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      I’d risk my career for a taste of her forbidden lips.

      Laya is everything sweet and innocent, and I am going to possess her.

      Even if it is against the university’s rules.

      I don’t care if she’s, my student.

      The moment I looked into her eyes I knew she was mine.

      Her father has demanded that she swear herself to the church. Arranged for her to become one of the many wives to the head. A man that it’s been rumored will kill to protect his church.

      But Laya has her own goals and plans.

      That’s how we met on a Ferris wheel exploring something new.

      Then she came to be in my anthropology class and complicated my life.

      I don’t care as long as she’s with me.

      But is she willing to stand against her family and the church for a future with me? Is she willing to stay with me forever?

      From award-winning author E.M. Shue comes the start of a brand-new sexy series, Ramsey University. This forbidden love, virgin, he falls first, age gap romance will fog up your e-reader with all its steaminess.

      

      For more from E.M. sign up for Consent for Suspense.
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      October

      Taking the stairs down from Pike Place Market with my flowers in hand, I head out to the pier area. The bustle of the crowds and cars makes me a little nervous. After growing up in a small town and sheltered most of my life, this is new for me. But getting away from Chandelier Lake was necessary, not only so I could grow, but because I couldn’t stay there any longer.

      
        
          
            
              
        Summer

      

      
        Sorry. Coach called a special practice.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Okay.

      

      

      

      

      

      Most of the time I’m exhilarated to be away from that small town. Right now, however, I’m not. I don’t tell Summer how upset I am, because what is the point. She is living her dream, just like I am. When my best friend and cousin, Summer, and I both got full-ride scholarships to Ramsey University in Seattle, Washington, we couldn’t believe it. It was always my dream to get away from our Podunk town. To study native cultures, while Summer wanted to play hockey. But mostly we wanted to be free, where no one knew us.

      Where I could do whatever I wanted without my father, his family, or even that small town judging me.

      Somewhere I’m not known as that girl. Where we could start over. After my mother’s death, things got worse. So moving here was my only option. If it weren’t for Summer and her father, I wouldn’t be here. Even with our scholarships, we still needed extra money. It’s why I got the job at the hotel in the banquets department and Summer works at the school bookstore. Her father, my uncle, works on the docks in Tacoma.

      Now I’m here standing in line waiting to ride the Great Wheel by myself. My mother had set this up for my birthday before she died. My heart aches because this was originally supposed to be a fun trip with my mom. Summer said she would come with me, but now she has this unexpected practice tonight, and I couldn’t take any more time off of work. So here I am, by myself, ready to take a ride. I dread doing this by myself because of the height but mostly because I feel pathetic and lonely. It’s not like my mom had planned to be dead for my birthday. Her death was unexpected, and I still don’t understand all of it.

      My mother used to say the Great Wheel is romantic at sunset, but I wouldn’t know about that. I know little about romance, except for what I read in my books. I’ve never had a boyfriend. I don’t even know what a kiss feels like. Summer tried dating a guy in high school, and she told me how when he kissed her, it was like he was sucking her face off. It can’t be like that. My favorite author, KL Donn, writes about her heroines feeling like they forget everything but him. I want that. I want someone to kiss me and me forget where I am.

      I’d even like to forget who I am. Just for a bit.

      The attendant takes my ticket and directs me to the open doorway of a gondola car. I sit there hoping and praying a couple doesn’t come sit in here with me. I look up as a tall, good-looking man steps into the car. He’s so much taller than me that at first I want to scoot further away from him, but then he smiles warmly at me, putting me at ease. Two dimples pop out, one on each cheek, just over his full trim beard. His dark hair is longer on top but almost shaved on the sides of his head, and it’s standing up, almost like it’s spiked with gel. For a brief moment the thought of touching his beard crosses my mind. My father and half brothers were all clean-shaven. My uncle has a scruffy, close-cut beard because he doesn’t like to shave very often. But this man’s beard is full and must have taken some time to grow it out.

