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      Jason “Tuff” Tanner followed five operatives from Trident Security and his boss, Chase Dixon, as they descended the steps of the private jet to the tarmac of the small Albert Whitted Airport in St. Petersburg, Florida. They were returning from St. Lucia, where they’d been helping Ian Sawyer and another TS operative rescue their women and several others from a white-slavery syndicate. One of these days, Tuff would have to take a vacation down in the Caribbean. So far, the only times in his life he’d been to any of the islands had been work-related, so he never had a chance to do anything fun. Well, what other people would call fun. People who didn’t get an adrenaline rush from their job or who weren’t retired from any of the elite special-ops teams in the military like Tuff and the men he was currently with were. He’d done twelve years in the Army, with six of them in the 7th Special Forces Group, which was headquartered at Eglin Air Force Base in the Florida Panhandle. He lived for the missions that required him to use his training, instincts, prowess, and intelligence.

      When they reached the parking lot, Tuff and Chase, the owner of Blackhawk Security, said goodbye to Marco DeAngelis, Logan Reese, Kip Morrison, Jake Donovan, and Nick Sawyer, Ian’s youngest brother. Tuff then turned to his boss. “Anything on the agenda tomorrow?”

      Forty-two-year-old Chase Dixon was a retired Marine Raider. After leaving his military career behind, he started a private security company. Using his connections, experience, and business sense, he’d built Blackhawk into a thriving enterprise. His reputation was held in high regard throughout the United States and even beyond its borders. The good guys admired him, and the bad guys feared him.

      Tuff had been working for Chase long enough to be no longer surprised when the man managed to come up with resources no one else seemed to be able to. Personnel, weapons, technology, transportation, etc.—whatever his associates and clients needed, Chase was able to provide. He’d made a fortune in government and private contracts and had dozens of operatives working for him, but there were still times the boss insisted on being on the front lines. Case in point, this last op. When he’d gotten the call for help from Ian, whom he considered a good friend, Chase had grabbed the first person he’d seen at the Blackhawk offices—Tuff, who’d been filling out a report on his latest case—and they’d hightailed it down to St. Lucia.

      Now that the mission was over, the women were safe, a few perverted dirtbags were dead, and a chink in the sex-slave ring had been made. Unfortunately, there were more out there. But men like Tuff, Chase, the Sawyer brothers, and all their teammates would continue chipping away at organizations who preyed on the innocent until their dying day.

      Chase ran a hand through his graying, short hair. “Nope. You’ve earned a few days off. You’ve been going nonstop for the past three months. Rest up. Find a soft, willing woman and have some wild, monkey sex. I don’t want to see you at the office until next Monday’s debriefing. Understood?”

      “My momma didn’t raise no fool. Monday it is. Thanks, Boss.”

      Without another word, Chase slapped Tuff on the shoulder and headed across the lot to his own vehicle. After tossing his duffel bag full of clothes, weapons, and gear into the narrow back seat of his F-150 pickup, Tuff climbed in behind the steering wheel. Starting it up, he cranked the AC up and lowered the windows to let out some of the stifling, hot air until it could be replaced. He wanted nothing more than to get home and into a refreshing shower before having a quick dinner and then sleeping for the next twenty-four hours.

      Within twenty minutes, he’d navigated the last of the rush-hour traffic and pulled into his half of the driveway, next to a navy SUV, in front of the South Tampa duplex he lived in. Cutting off the engine, he climbed out of the truck and glanced around as he stretched out a few kinks that’d settled into his neck and back. It was a quiet neighborhood, just as he liked it. While he loved the excitement of his job, when he was home, he craved tranquility. A few kids lived on the cul-de-sac, but it was rare for them, or anyone else, to create a disturbance loud enough to bother him. Most kept their activities to their backyards, reducing the chances of Tuff hearing them if he tried to sleep during the day after an overnight or long mission.

      He eyed the SUV. It belonged to his new next-door neighbor who’d moved in a few weeks ago. Due to his nonstop schedule over the past three months, Tuff had only met the woman a few times and mostly in passing. All he knew about the pretty thirty-something was her name was Concetta Suarez, but everyone called her “Chet,” and she had curves that could knock a guy’s eyes out of their sockets. She stood about five-foot-three, seven inches shorter than his height. Her Hispanic heritage shined through her beautiful caramel-toned skin, shiny black hair, and mink-colored eyes. She was a walking hard-on, coming and going, and if she hadn’t lived right next door, Tuff definitely would have hit on her. But he knew better than to piss in his own sandbox.

