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      My hand flailed to turn off the screeching alarm, and the metal ceiling tiles startled me like they did every morning since I’d first moved in. They were new, polished to a high shine, and the sunrise streaming through the glass balcony door bounced directly into my eyes. I was alone, and used to it, but the blinding sunlight wasn’t familiar to me just yet.

      My apartment was over the coffee shop I co-owned called Percolate. It was still brand new to me, and after being here for a month, I wondered how long it would be until it finally felt like home. The apartment was vastly different from my old digs. Before I moved here, I’d lived in a sterile-looking apartment complex in the West End. This place was in Oregon Hill, and the building was almost a hundred years old. While renovating the space downstairs, I had the contractors redo the apartment too. It still smelled of fresh paint and sanded wood, and I’d spent the last few days wondering how I could keep it smelling like this. Some of the workmen had been hot, too. Maybe I could come up with some little projects just to keep the smell of paint and wood around?

      My feet hit the cold, hardwood floor and then I noticed I had shoved all the blankets down to the foot of the bed while I slept. I had tossed and turned all night, vague dreams waking me up over and over again. Today was the Grand Opening of Percolate, and my nerves were on edge. I had sunk my savings into the renovations, and every penny spent made my anxiety levels surge higher. I heard a thud through the floor and jumped. That must have been Luke downstairs, getting ready for what hopefully would be a crowd of customers with open wallets.

      I padded to the kitchen hoping to make a cup of coffee, then remembered I could have all the coffee I wanted downstairs. Instead I grabbed juice out of the refrigerator and chugged it straight from the bottle. I’d lived alone for so long I rarely touched a glass. Then I spilled half of it by setting the bottle down on what I thought was the counter, but was actually the corner of the sink.

      “Shit.” I turned on the tap to wash the juice down the drain, then put the bottle back in the fridge. “There had better be a line of caffeine addicts wrapped around the building. Jesus, I need the cash, and a healthy deposit in my bank account would help too.” I muttered. “Oh, and it wouldn’t hurt if my day job would start.”

      I’d quit nursing three months ago when I found my dream job as a cellist with the Richmond Symphony. I had spent years auditioning for various orchestras around the country on every vacation day I could spare. It paid less than what I made at the hospital, but then my friend Sneaky proposed that we go into business together. She owned the bar next door and had been trying to rent out the other side of the building for ages. I agreed, hoping the extra income from the coffee shop would make the pay cut more palatable. I thought everything was going my way, but my run of good fortune ended. The conductor of the symphony, Creighton Morrison, had a stroke and died three days before I was to start rehearsals.

      I could have taken some temp work, but decided to just throw all I had into the opening of the coffee shop. But now my bank balance was close to zero, and I was depending on Percolate to carry me until the symphony found a new musical director. Thankfully, they gave me a stipend to hold me over, but with all the money I had thrown into the renovations of this building, I was tapped out.

      I glanced at the clock on the microwave. Only fifteen minutes before I needed to be downstairs, so I headed to the bathroom. While waiting for the shower to get hot, I glanced in the mirror, something I normally avoided doing. My wavy red hair was a rat's nest, and bluish circles under my puffy eyes were a reminder of my many sleepless nights. The freckles scattered over my cheeks and nose popped out, because my skin was even paler than usual.

      "You look fetching. Not.” I said to my tired reflection. “Fuck it. I’m going to have a great day.”
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      I was buttoning my shirt when there was a knock at the door. I was greeted by a very chipper Sneaky, who’s dark eyeliner and bright red lips were painted on heavier than usual.

      "Good morning, you little ray of sunshine!"

      She breezed by me into the apartment and perched on the edge of the sofa. Sneaky was practically bouncing up and down on the cushion, filled with energy I hadn’t felt in weeks. Then she took a good look at me and grew still.

      "Sweetie, I don't mean this to sound bad, but you look like you could use a three day nap." She fumbled in her backpack and pulled out a small tube. "You and I are about the same color. Let me put a little of this on you.”

      “I look that bad?” I muttered, drawing my eyebrows together.  She shrugged her shoulders and patted the cushion next to her.

      "Hell, I'm not sure even that will work, but if you can make me look halfway human, I'll be grateful.” I plopped down next to her and sighed.