      His jeans are discolored perfectly, like he bought them that way instead of washing them over and over. They are loose-fitting, but as he climbs into the car, I watch them pull tight across muscles in his legs. He’s in a black jacket with a gray sweater and button-down beneath. Everything about him has a messy but tailored look to it. I can imagine the woman with him has on a perfect put-together outfit too. I look around him, expecting her to step on next. But there is no one there. I look back at him. His soft, warm hazel eyes are focused on me, and I’m drawn into them. They almost look like a piece of gold.

      “Sorry. Is this seat taken?” His deep voice is commanding and soothing, and it causes gooseflesh to pop up on my arms. His voice is like a caress against my skin. I want to close my eyes and take in the memory of it. I can’t speak at first and shake my head as he continues to look at me. I wonder what he sees. I’m dressed in a pink flowered dress that goes to my ankles but has slits up each side. My strappy, white lace-up boots are secondhand, just like the outfit. I covered my dress with a denim jacket to cut the slight chill in the air. I don’t have much money for incidentals or play money, hence the job at the hotel. My mother’s insurance policy is in question as they are still trying to determine her cause of death. I don’t have any makeup on except for my pink lipstick. After my shift, I changed out of my uniform and took off the makeup they like us to wear. I freed my blond blunt cut, shoulder-length hair from the bun it was in, so it’s a bit wild around my face now. Feeling nervous, I drop my eyes again.

      I moved here to get away from the shy girl. I can dress how I like. I clear my throat and look back up at him. He smiles, his full lips peek out of his mustache and beard. I bet they are softer than they look.

      “No. It’s not taken.” My voice squeaks slightly, and I bite my lip as nervous energy works through me.

      “A sunset ride on the Ferris wheel is for couples, not lone beautiful women.” He smiles at me again, and I smile back. “Your boyfriend should be with you.” He looks out the doorway as he takes the seat next to me instead of across from me. “Well, his loss,” he says softly, and I don’t think he meant for me to hear him.

      I shake my head. “No. No boyfriend. I’ve never had one before.” I slap my hand over my mouth as a blush works its way up my porcelain skin, embarrassed that I gave him that information.

      His lips purse together and he nods slightly, a smirk on his lips.

      “Where is your girlfriend, if the Ferris wheel is meant for couples?” I toss back at him. I look around his large body again, but the attendant is closing the door, shutting us in.

      “No girlfriend. I guess I should clarify my statement. The Ferris wheel is meant for loved ones.” I watch him, and he waves to the space between us. “I hope you don’t mind me sitting here. The view is best on this side.”

      My smile falls at his comment about loved ones.

      “Your wife won’t mind you sitting next to me?” I ask, pushing my hair behind my ear. When I was a kid, I used to chew on my hair. But now that I’m older, I pull on it and fidget with it. That was one of the first things Summer and I changed when we moved here, we cut off my butt-length hair.

      His chuckle is soft and washes over me. I close my eyes, taking it all in. I hold myself from leaning forward and taking a big whiff of him, to lock him into my memory. I inhale softly and can just make out his clean smell. But there are other fragrances that cross my olfactory senses. The soft smell of coffee, cedar, and something I can’t place, but I’ll never forget this moment. In my mind when I remember my time on this Ferris wheel, I’ll think of him.

      “No wife either. My mother and I used to ride the Wheel together every month to see the sunset. She’d say it was our time.” His eyes grow distant as he looks out around us and thinks about the memory. I nod because I can imagine my own mother here with me. I know what he means. I understand the pain he’s feeling right now.

      “Before my mom died, she and I would make sure that once a month we’d have dinner, just the two of us. We didn’t always go out, but it was just her and me.”

      “How long ago did you lose her?” he asks softly as he slides closer to me. The pain isn’t as intense as it used to be, and I know it will get easier, but my heart still clenches. I just want to understand what happened. How she died. But no one will tell me. Just that she fell. My uncle has his suspicions, but I can’t believe she was murdered. I shake my head to get those thoughts out of my mind.

