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            It’s no secret I’ve always had a crush on my best friend’s older brother.

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        He’s the center of every single one of my naughty fantasies, and my new boss...

      

        

      
        That cocky grin and those broad, athletic shoulders.

        He’s a walking, talking temptation.

        You know what they say about a man with big hands right?

      

        

      
        Growing up, we always tormented one another.

        I was the nagging, annoying little girl he hated.

        He was the arrogant, douchebag I couldn’t seem to get over.

      

        

      
        I know he’s a heartbreaker.

        I know he’s completely off-limits.

        I KNOW my best friend would kill me.

      

        

      
        But when I find out he wants me just as bad, my panties melt faster than an ice cream cone in hell.

        One little taste can’t hurt, right?

      

        

      
        Besides, it’ll stay our little secret…or will it?
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            Jazmine

          

        

      

    

    
      “What exactly are we looking for?” my best friend, Maddie, asks as I drag her through yet, another store in the mall.

      “Something that will make me look professional for my first day of work tomorrow. You know, a nice skirt with a cute top, or a dress suit. Something that will make me look like a well put-together adult but at the same time bring out all my best features.” I smile, happy with my description.

      Her blue eyes squint at me and her plump, pink lips narrow into a straight line. “So something sexy enough to get my brother’s attention, but not so sexy that you’ll be fired. Got it.” She shoots me a wink as she points her long index finger at me.

      I laugh off her comment and playfully smack her arm as I glide past her. “You of all people know that I don’t care how your stupid brother looks at me.” Just hearing myself say this sentence is laughable. Everyone knows I’ve had a crush on Damon since the moment I set eyes on him when I was five years old, even though I’d never in a million lifetimes admit it. In fact, I’ve been very adamant about denying any and all feelings for him for the better part of my life. I mean, if I never say it out loud, is it even true?

      “Yeah, keep telling yourself that,” Maddie says, tossing her brown hair over her shoulder as she picks up a dark gray skirt. She shows it to me with wide, excited eyes.

      I scrunch my nose. “Too short.” I grab another skirt off the next rack and show it to her.

      “Too long.” She scrunches up her nose the same way I did. “Next store?”

      I purse my lips together and nod. “Guess so,” I agree.

      We both hang the skirts back on the racks and head out, in search of another store.

      “How are you going to decorate that new office?” she asks as we walk through the mall, our heels clicking on the shiny white floor.

      I laugh. “I don’t even know if I’ll have an office. It is your brother that got me the job after all.”

      She turns and looks at me with a yeah right face. “Exactly. He knows you’ve put in your time and know what you’re doing. If anyone is going to root for you there, it will be him. God knows I can’t do it from where I’m at.”

      “I just graduated, Maddie. I have to start from the bottom and work my way up. I don’t have any expectations or the idea that I will be treated differently than any other new graduate.”

      She snorts at my statement but keeps walking.

      “I’ll probably end up in the copy room or pushing papers for the first year.” I nod. “And I’m okay with that. I’m nothing if not determined.” I flash her a quick smile.

      She rolls her blue eyes. “How about this place?” she asks, pausing in front of another shop.

      I shrug. “Might as well.”

      A little while later, we’re walking out with my perfect outfit: a black pencil skirt, a light blue, button-up shirt that has bell sleeves, a wide belt, and a pair of black pumps. Maddie says the soft blue shirt makes my olive skin glow. Already I can see myself in this outfit with a pair of black framed glasses and my blonde hair pulled up into a bun. I bet I will make Damon give me second look if nothing else. Now, I’ll just need to find me a fake pair of glasses to give him dirty librarian fantasies.

      Thinking about Damon causes a sigh to escape my mouth. I’ve been in love with him for as long as I can remember, but he’s never treated me like anything other than his sister’s annoying friend. I understood when we were younger. I mean, he is three years older than me. No high school senior wants to be seen with a freshman. But now that we’re adults and out in the real world, I thought things would change. The way he acts toward me is the same he’s always acted: like an older kid picking on the smaller one. He plays tricks, calls me names, and picks on me just as much as he always has. For a while, I thought that was just his way of keeping himself in check, like he couldn’t see me as a woman if he thought of me as a kid sister, but he’s never shown any real interest, and that makes my stomach hurt. I feel like the same teenage girl that had to sit back and watch as he went out with a different girl every weekend, watching as they touched and kissed him the way I wanted to.