      She squeezed a little bit of flesh-colored makeup onto her ring finger and patted it under my eyes. "There! That looks, um, well, a little better.” I raced to the bathroom to check myself in the mirror. Despite her good intentions, a hint of purple seeped through the concealer. Still, I looked slightly more presentable than before. When I turned to go back to the living room Sneaky was standing at the door.

      “The grand opening will be fantastic, I promise. You know all of our friends will show up at least, plus most of the neighbors. This is the only coffee shop in Oregon Hill, and everyone is sick of having to travel all the way over to Franklin Street to get their caffeine fix.” She rubbed my shoulder and glanced at her watch. “Let’s get going. We open in five minutes. Luke has done a fabulous job of getting everything ready, so all we have to do is show up.”

      “Thank God for that.”

      My hair was still a mess despite putting gel in it, so I grabbed a blue baseball hat off of my dresser and jammed it on my head. As we were heading out the door, my phone buzzed in my pocket. When I saw who it was hope filled my chest.

      “I’ve got to take this. It’s the symphony office.” Sneaky leaned against the wall and waited.

      “Hello.” I said as evenly as I could.

      “Josh, this is Angela Shiflett with the Symphony. I bet you were wondering if we would ever find a replacement for poor Creighton. But I have good news! We’ve hired a new musical director, Sergei Mikhailovich Kuznetsov, formerly of the Cleveland Orchestra. You’ve been very patient while we conducted our search and we appreciate it. Would you be able to start rehearsals on Monday?”

      “Yes.” I didn’t even have to think of my calendar. Whatever was on it could be rearranged.

      “Wonderful. I will email you the schedule for the month, plus the pieces we’ll be rehearsing. See you next week!”
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      “Good morning.” Luke mumbled, giving his usual shy smile. For the first time in weeks I felt it actually was a good morning. Unusually for him, he’d dressed in clothes that weren’t splattered with paint. When he wasn’t managing Percolate he was an artist, and we’d hung several of his paintings on the exposed brick walls as a mini-gallery. Hopefully he’d snag a sale or two.

      “Hey Luke.” I gestured toward the entrance. “Ready to open?” Luke nodded and shuffled toward the double wooden doors. Sneaky positioned herself behind the counter in case it got busy. We’d spent weeks learning the recipes and equipment, though if push came to shove, we’d hire more staff. She had her bar next door, and I had my job too.

      The doors opened and to our surprise there was a line of people outside. Luke waved them in, then took the sandwich board sign outside and placed it on the sidewalk. For the next twenty minutes the three of us raced to fill orders. After the initial rush, Luke turned in our direction and cocked an eyebrow.

      “Maybe you guys should drink a little coffee yourselves. Let me handle it, okay?” He glanced toward the sink where a thin glaze of white cream spattered the metal. Neither Sneaky and I knew the recipes as well as Luke, and he’d had to remake some of them.

      “You’re the boss.” Sneaky clapped him on the shoulder and filled two mugs of coffee for us. We’d lucked out with Luke. I had a feeling we wouldn’t be spending too much time behind the counter. There was only a couple of booths left, so we grabbed one near the rear.

      “This table is too new looking for me.” Sneaky ran her fingers over the smooth wood. “It needs graffiti.”

      “Don’t worry, I can guarantee that within a year most of the VCU students will have scratched something on every single table. Let’s enjoy the newness while we can.” I laughed. Sneaky’s idea of decor was grungy to say the least. I leaned back against the wall of our booth so I could keep my eye on the front door. It was gratifying to see so many faces I didn’t know, but that made me wonder why our friends weren’t here.

      “Where the hell are your brother and Spencer? I’m surprised they haven’t shown… Oh, there they are.” Michael, Sneaky’s brother, stood outside on the sidewalk talking to someone on the phone while his fiancé Spencer waved at us and got in line to place his order.

      “Have they decided where the ceremony is taking place yet?” I asked Sneaky.

      “Mom is being strange, even for her. On the one hand she wants to throw them a huge wedding, but on the other she worries about her reputation at the country club. She doesn’t mind having a gay son, but she worries it will scandalize her old biddy friends. Michael doesn’t have the heart to tell her not to bother, that he and Spencer would prefer a small ceremony. Plus,” Sneaky giggled “she knows I will never let her plan my wedding. Michael might be the only chance she gets to marry a kid off.”

