveway.

      Their property was quiet, exceptionally quiet.  The entire Northwoods was quiet compared to Chicago but with the amount of property the Archer’s owned there was a sound buffer that was quite pronounced.  Normally there would be the sound of ski boats pulling young screaming kids around the lake in their tubes and birds chirping as they bounced from branch to branch in the trees.  With the cold air settling into the North and the leaves already falling away, the city dwellers had all shut down their second homes for the winter and the animals were starting to do the same.

      When I finally made it around the large perimeter of the cabin and saw the driveway it was not empty like I had hoped.  There were several cars parked on the pad and I froze, debating what I should do.  The right thing was to go knock on the door and let them know I had returned the boat.  I should go and thank them profusely for their generosity but I just didn’t think I was up to having the same conversation yet again.

      I didn’t want to hear how sorry everyone was and how it was God’s plan or that they were in a better place.  People get very strange around those who have lost someone.  Right when you need people to be normal and add some consistency to your life they go off on a quest to somehow find the perfect words to comfort you and make everything better.

      The fact was there is nothing that anyone can say to make things better.  Sometimes life sucks and you get dealt a really shitty hand.  It would be much better if everyone could just acknowledge that and move on but they can’t.

      I looked at the door and then back up the long winding driveway.  It occurred to me that there had been a flaw in my hasty planning.  I had totally forgotten that I wouldn’t have a car to get home once I returned the boat.  Tomahawk was a large lake and I had no idea how long of a hike I had in front of me to get back to my cabin.

      Despite this sudden realization I determined there was no way that I could go knock on that door.  I just needed to go.  They would find their boat and no matter how long of a walk back it was, it would be better if I went ahead and started the trek.

      I quietly walked past the parked cars, hugging as closely as I could to the trees that lined the driveway.  Once clear of the car pad I hurried down the crushed gravel path towards the main road.  I had made it almost halfway when I saw a car turn off the road and start heading towards me.

      “Shit!”

      For a moment I contemplated running off into the woods and hoping I had not been spotted but that proved to be futile as a horn lightly honked to let me know I had been spotted.

      The car slowed as it approached me until it pulled up along side my position and the window rolled down.

      “Um, excuse me.  Can I…”

      I saw a look of recognition cross the woman’s face.

      “Oh my god…Emma?”

      I had never met her before but I am sure my mother had showed her pictures.

      Ms. Archer parked the car and jumped out, embracing me in an unsolicited hug.  We stood there silently for a few moments before she finally loosened her grip.

      “I just heard about what happened to your parents.  Are you ok?  What are you doing here?  Is there something I can help you with?”

      Her look of concern was genuine and she seemed very sweet but I still felt the overwhelming urge to run.

      “Oh no, it’s ok Mrs. Archer.  I just came by to return the boat you let me parents borrow this summer.  That was incredibly kind of you guys.”

      “Oh dear…you didn’t have to do that.  You have enough to think about right now.”

      She looked me up and down as if assessing my condition.

      “Come down to the house with me and let me make you some lunch.”

      I was starving as the hangover faded from my body but I still did not feel like getting sucked into another pity party.

      “No…really…it’s ok Mrs. Archer.  I am just going to walk back to the cabin and start boxing things up.”

      Mrs. Archer’s face looked shocked.

      “Emma dear, your cabin must be over ten miles from here.  You can’t walk all that way.”

      I frowned as the realization of the distance solidified in my mind.  I responded again, although this time in a much more hesitant tone.

      “Oh, that’s ok.  I like to walk and think. I could probably use the exercise anyways.”

      “Absolutely not, I won’t hear of it.  Now come back to our place and let me fix you something.”

      There seemed to be little use in fighting her so I relented.  I walked back to the cabin while she parked her car and I tried to steel myself against the onslaught of comforting that I knew was coming.
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      Walking through the large oversized doorway into the sweepingly huge foyer was breathtaking.  This place was not so much a cabin as a log palace.  The foyer looked directly through the living room and out the three story glass wall that lined the back of the home.  Throughout the open floor-plan there were enormous thick pillars or more accurately whole trees that were being used to hold up the massive weight of it’s construction.

      “Let me take your jacket dear.” Mrs. Archer said as she opened the coat closet to my left.  I did as I was told and handed her my fleece.  There was no need for it in this place because despite it’s vast size, the home was extremely warm and decorated with a cozy feel.  Given the amazingly even warmth in this cavernous space I assumed they must have radiant floor heating throughout as well as an industrial strength HVAC system.  I couldn’t even imagine what it would cost to keep something this size warm during the sub-zero winter months of the Northwoods.

      “Come, follow me into the kitchen and I will get us something to drink.”

      I followed Mrs. Archer down a hallway and into a room that was about the size of our entire cabin.  There was an amazingly appointed cooking area. Every appliance and cabinet handle blended into the woodsy theme that ran throughout the house.  Towards the middle of the room was a large table that appeared to also have been carved from logs.  An elaborate antler chandelier hung over the table and beyond that appeared to be a separate breakfast nook area that was almost entirely encased in glass and had a perfect view out onto the lake.

      “So what do you drink?” Mrs. Archer asked.

      I froze thinking of how to respond.  At this point I could really go for something stiff to take the edge off my nervousness but since I was still underage I felt like I needed to respond appropriately.

      “Anything is fine.  Maybe a Coke?”

      Ms. Archer’s face broke out into a mischievous smile.

      “Nonsense Emma.  If there is anyone in this world right now that deserves a stiff drink it is you.  Let me fix you up something my mother used to make me.”

      She set to work pulling all sorts of supplies from the cabinets and I turned back to stare out the windows.  I couldn’t believe that this was it.  This might well be the last time I look out over Lake Tomahawk.  The dream that my parents had worked so hard for, the cabin that they had finally been able to build just one year ago.  Now, it was all gone.

      I then thought about what I was going to return to at school.  The truth was that I still wasn’t sure what to major in.  I had been bouncing around the university for a year and a half now and I wasn’t any closer to figuring out what I wanted to do with my life.  It had been a luxury before, trying to find something I loved, something I was passionate about.  Now that was all going to change.

      As soon as I returned I needed to figure out what I must do to survive.  I was racking up loans quickly but there would be no parents to turn to once I got out for help.  I was going to leave the school tens of thousands of dollars in debt and I needed to figure out a plan on what career would allow me to pay all of that back.  I needed security, that is if the bank would even continue lending me money.  I had qualified for those loans with my parents as co-signors.  Now that they were gone and I was left without a penny to my name I might have to figure out a different path to take.

      “Ok Emma,” Ms. Archer said as she returned with our drinks. “If nothing else, this should warm you up a bit on this cold autumn day.”





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen-fixed.png





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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