      Without even meaning to, my head drifts back to the night I spied on him with his date from Maddie’s bedroom window. Before my eyes, I can see him as he helps her out of the truck and pushes her against it before moving in for a kiss. My stomach tightens as the jealous fire burns hot inside of me. But I quickly put it out by imagining that girl being me. I can feel his soft lips against mine. I can taste his sweet flavor. I can smell his delicious cologne that always makes me a little weak in the knees.

      “Seriously, stop daydreaming about my brother. It’s disgusting,” Maddie says, snapping me from my thoughts.

      “What? I’m not thinking about Damon!” I nearly shriek.

      She snorts in laughter. “Yes, you are. You always get that stupid look on your face.”

      “What look?” I cross my arms as we step onto the escalator.

      “Your eyes start to shine, then glaze over. Your lips turn up just a bit at the corners, and your cheeks turn pink. You start breathing faster, like just picturing him gets your heart racing,” she says all breathy and dramatic.

      “No, it doesn’t,” I argue, even though, he truly does make my heart race and has for many years.

      Damon has always been the athletic type. In high school, he played every sport our school had to offer. Baseball, basketball, football, track, and wrestling. In college, he stuck with basketball and track, but damn how I missed seeing him in that wrestling uniform.

      His skin is tanned year-round from spending as much time as he can outside, and his muscles are firm and toned from so much activity. His dark brown hair is almost always styled, but the way it looks all messy after a run is sexy as fuck too. And his green eyes, with just a hint of blue, they cut right through me every time he looks my way.

      “Ugh, stop! You’re doing it again.”

      I laugh and bump my shoulder against hers. “Shut up.” I glance down at the bottom level and my eyes land on the pretzel stand. “Have time for a cinnamon-sugar pretzel?”

      She smiles wide. “Of course.”

      We giggle as we run from the escalator to the stand.

      “This time, it’s on me. I feel like you’re going to need as much sugar as you can stand to put up with my brother eight hours a day,” she says before ordering and handing over her card.

      “He’s not that bad, Maddie.”

      “Yeah, but sometimes he’s a total douche-canoe.”

      We both laugh as we take our sugar pretzel to a nearby table.
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        * * *

      

      My alarm goes off at six and I pop up, excited to get to my first day of work. I’m still tired since I had trouble falling asleep last night because I’m so nervous, but the excitement pumping through my body energizes me enough to keep going, to move faster.

      After turning off the alarm, I nearly run to the bathroom to shower. An hour later, I stand back and look myself over in the mirror. My new outfit looks amazing. The pencil skirt hugs my hips and has a slit up the back, giving just a peek of my tanned legs, which now have a nice shape thanks to the black pumps. The baby blue top flatters my thin frame and shows just a touch of cleavage—not enough to think I’m looking for attention, but enough to show off my womanly curves. I pulled my hair up into a neat bun and added just a little makeup: some shimmery eyeshadow, a little brown eyeliner and mascara, and a layer of peach lipstick.

      Happy with my appearance, I grab my purse and keys and head out. Living in Chicago, I opt to hail a cab instead of trying to walk the six blocks in these heels. Most of the time, I walk where I need to be. If it’s too far, I stick with the bus, but today, I want to be early. I don’t want to take the chance of having a baby spit up on me or someone spill their coffee down my top. Today, I want the quiet time to prepare myself. Hopefully, this is the first day of the rest of my life. I laugh at how stupid that sounds, but seriously. This is the job I’ve worked years for. If I can get it, I’m never letting it go.

      The cab comes to a stop in front of a tall glass building. The sign on the front reads: Windsor Wealth Management. It causes a surge of excitement and happiness to bubble deep within my stomach. Without saying a word, I hand over the cash and step out, still gawking at the big fancy building.