      “I heard the word ‘marry’.” Spencer slid into the seat next to me. “Your mother is making me insane.” He muttered to Sneaky, then turned in my direction. “A little bird told me you are starting your new job soon.”

      “How the hell did you know that?” I’d only found out a few minutes ago, so how would Spencer know about it before me?

      “I got the inside scoop from your new boss, kind of. Well, he moved into the building, and his job was on the rental application. The dude isn’t much of a talker.” Spencer said, then Michael sat next to his sister and piped up.

      “Josh, your new conductor leased Spencer’s old apartment.” Michael owned the building, plus a few more around town. When the two of them got engaged, Spencer moved upstairs to his penthouse.

      Michael kissed Sneaky on the cheek and glanced around the room. “Congratulations you guys. Looks like every table is filled. I predict this place will be a huge success.”

      “Thanks. Now back to the first thing you said.” My mind was racing from this bit of news. “You’ve met my new boss? What’s he like?”

      “He’s mean as shit.” Michael grimaced, and sipped his latte.

      “Michael, don’t scare Josh. Who knows, maybe the man was having a bad day or something?” Spencer scolded, then I felt something swing past my leg and Michael jumped in his seat.

      “Ouch!”

      “He’s probably exhausted from moving. Heck, I moved upstairs a month ago and I’m still not recovered from it. So why do you think he’s mean?” I asked. This was my first time playing for a decent orchestra, and I didn’t want to make a bad impression on a grumpy conductor.

      Spencer gazed at Michael and shrugged. “We knocked on his door yesterday, you know, the welcome wagon type of thing, brought him a bottle of wine. Anyway, he curtly thanked us and started to shut the door in our faces.” He said, then Michael continued the story.

      “Before he could get the door shut, I asked if he wanted to come to the next party I’m throwing for the residents, oh, and you guys are invited too. He snarled, like have you ever heard anyone really snarl before? It was weird. Anyway, he just snarled ‘NO’ and slammed the damn door on us.”

      “Oh, you mean the tall sexy guy with the slicked back dark hair I saw yelling at his movers? Damn, he’s a fine specimen of a man. I was hoping to set him up with someone I know.” Sneaky lived in the building too. She glanced in my direction and Michael and Spencer cracked up laughing.

      “Don’t you dare set him up with Dracula. Josh will hate you for the rest of your life if you even try.” Spencer put his arms around my shoulders. Sneaky was well known for being the neighborhood matchmaker. So far, I’d refused every attempt she’d made to find me a boyfriend.

      “Dracula? Why do you call him that?” I wondered. God, this man sounded scary.

      “It’s just a joke. But, he’s tall, has dark hair and pale skin, and he speaks with a slight, Eastern European accent.” Michael said, then he swung his legs out from under the table and into the aisle. “Plus, he’s mean as shit!”
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      The rest of the day flew by. Sneaky took off after lunch to work next door at her bar, though she popped over every hour or so to see how things were going. Business was great. I finally figured out how to make a great cappuccino and we sold out of all the pastries. But there was one thing I’d been itching to do all day long that had to wait until later.

      As soon as Luke had counted down the register and left for the evening, I ran upstairs, poured myself a glass of wine and powered up the laptop.

      “Dracula, huh? Let’s see what I have to look forward to on Monday.” I murmured at the screen then typed in my new boss’s name, or at least how I thought his Russian name was spelled. After two attempts I got it right, and his image filled the screen.

      “Holy shit.”

      This man was sex on a stick and totally out of my league. And I was about to spend lots of quality time in the same room with him. Oh, and a few dozen other musicians, but who was counting?

      He had the whole tall, dark and handsome thing going on, but he also looked kind of menacing. In the first image he was sitting in front of a piano surrounded by a group of violinists. It took me almost a minute to notice them though, because he overwhelmed the photograph. His dark eyes stared straight into the camera, almost hypnotizing the viewer, while a hint of a scowl played on his full lips. Sergei Kuznetsov was magnetic, and I could see why any orchestra would want him. It didn’t matter if he could conduct a high school band or the New York Philharmonic. People who didn’t even listen to classical music would come to his performances just to stare at his ass while he waved a baton in the air.