      “Just a few months ago. This was actually what we were going to do for my birthday. After she died, my cousin and I were supposed to come. I didn’t know my mom had set it up until last week when I got a confirmation email with the tickets. She must have been planning to surprise me.” I stare off again, remembering the pain of that email.

      He nods his head. “My mother died earlier this year too. I understand.” He reaches out and takes my hand in his. I can feel the callouses across them and I shiver, but he must take the movement as fear because he pulls his hand away with a barely audible sorry.

      I find myself sliding closer to him, empathizing with his pain. “So in her memory, you ride this every month still?” My head tips to the side, my hair sliding across my shoulder into my face. I don’t want him to think I don’t want his touch. I find I’m craving it. Something about him calls to a part of me I’ve never felt before.

      “Honestly, this is the first time I’ve ridden the Ferris wheel since she died. I just moved back to town a couple of weeks ago and decided it was time. How old is the birthday girl?” He turns his body in the seat to face me more. His muscled arm flexes slightly, straining against his jacket. He’s not bulking muscle but trimmed.

      I bow my head as the shyness overcomes me again. “Eighteen,” I say softly. I hear him sigh, and I look up at him. His hand slides along my jaw, caressing my cheek.

      “Sweet girl, I’m so sorry for your loss. But I’m glad I get to spend your birthday with you.” I look into his eyes and can’t stop the words as they rush from my lips. The word vomit, as Summer calls it, keeps them flowing.

      “My mom wanted me to ride it with her this first time. She said after tonight, the next time I ride it, I’m supposed to kiss someone at the top. She was a hopeless romantic even though my father left her when she was pregnant with me. She thought everything was going to work out in the end, but she’s gone now. She died in what they are calling a freak accident. She was supposed to be here with me and help me get settled, but she’s not. I only have Summer and Uncle Devin now. Not even my father really wants me. Nothing’s the same. I don’t know why I’m still here. I don’t know why I chose to ride tonight. I should have just let the tickets go and ignored the email.” I start to rise, embarrassed when the car jolts and we start moving. He pulls me down next to him.

      “Sweet girl, I don’t know you very well, but I’m Chase. I’ll kiss you at the top if you’d like to make it all better.” His fingers brush against my cheek again. His arms flex around me. I focus on the callouses on his hands instead of the butterflies in my stomach. The callouses are something I don’t expect. From his clothing, I can tell he doesn’t have to work with his hands.

      My eyes almost bug out of my head. “You’ll what?” I want to tell him I’ve never kissed anyone other than my mother before now. And that doesn’t count. I look him up and down and something inside me wants to trust him. Some part of me wants to take him up on the offer, but another part of me doesn’t want to trust him or anyone for that matter.

      “So you’re new to Seattle. Let me tell you things about it.”

      “Okay.” I nod. “I’m Laya, by the way,” I introduce myself, and he smiles. I don’t tell him I already have studied Washington and that I’m here to study the cultures. I let him tell me because I like the sound of his voice.

      He tells me how the city was founded. He talks about the underground city and goes on and on with stories I’ve never heard. I’m entranced with everything he’s saying. By the time we get to the top, the sun is setting across the water, causing the blue sky to turn a golden hue and in some areas red. The car comes to a stop, and he pauses and looks me in the eye. His golden eyes are softer this close. His full bottom lip looks soft as well, and I don’t react as it gets closer and closer until he’s kissing me.

      His lips are firm yet gentle. His beard tickles at first, but its scratchy feel doesn’t annoy me. Instead, it makes me squirm in my seat, wanting more. I know my skin is going to be red from it though because I’m so pale. He pulls back and my eyes flutter open to look at him. He moves in closer, pressing our bodies together from hip to chest. His arms tighten. I slide my hands around his neck, and he tips his head to the side. I go the opposite way and we kiss again. His tongue touches my lips and I open on instinct. His tongue touches mine and I whimper, his arms flex again and pull me in. We kiss, exploring each other’s mouths. He’ll push in and my tongue will slide across his. When he retreats, my tongue chases after, and we repeat the dance.