      I take a deep breath and snap myself out of the trance I’m stuck in. “It’s okay, Jazz. You can do this. Just go in there and show ‘em what you’ve got,” I tell myself, needing a pep talk.

      As I walk across the concrete, I dig around in my purse for the piece of paper I was mailed; reading over it, I find the directions for my first time in the building: First thing, please go to room 107—Internal Affairs—to receive your work I.D. and to fill out your tax information.

      The revolving door spins, and I jump inside, feeling like a hamster in a wheel until I step into the building, my steps echoing against the granite floor. There’s a big sign in the foyer, one side is a list of names while the other side has room numbers and floor level. I find that room 107 is located on the ground floor, and I quickly walk up to the receptionist.

      “Windsor Wealth Management, please hold,” she says, pushing buttons on the phone. “Can I help you?” she asks, giving me her attention.

      “Room 107?” I ask, motioning toward the hallway on her right and the one of her left.

      She smiles sweetly. “To your left.” She clicks another button. “Windsor Wealth Management, please hold.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper, not trying to disturb her as I head to my left.

      After I’ve filled out all the employment forms and had my picture taken for my employee I.D., I read the next step on my paper: Please go to the fifth floor and see the receptionist.

      I walk back into the lobby and over to the elevators. There’s already a small group of people waiting to get on. I join them and continue reading over my instructions as I wait.

      “Look at what we have here,” I hear someone say, looking up just in time to see Damon coming to a stop beside me. My heart momentarily halts in my chest at the sight of him. He’s dressed in a well-pressed black suit with a white shirt and red tie. His dark hair is styled neatly, and he’s wearing a grin on his lips, his green eyes sparkling with mischief.

      Even though I want to fall at his feet and ask how I can please him, I reign myself back in, crossing my arms over my chest and narrowing my eyes at him. “Ugh, I wasn’t expecting to see you so early in the morning. I can tell I’m going to need a lot more coffee.”

      He laughs, clearly having fun with me already. He loves getting under my skin, and I think he loves it even more when I give him shit right back. His eyes quickly glance down my body and back to my eyes. “You clean up much better than I pictured. I mean, look at you.” He motions toward me. “I was half expecting cut-off jean shorts, a flannel, and biker boots.” He winks at me, knowing damn well I would never dress like that for work.

      “That was one Halloween, and I’ll never live it down.” I shake my head while holding off my smile. I remember that Halloween very well.

      “What do you think, Maddie?” I ask, stepping out of my bathroom and into the bedroom where she’s waiting on me.

      She looks me up and down, her mouth hanging open and her eyes wide. “You look freaking amazing, Jazz! I mean, you could get into a night club like this!” She’s walking circles around me.

      I smile, happy with her praises, as I turn and study my reflection in the mirror. I’m supposed to be a punk rocker, and I guess I do look punk rock, but the only reason I picked this was to show some skin to get Damon’s attention. My blonde hair has streaks of hot pink, blue, and purple—temporary, of course—my eye makeup is thick and black as night. I have a fake nose ring in, and my lips are painted a deep, dark red. I’m wearing a black tube top, showing off my firm stomach, but keeping a tad classy by putting on the red and black flannel I leave hanging open. I’m wearing the shortest pair of cut-off jean shorts I could find, paired with ripped fishnets and biker boots.

      “Let’s go to my house so I can get ready,” she says, grabbing my hand and pulling me along behind her. I let out a sigh of relief when we make it through the house without my mom seeing this crazy outfit. No way would she let me out of the house like this.

      Just as we’re walking up the drive at Maddie’s house, Damon is stepping out of his brand-new truck.

      “Sup, dork?” Maddie says, walking past him.

      He opens his mouth to say something back, but his words fall short as I walk into his view. His eyes are wide, and his mouth is hanging open just like Maddie’s was, but he’s fighting off a smile.