      “Stop ogling your boss. You want to make a good impression. Hell, it might be your last day on the job if you can’t keep your hormones in check.” I chugged down the rest of the wine.

      Clicking off of the sexy images, I switched to the news results. In the Richmond Times Dispatch this morning, there was a story about him in the style section. Damn it, we had like five copies of the paper floating around the coffee shop all day and I’d never even thought to browse through it.

      Sergei graduated from The Curtis Institute in Philadelphia and besides conducting he was an accomplished pianist. He’d worked with The Cleveland Orchestra and the Chicago Symphony Orchestra.

      “Sounds like he was sick of the snow.” I muttered. The stud was born in St. Petersburg and came to this country in the 90s, but other than that, not much on his background. I was about to dig deeper when I realized it probably wouldn’t do my career much good stalking my boss before I even met him. I closed the laptop and sank deeper into the sofa.

      “So why is anyone that handsome and successful so mean?”
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      My friend Erik was waiting for me in front of Michael’s apartment building. Neither of us lived there, and Michael was kind enough to give us the code to get in so we could use the gym. We’d meet there two or three times a week to work up a sweat, though that didn’t always happen. Often, we’d end up on two stationary bikes next to each other gossiping for an hour. Today wasn’t too different, though instead of dishing about one of our friends, I was spilling my guts.

      “How the hell am I going to fit in with professional musicians? They’ve all got years of experience and I’m just…”

      “A professional musician.” Erik interrupted. “You auditioned the same as they did and were selected because you are talented.”

      “I know, but this is all so new to me. Being a nurse was different, a totally different skill set. Even if I was having an off day, I knew what I had to do. Now I have to be creative on demand, and there are days where finding that spark of whatever it is that inspires you just isn’t there.” I realized I’d stopped pedaling and forced my legs to move again.

      “It’s not that different. You have a job, and some days will not be the best, but it’s like that no matter what job you do. Believe in yourself, and everyone will believe in you too. Oh, and speaking of creativity, I need your help.” Erik stopped pedaling and hopped off the machine. Since I wasn’t into it either I followed suit.

      “What is it?”

      “There’s a girl I’m working with at Armstrong High School named Suzi.” Erik was a social worker for the Richmond Public Schools. “I’m still getting to know her, you know, getting her to open up. She has some family issues, stuff like that. Anyway, it also turns out she’s a talented cellist.”

      “I don’t know any talented cello players.” I said with a straight face and Erik lightly punched me in the shoulder.

      “Shut it. Back to my story. I was doing research online and saw that there is a program with the Symphony. The Richmond Kids Orchestra?”

      “The Richmond Symphony Youth Orchestra. I don’t know too much about it, except it’s very competitive. Must say, I would’ve loved something like that when I was growing up in Staunton.” I said, knowing what was coming next.

      “I know you’re busy with the coffee shop and your new job, but do you think you could…”

      “I’d love to. I’ll find out what the requirements are. There is an audition so she’ll need to learn… actually, let me hear her play first, then we’ll take it from there.” The other career I always wanted, but had to put on a back burner was being a music teacher. The pay was awful, but memories of my instructor who’d been so kind and patient always made me want to help someone learn.

      “Thanks buddy.” Erik grinned with delight. He was one of my favorite people who didn’t smile often enough.

      “I could meet with her Saturday morning if she’s available. Give her my number and if she wants to meet, I’ll set it up.”
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      All I could think about as I jogged the few blocks to the coffee shop was how I would fail miserably. My stomach was in knots and I nearly tripped twice on the way. The sidewalks were ancient, many with exposed tree roots pushing through the concrete and bricks. After catching myself the second time I decided to walk. Couldn’t get paid with broken hands.

      When I opened the door, no one was there, but Sneaky and Luke. It was only 9:30 in the morning.

      “So, has it been dead like this all morning?” I asked as Luke passed me a latte. Sneaky was smirking, which had me worried.

      “No, it was steady until five minutes ago. Either classes at VCU started, or they saw you coming.” Sneaky giggled, then patted the seat beside her. “I need to talk to you about something important. Sit.”

      “Watch out boss.” Luke winked and walked into the kitchen.