      We continue to kiss, and he shifts his arms to lift me up. I find I’m straddling him now. My skirt bunches up and one of his arms moves until I feel his warm hand on my thigh. The slits in my skirt allow my bare thighs to show. I gasp and pull back from the feeling. His warm touch sends tingles to my core I’ve never felt before.

      “I’m sorry,” he starts. “I just wanted to kiss you. I didn’t mean for it to…” He tries to continue, but I’m in a trance. I only want him.

      I feel him flex, as if he’s going to pick me up again and move me. But I want his lips back on mine. I lean forward and slide myself closer to him. My hands slide along his head, my nails scrapping his scalp, and he groans before he takes my lips again. He keeps one hand on my thigh and the other holding my chin, directing me. He groans into my mouth as I shift even closer. It’s then I feel him pressing against my core. I’ve never felt a man’s erection before. I start to pull back, but his grip on my chin tightens. I moan as he licks across my lips.

      “Sweet girl, I knew you’d taste like the sweetest berries on the vine, but it’s better than I thought. If we don’t stop, we are going to do so much more than kiss.” His voice has a huskiness to it.

      I pull back and smile at him, and when he smiles at me, I see his dimples again in his cheeks at the edge of his beard. They are so sexy.

      “Chase…” I don’t know what to say. He leans forward and kisses my lips again softly.

      “We are almost at the end. Can I take you to dinner?” He chuckles.

      “Oh,” I say, surprised, and realize we kissed from the top and are now the next car to be unloaded.

      We get off and make it to the exit. “Um…” I want to take him up on his offer but don’t know what to say. Before I can tell him I’d love to, we are interrupted.

      “Hey, Lay.” My uncle’s deep voice breaks me from answering.

      “What are you doing here?” I ask as I face him, then I turn to look for Chase, but he’s gone. I see his retreating back as he moves through the crowds.

      “Summer called and said you were going to be alone, and I couldn’t do that to my girl on such a hard night for you. So I’m here to take you to dinner.” He wraps his arm around me, and I instantly wish it were Chase and that Uncle Devin hadn’t shown up. He’s dressed in his work uniform. I know he left work just to be with me, so I can’t brush him off.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Chase

      

      

      

      I run like a coward into the crowd. I can’t believe I let her get to me like that. I never lose control. But she was perfect. Her sweet little body called to something deep inside me that has never stirred.

      I’ve had girlfriends and lovers over the years, but I’ve never felt like this before. Even as I walk away from her, my body is demanding I turn around and beat the crap out of the man who interrupted us. But I don’t turn around; she’s too young for me. She is still mourning her loss, and believe me, I know that feeling because I still hurt for my mother.

      Making my way up the stairs and the hill, I move through the evening crowds toward my condo. The condo I bought three years ago when my mother was diagnosed with cancer. A cancer we thought she had beat until late last year when they found new metastasis in her brain and lungs. She left us quietly in February and I miss her more every day. The doorman opens the door and I walk into the lobby toward the elevator. After swiping my card for the elevator to take me to my penthouse condo, I stand there staring as the doors close.

      “Hold the elevator,” a feminine voice I recognize calls out. I watch as Briar, one of my closest friends, walks on with her son.

      “Hey, Uncle Chase.” Orion jumps at me and I lift up the small boy. I take in his brown hair and soft green laughing eyes.

      “Hello, little man. Were you good at preschool today?”

      “Nope,” he answers honestly, and I can’t stop the chuckle.