      “What are you supposed to be?” he asks, walking a circle around me. I turn my head to watch him. His eyes are moving up and down my body, and my thighs tighten as my cheeks burn.

      “A punk-rocker. Duh,” I say, hoping he didn’t notice the way my voice was cutting out.

      He comes to a stop in front of me, but now, he’s not amused: he’s concerned. “Your mom let you out like that?” He motions toward me.

      I roll my eyes. “What’s it to you?”

      “Where you two going tonight?” he asks, glancing between Maddie and me.

      “Why?” Maddie asks, stepping up to my side.

      “With her dressed like that,” he points at me, “you’re going to need someone to get you out of the trouble you’re going to be in. I’m coming to whatever party you’re going to.”

      Inside, I smile, but outwardly, I groan, just like Maddie.

      Just thinking about the way he was looking at me that night makes my temperature rise.

      I turn to look at him and notice he’s looking at me like that right now. He’s holding back a grin, eyes glistening and moving around quickly like he’s trying not to look at me.

      “What?” I ask, no longer able to hold back my grin.

      “Huh?” He acts like he didn’t hear me.

      “Why are you looking at me like that?” I turn my body to face him directly.

      “Like what?” He frowns.

      I laugh and shake my head as I turn back to face the elevators. “Keep your eyes to yourself before I alert HR.”

      This makes him bust out laughing. “Don’t flatter yourself, Jazz. I’m still amazed you made it to work on time.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Damon

          

        

      

    

    
      Seeing her at that elevator makes me do a double take. This isn’t the little Jazmine I grew up with. She isn’t the knobby-kneed kid that always ate the last slice of pizza. She isn’t the pesky teenage girl that spied on me with my dates. Hell, this isn’t even the girl I saw just two weeks ago that was lounging on my sister’s couch in cat-print pajamas and eating ice cream straight out of the carton while mocking me. This is a whole new Jazmine—a grown woman with breasts I want to see, curves I want to memorize, and mile-long legs that I want to run my hand up.

      I shake my head and rub my eyes, needing to get her out of my mind to focus on work

      A ding fills my ears and the doors open, allowing us all to step inside. I’m standing in the back, and she’s right in front of me in the crowded elevator. It gives me the perfect chance to check out her ass without her seeing me. I let my eyes fall slightly. They nearly bug out of my head when I see how round and plump her ass looks under that tight pencil skirt. It’s slit up the back—not high, just to her lower thigh—but her toned calves and those shoes make me want to see more. Already, I’m picturing how they’d look wrapped around my hips.

      What the fuck am I doing? This isn’t just some random woman that walked into the elevator. This is Jazzy. The little girl that always said my breath smelled like farts, and that any girl that kissed me must like pink eye because coming that close to an asshole was sure to give it to them. Just thinking of that makes me laugh. She was always so damn mouthy and quick-witted.

      The sound of me laughing in the quiet elevator makes everyone turn around and look at me, even Jazz. She frowns, looks me up and down to make sure I’m not taping a kick me sign to her back, then turns back around.

      Fuck my life. My job just got ten times harder. Why did I get her this job? I must be glutton for punishment.

      When the doors open, she walks out, and I’m right behind her. She hasn’t realized that I’m following because I haven’t told her about this part of the job yet. She stops at the reception desk and I stay behind so she won’t see me.

      “Hi, I’m Jazmine Hernandez. This is my first day, and I was told to come to you.”

      Lisa, the receptionist, smiles, her eyes flashing from Jazz to me and back. “It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Hernandez.” She stands and holds out her hand to shake. “I guess you haven’t been told yet, but Mr. Strickland will be overseeing your work. So you just need to follow him.” She motions toward me.

      Jazz turns around with a look of surprise painted on her face. Her mouth is open, and her brown eyes are wide, until she sees me, that is. When her eyes land on mine, her mouth snaps shut and her eyes narrow, causing a small wrinkle to form between them.

      I walk closer with my smile in place. I point at her. “Keep that up and you’ll have wrinkles for sure. Follow me.” I immediately turn and walk to my closed office door.