      Damn, I thought business had been good. Almost every time I was here, which had been most of the time since the symphony hadn’t started, we’d been steady. Sneaky knew a lot more about the restaurant business than I did.

      “Is something wrong? I thought business was booming?” I asked nervously.

      “Oh no, business is great. We’re over plan for the week already, and if this keeps up, we will definitely have to hire someone to help out. No, this is personal stuff.” Sneaky sipped her coffee, then picked up her phone and started swiping.

      “Thank God, you had me scared for a second.” I glanced at my watch and realized I should have been in the shower five minutes ago. “Sneaky, I have to get ready for work. Will this take long?”

      “No, one more second.” She swiped at her phone once more and handed it to me. “What do you think of him?”

      Hell, she was trying to set me up again. I bit my lip to keep from laughing as I gazed at the picture on the screen. Hmm, for once I actually found the dude attractive. He had shoulder-length, wavy blond hair, blue eyes, and full lips spread into a gentle smile. Oh, and nice dimples too. Usually the men she tried to set me up with were way too good looking, or stuck up suits I’d have nothing in common with. For a goth girl she hung out with a lot of preppy men. I preferred the artsy type.

      “As much as I appreciate it…”

      “His name is Bradley, and he teaches sculpture at VCU. He’s 34, stable, and as far as I know he has a clean criminal record.” She was practically bouncing up and down next to me.

      “So tell me, how do you know he doesn’t have a secret criminal past?” Good God, Sneaky would say anything to set me up.

      “Oh, come on, give him a chance. He’s super sweet, and easy on the eyes too. I think he has a big dick.” She rubbed my shoulder and pursed her lips.

      I spat my coffee out laughing. An image of her spying on the men’s locker room at the Y danced in my head.

      “He sounds enticing, but I have to get ready for work and I’m running late as it is.” I went behind the counter and found a rag to clean up the mess I made. After I rinsed it in the sink, I glanced up to see a frown on Sneaky’s face, and the knot in my stomach grew larger. Damn it, she did go to a lot of trouble, what with spying on him in the locker room and doing criminal background checks.

      “Come upstairs and talk to me while I get ready.” I sighed, then pulled her up from her seat. What the hell, I had nothing to lose. Who knew, maybe one of her matchmaking attempts would work out for a change.
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      The auditorium was noisy. Musicians were pulling their instruments from cases and shuffling sheet music, all while talking as loud as they could. From what I could gather, most of them hadn’t seen each other since the former conductor died. I heard the name of the new conductor whispered over and over as I made my way to my seat. Though a piece of paper taped to the metal chair had my name on it, I knew exactly where I’d be; dead last. I was the new guy.

      Next to me was a large woman with bright burgundy hair pulled back in a bun. When I sat, she grabbed my wrist and started taking my pulse.

      “Um, hi? What are you doing?”

      She dropped my hand, took off her glasses and grinned, her green eyes gleaming. “Why hello, sweet pea. My name is Onnie Belle Sanford, and I’m your new bestie.” The woman’s southern accent was thick. “Just checking to make sure you’ll live through this. Your first day and all.” Then she reached under her seat and pulled a small tin out and passed it to me.

      “Go on, open it. I promise they aren’t poisoned or nothin’.”

      I pried the lid off and to my delight, it was filled with butter cookies with pecans on top. The smell was out of this world. Between this woman and the leftover pastries at the coffee shop I would be pushing maximum density before I knew it.

      “Oh my God, thank you!” I pulled one out and bit into it. Damn, it was better than any of the cookies at work. Maybe I could get her to bake some for us? “These are delicious.”

      “All the new cellists get a tin. I’m glad you like them.” She sat back in her chair and glanced around the room. “I was taking your pulse, because we’ve had two cellist die in the last four years. Glad they got a healthy young buck like you for a change.”

      The cookie went down the wrong pipe and I choked. Onnie Belle patted me on the back.

      “Don’t be alarmed, sugar, they were both men of advanced years. Hateful bastards too if you ask me. You, on the other hand, look like an angel.” She cooed then nodded her head toward the front of the stage. The human resources director, Angela, was talking to one of the musicians. She was tall with dark hair pulled back in a severe bun. Angela noticed me and gave a little wave.