      “I got a call that he punched a boy for talking to a girl Rion insists is his girlfriend.” Briar shakes her head. Her brown hair is long and braided down her back. She’s dressed in a skirt suit that accentuates all her curves. She’s always been self-conscious about her fuller figure, and I’ve tried to tell her over and over she’s beautiful. But she tells me I have to say that because we are friends.

      I hold up my hand for Orion to high five. “That’s Uncle’s little man. Don’t let him steal your girl. When you find a girl, you fight for her.” I laugh, and Briar continues to shake her head. For a moment I think of Laya and wish I got more than her first name so I could go after her, but now it’s too late.

      “Don’t encourage him, please. He blooded the boy’s nose and now is suspended from school for three days next week.”

      “I’ll watch him for you.”

      “Yeah. Please, Momma.” He pops out his bottom lip, begging.

      “Don’t you have to go to the office?” She reminds me that I’m now in charge of Ryder Corporation.

      “No, I’m letting Elias continue to run the board.”

      “Chase, really?” She huffs. “It’s time, don’t you think?”

      Just then the elevator pings for our floor. I step off and move with her to her penthouse condo. She lives next door to me. She and my mother talked me into getting the large condo because “someday you’ll have a family,” they both said. I have one of the rooms set up as my office currently and I have an empty spare bedroom. I don’t use half the space because for years I’ve been traveling from one dig site to the next. I only came home when my mom was going through chemo and radiation. Then I came home permanently in January when Mom decided she was done fighting.

      “Dinner tomorrow?” I ask as I set Orion down after she unlocks her door. Our floor is only accessible by our cards or security.

      My cell rings, and I see the security desk number on the screen.

      “Hello,” I answer.

      “Mr. Ryder, I have Mr. Prentrick here to see you.” The doorman’s voice comes across the line. I look at Briar as I acknowledge him.

      “Send Thor on up.”

      Briar nods and I watch as she closes her door, leaving me upset at both of them. Briar and Thor used to be close, but now they won’t talk to each other at all. Thor thinks it’s because of her brother, Rowan, dying, but I know it’s more than that.

      I move to my door and wait for him to arrive on the floor. When the elevator slides open, Thornton is standing there in a three-piece suit. His dark brown hair has a sprinkling of gray at the temples and a chunk over his forehead.

      “Hey, old man.” I chuckle at him. “What brings you out of your office?” I haven’t seen him since my mother’s funeral. Even though he and I have a business together, we very rarely speak now.

      When Rowan died, Thor and I kind of fell away from each other. I didn’t agree with his treatment of Briar, but he doesn’t know I know about that. He was an ass toward her. He also doesn’t know Ryder Corporation helped Briar start her business. But that was my mother’s doing, not mine.

      “Man, I haven’t been in the office in months.” He steps off the elevator. “I took over as the acting dean at Ramsey. I was wondering if we could talk.”

      “Sure.”

      I move toward my door and unlock the keypad. When I step inside, I immediately move to the security panel and disengage the alarm. Thor looks around as he moves past me. I watch him peek into the kitchen before he moves to the living room past the dining room. It’s all one big room, but Briar and my mom helped me decorate it so it wasn’t a sparse bachelor pad.

      “Why were you standing in the hall?” Thor stops and turns to look back at me. He’s never been here before even though we’ve been friends since I was eighteen and he was twenty-one.

      “I just got home.” I don’t offer that I was talking to Briar because I’ve promised her I won’t speak to him about her. A secret that sometimes bothers me, but most times I’m okay with it because he made that bed for himself.

      He unbuttons his jacket and takes a seat on the sofa. I move to the bar against the wall of the dining room and pour myself a couple fingers of brandy. I need to get the taste of Laya off my tongue and lips. My body is still reacting to her.

      “Want a drink,” I ask after my first swallow.

      “Yeah, I could use one.”

      I pour him a glass and move over to the chair where I take a seat. My long legs stretched out in front of me. I look at the glass coffee table and regret arguing with my mom that I needed something sturdier so I could put my feet up. I look over at Thor and see the dark circles under his eyes and the worry lines that have started forming with his aging.