      “I have a feeling I’m going to need Botox after today,” she mumbles, causing me to laugh under my breath.

      I open my office door and hold it open until she comes in. Closing the door behind us, I take a seat behind my desk while she stands in the center of the room, looking at the desks on either end.

      “So, why didn’t you tell me you’d be overseeing my work?” she asks, walking toward the floor to ceiling windows and looking out at the busy city below.

      I shrug. “I figured you wouldn’t take the job if I told you what it was.”

      She turns to face me slowly with a look of horror on her face. “What is the job, exactly?”

      “My assistant.” I kick my feet up, getting comfortable.

      Her shoulders visibly fall, and her eyes close while a long breath escapes her beautiful, plump lips. “You have to be joking.” She slowly walks over to my desk and has a seat on the opposite side.

      “I’m not but hear me out.” I sit up, placing my elbows on the top of the desk as I lean closer to her. “Getting your foot in the door is the hard part, right?”

      She nods her head, silently agreeing with me.

      “Well, see there! Hard part over.” I grin, proud of myself. “Now, all we have to do is slowly bring you into meetings where you can put your two cents in, and sooner rather than later, hopefully, you’ll be hired on in whatever department you want. You’ll just have to put up with me for a couple months to do it. And,” I add on, holding up my finger to silence her, “it’ll be a whole lot faster than standing out there interviewing with those fifty other graduates all trying to get the job you want.”

      She groans and rolls her head back, so she’s staring up at the ceiling. “Fine.” She stands and starts pacing the floor with her hands on her hips. “This will just be like the time I lost that bet and had to be your slave for the week. I can do that.” She’s sticking out her lip while nodding her head. She’s clearly trying to talk herself into staying. “I mean, it’s what? Fetching coffee, making copies, answering phones, and taking messages? That sort of thing, right?” She stops her pacing and looks at me for confirmation.

      I nod. “Pretty much… and you know, chasing out crazy women that’ve slept with me but refuse to leave.” I grin, causing her to give me her angry eyes.

      I laugh. “I’m just joking. Everything will be professional. I promise.”

      She takes a deep breath while nodding once, letting her arms fall to her sides. “Okay. Where do we start?”

      I smile. “I’m glad you asked.” I stand and pick up a file folder off my desk. “I have a meeting this morning and need thirty copies of every page in this file to hand out.” I pass it over to her.

      She presses her lips into a straight line but takes it. “And the copy room is where?”

      “End of the hall,” I reply, taking my seat once again and turning my attention to the computer screen to check this morning's emails.

      Without a word, she turns for the door, and my eyes jump up to watch her go. With her every step, her hips sway from side to side, and I get just a peek at her shapely legs. She stops when she gets to the door and turns back to me. “You’re doing it again,” she says around a smile.

      My eyes jump from her ass to her eyes. “Doing what?”

      “Looking at me.” Her dark eyes roll.

      “For the last time, I’m not looking at you. Do you need a cereal box to put between us like when we were kids?” I ask, amused but also using a deeper tone of voice to make her think I’m getting annoyed by her.

      She points a manicured finger at me. “That’s not a bad idea,” she says, walking out and closing the door behind her.

      I sit back in my chair, and my eyes land on her desk right across the room from mine. If I sit here and she sits there, and we both look up, we’ll be eye to eye. I can’t handle that. Then an idea hits me. Way back in grade school, when we’d take tests, we used two folders and stand them up on the edges of our desk so you couldn’t see your neighbor’s paper. No way can I have all that shit cluttering my desk.

      I open my bottom desk drawer and pull out a stack of unused file folders. I stand with the stack in hand and walk over to her desk, placing each one up so when she sits down, all she’ll see is folders instead of me. This will also help me keep my eyes to myself. I’ve been caught checking her out enough already.

      When I’m proud of my handy work, I turn my attention back to the computer screen and go through all the unread emails. I spend a good thirty minutes sorting through them all, replying when necessary, and deleting what’s not needed. I look up and find that Jazz still isn’t back. I decide to look for her to make sure she hasn’t gotten lost.