      “What do you think of her?” Onnie Belle muttered through the side of her mouth.

      “She seems nice so far, very helpful.”

      “Don’t believe a word she says.” She whispered, then smiled in Angela’s direction. I waved back and wondered what Onnie Belle had against the woman.

      “So, um why do you…”

      “Trust me. She will say anything to get her way. You could have an open heart surgery planned and she will guilt you into postponing it so you will perform an extra show. I swear to everything holy that’s what killed Creighton, our former conductor. Ruthless, that’s what she is. You want to know how to tell when she’s lying?” I nodded, biting back a smile.

      “You know how they have all those Facebook quizzes about how to spot a liar? How they cross their legs funny or squirm in their seats? With Angela it’s much easier to figure out. She’ll look you dead in the eye and start moving her lips.”

      “Ha!” I laughed, then offered her a cookie. There was nothing like a crazy southern lady gossiping to brighten your day. After a couple of bites she turned to me again.

      “Have you met Mr. Mouthful yet?” She lifted one painted eyebrow. I had no idea who she was talking about, but he certainly sounded interesting.

      “Who might that be?”

      “You know, our new conductor. That name of his, who the hell can pronounce it?” She giggled. “Kuzzyov? Netzikoff? Jeez, why aren’t conductors ever named Sam, or Mary?”

      I had to admit, she had a point. Still, I couldn’t wait for him to show up for our rehearsal. I was intrigued, not only by his good looks, but by his pedigree. I’d only spent a few minutes stalking him online, but I found out he’d been nominated for a Grammy two years ago. Working with him would be an excellent experience.

      Angela was at the front of the stage motioning for the orchestra to be silent.

      “Welcome back to work. Though it’s sad that Creighton is no longer with us, we must soldier on. Fortunately for us, we have the honor of being led by our new musical director Sergei Mikhailovich Kuznetsov, who thankfully goes by the name Serge.” The orchestra laughed. “He will not work with you this week because he’s busy finalizing our touring schedule for the upcoming season. Our assistant conductor Phillip Capone is conducting rehearsals in his place.”

      The room buzzed for a minute at the news. I wanted to meet Serge, and from the whispers around me so did everyone else. Angela made a few more announcements, turned to leave and then stopped in front of the cellists.

      “Josh, would you stop by my office after rehearsals? We need you to fill out some paperwork.”
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      “Have a seat here at Martha’s old desk. Unfortunately for us, she, um, quit yesterday, but you should have some peace and quiet while you fill these out.” Angela handed me a file and then a deep voice thundered from the office in front of us. She gave me a weak smile and scurried down the hall back to human resources.  

      Rehearsals had gone well, but I was still a bundle of nerves. I closed my eyes for a moment and breathed deeply to calm down, but that deep voice from before roared again, and this time I heard every word.

      “Why the fuck can’t you do the job I pay you to do? You are MY agent, and I shouldn’t have to micromanage every damn thing!” The man went silent for a couple of moments before resuming his tirade.

      “That is not worth my time or effort and you fucking know it! My cat could make better deals than you could. When you come up with something worth my while call me back.” The sound of a phone slamming down made me jump.

      What a dick.

      I had kept my head down, avoiding looking into the office where the man was, but curiosity was getting to me. The voice was a rich baritone with a slight New York accent, syllables clipped and refined despite the ugly words.

      I glanced up, hoping to get a glimpse of him. The walls were made of glass with metal blinds shut over most of it, except for the area right beside the door. I craned my neck, hoping not to get caught, then I stifled a laugh.

      Of course he was a dick! Anyone who looked like that would think they could get away with stomping all over other people. Then his face appeared briefly behind the glass wall, scowling in my direction. I could see a vein popping out of his muscular neck. He shut the blinds, then I heard what sounded like a metal trash can being kicked across the room.

      His thick, dark brown hair was clipped short on the sides and was long and wavy on top. His nose was perfect, and his full lips were sexy even through his frown. I suspected he had dimples, but since he wasn’t in a smiling mood, I couldn’t be sure.

      Oh my God.

      I yanked my phone out of my pocket and looked through my browser’s history until I found what I was looking for. Shit, it was him alright. My new boss, Mr. Mouthful.
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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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