      “How is Ryder Corporation doing?” He doesn’t make eye contact but looks around the condo. After all these years of knowing him, I realize he’s hiding something from me.

      “Spit it out, asshole,” I growl at him as I sit up more in the chair, pulling my feet back so my knees are bent.

      “I was wondering if you could help me out. I know you’re busy with your own board, but, man, I need a professor for an archeology class. You’d be an adjunct but have benefits while teaching because you’d have a full schedule of classes next semester.” He talks fast, trying to get it all out before I say no. “I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t in a predicament.” This isn’t what he’s hiding from me.

      “Before I answer that, why don’t you tell me what’s really going on, Thor. We’ve been friends too long for you to dance around shit.” I stand up and move across the room, looking out the windows to the now darkness that has settled over Seattle. A fleeting thought of Laya hopefully being safe flashes through my mind. Along with the thought if I take this job I could be here and maybe I’ll see her again. I’ll stake out the Ferris wheel until she comes back. I could be that creeper dude, can’t I?

      “I saw her,” Thor says as he stands and moves over toward me. “She has a family now. When did she get married? She didn’t say anything at the funeral.” He doesn’t have to clarify who he’s talking about, I know.

      “You fucked that shit up, my man.” I turn and pat his shoulder as I head back to the bar and grab another couple of fingers. Maybe if I get drunk, I won’t think about Laya anymore tonight. Plus, I need something in my system to deal with Thor and Briar.

      “I know,” he says softly, and I turn to watch his head drop toward his chest. I can feel the pain coming off him. I want to talk to him about this, but I’m already one of their confidants. I don’t know if I can be both of theirs. That would be like betraying Briar.

      “Okay, I’ll take the job.” I change the subject, not ready to really look at our past and dissect it. Or what I saw that morning.

      He turns to look at me with a smile on his face, and for a moment I wonder if I was played. He knows Briar and I are close and always have been. When she was the pigtailed, brace-faced teenager trying to hang out with the college boys, she and I became close. A lot of that is because we both were raised by strong mothers. However, Rowan and Briar’s parents ended up disowning both of them. Rowan, before he died, and Briar shortly thereafter.

      “I need you to start in January. If you can come to the campus in the next couple of weeks, I’ll get you everything and we can sign the contracts. We should have dinner sometime. Remi is coming home soon.” He walks toward me with his glass. “By the way, why are you drinking so much? In all the years I’ve known you, you haven’t partaken this much.”

      He's right. Even in college, I wasn’t a drinker. I was always studying. The last time I got drunk was the night of Rowan’s funeral. I look at the glass and then decide maybe an ear could help better than the whiskey. I set the glass down.

      “Do you ever have regrets?” I don’t elaborate, I want to see what he’ll say. His shorter frame moves as he chuckles. I’m taller and bulkier than he is, but I also know he could take me in a heartbeat. He’s been boxing since he was a kid running around on the street. Without his scholarship to Ramsey, we would have never met.

      He studies me for a moment after he’s done laughing. “Is this about staying away for so long?”

      “No. I miss my mom, but she was the one who kept telling me to take jobs away. She loved that I was doing what I wanted. It’s about relationships.”

      A thoughtful look crosses his face as he gazes at the wall that separates Briar’s condo from mine. There are utility rooms between us, but she is still across that wall. He shouldn’t know unless he asked the doorman and was told, which is a breach. I won’t confirm she is there, it’s part of the protection I promised her. That and Rion. I have my suspicions, but every time I’ve asked, she denies it and says his father isn’t a part of their lives.

      “Every fucking day. See you soon.” He sets the glass down and walks out. That’s the most he’s ever acknowledged that he cares for Briar.

      I move through my condo and make myself something to eat before I climb in bed, where I dream of soft, full lips and beautiful honey brown eyes.
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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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