      I exit the office and walk back toward the elevators, down the hall, and into the copy room. I find Jazz leaning against the copy machine, holding a big stack of papers and smiling while James flirts with her.

      Walking into the room steals both their attention, and the conversation stops.

      I slide my hands into my pockets and smile while glancing between them. “I was worried you got lost,” I say, finally keeping my eyes on her.

      She smiles. “I’m sorry, I was just finishing up when James walked in. We got carried away talking.”

      He forces his smile to fall. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hold you up. I just noticed that small tattoo on her ankle,” he says, now looking at me. “And I knew I had to talk to her. Blink-182 is my favorite band.”

      With his words, I look at her ankle and see a small tattoo of a smiley face that has X’s for eyes and arrows coming out the side. How have I never noticed this before? When did she get a tattoo? Does she have more? If so, where are they? My mind starts to drift, but I catch myself quickly, turning back to the conversation at hand.

      I nod once. “Not a problem,” I reply, bringing my attention to her face. “We need to get some more work done before my meeting.”

      She smiles and nods. “I’ll be right there.”

      I turn and leave, but not before giving James one last look, a silent warning, if you will: Don’t fuck with her. She’s mine.

      On my walk back to the office, I think about those words: She’s mine. Where the fuck did that even come from? I guess in a way she’s always been mine. Mine to torture. Mine to tease. Mine to protect. She’s no different than my sister. Just thinking that makes me want to gag. Okay, she’s different than my sister.

      Fuck, I don’t even know what I’m thinking, or feeling for that matter. All I know is I don’t want her with James. James is a player. Once he gets what he wants, she’ll be heartbroken.

      Just as I’m sitting down at my desk, she walks in. Her eyes land on her desk before meeting mine.

      “Really?” She motions toward my handy work.

      I shrug. “I didn’t have cereal boxes. Next best thing?” I ask with a raise of my brow and a smirk.

      She rolls her eyes and walks over to me, placing the stack of papers on my desk.

      “I need those stapled together in order, please.”

      “Seriously? There’s like four-hundred pages there. You could have told me beforehand so I could have had the machine do it.” Her brows are arched high.

      I nod. “Why do you think I came looking for you? We’re running out of time. There’s a stapler in your desk.” I motion across the room.

      She picks up the stack of papers and walks to her desk, grumbling something under her breath.

      I watch her go until she sits down and she’s no longer in my view. I smile to myself. This was a better idea than I thought.

      I sit upright and bring up the notepad app on my computer to make a note on topics to cover at today’s meeting. I place my fingers on the keyboard to start but the sound of very loud stapling cuts through the silence.

      BAM. A folder on her desk topples over and falls.

      I stop before I can even start on my document and look over at her desk.

      BAM. Another folder topples and falls.

      It sounds like she’s punching the stapler.

      BAM.

      “Seriously, what the hell are you doing over there?”

      She slowly stands, her head moving upward into view. “Stapling these papers like you asked.”

      “Are you in a fight with the stapler? I’ve never in my life heard such aggressive stapling.”

      She smiles sweetly. “Just doing my job.” She shrugs one shoulder before lowering herself back into her seat, out of my view.

      BAM.

      I let out a deep breath and hang my head, trying to clear my anger and annoyance.

      BAM. The sound of ruffling papers fills the room.

      BAM.

      BAM.

      BAM.

      “Enough!” I yell, standing up so quickly my chair rolls back and bumps into the filing cabinets.

      The sound stops.

      I walk around her desk. I pick up the small group of papers and place them in the stapler. Easily, I press down and staple them together with only the slightest hint of a noise. “See? That’s how you do it.” I look down at her smiling face.

      “Ohhhh, I see.” She takes the next stack and slides them into the stapler. Gently, she presses down just as I’ve shown her. And, no noise.

      “Much better,” I say, walking back to my desk.

      The moment I sit down,

      BAM.

      I throw myself back in my seat as I close my eyes and talk myself out of killing her.
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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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