      Tuff wasn’t a long-term relationship kind of guy. Even though he’d never lied about that to any woman he’d dated or even had a one-night-stand with, many of them had thought they could change him. When they couldn’t, things usually hadn’t ended well. If the sexy, little bomboncita next door turned out to be that type of woman, it would be hell living next to her if things went south. More than once, one of his ex-girlfriends or brief flings had shown up at his house, screaming like a banshee after he’d broken up with them. Twice, someone had needed to call the cops to restore quiet to the neighborhood. He could only imagine what would happen with a woman who lived in a home attached to his own. No thanks. He didn’t want to have to give up the place he’d lived in for the past few years, nor did he want to get a restraining order against a neighbor. It was best to keep his hands to himself and his dick in his pants when it came to Chet.

      After grabbing his duffel, Tuff climbed the few stairs to the shared front porch. As his gaze dropped to the keys in his hand, looking for the right one, the door to Chet’s unit swung open. Without warning, a huge, muscular, tan pit bull lunged at Tuff, growling and barking. With quick reflexes honed over years of training and missions, Tuff dropped his duffel, vaulted over the banister, and landed on the balls of his feet in a flower bed, crushing several blooms.

      “Meat! No! Stop! Easy, Meat!”

      He was happy to see Chet had the beast on a leash but was worried she wouldn’t be able to control “Meat” for long. The dog’s muscles strained as he tried to go after his quarry, and the woman holding him was clearly doing her best to prevent that from happening. Tuff readied himself to dive onto the hood of his truck. The last thing he wanted to do was draw the 9mm stuck in his back waistband and shoot the dog if it attacked, but he knew it might come down to that. Those snapping jaws could do irreparable damage to a person, even someone Tuff’s size. It would destroy him if he had to put the dog down, though. He had a soft spot when it came to furry animals.

      With the leather leash wrapped around her forearms, Chet lowered her voice to a soothing tone and maneuvered herself between the dog and his target. “Easy, boy. It’s okay. He’s not going to hurt you. Easy.”

      Tuff prayed the woman knew what she was doing as the dog kept trying to see around her to the man he wanted to rip apart. Meat’s massive chest heaved as he panted and growled while drool rolled down his jowls.

      “Eh!” The sharp sound of Chet’s voice grabbed the dog’s attention, and when he looked up at her, she continued in her calming voice, “Good boy. That’s a good boy.”

      She waved her hand in front of the canine’s nose. It took a moment, but the scent of whatever she was holding seemed to register and catch his interest.

      “Meat, sit.” She tugged on the leash once while making some sort of hand signal, and, thank God, the damn thing finally obeyed, sitting on its haunches, no longer interested in tearing into Tuff’s hide—at least for the moment. After the silence remained for a count of three, she rewarded the dog with the food in her hand. Slobbering all over the porch, the dog barely chewed before swallowing.

      Petting the pit’s massive head, Chet murmured a few times before turning to look at Tuff apologetically. “I’m so sorry about that. I didn’t know you were out here. Meat’s had a tough life so far, and he’s very wary of men.”

      Tuff relaxed a little and snorted. “If that’s wary, I’d hate to see when he gets hostile.”

      Still stroking the dog, Chet frowned. “That’s what happens to pit bulls when they’re raised from puppies to be fight dogs.”

      “Fight dog? Is he from the raid I heard about last week?” He remembered her telling him she was an animal control officer for Hillsborough County, which included the city of Tampa, and volunteered with rescue groups.

      “Yeah. He and fourteen others. They were found caged in a warehouse in deplorable conditions. Two were so badly injured they had to be euthanized.” She clearly wasn’t happy about that, and Tuff didn’t blame her.

      Studying the dog, now that Meat wasn’t trying to kill him, Tuff could see the multiple scars that covered his face and body. His velvet-covered ears had been cropped, and there was a cleft on the side of his upper lip from a tear that’d healed without stitches. Despite the damage, he was a beautiful dog, and Tuff wished he could spend five minutes alone with the bastards who’d used Meat and the other dogs for sport. No animal should be abused in any way, shape, or form.

      “Sorry to hear that. So, he’s staying with you?” Renters were allowed pets as long as there weren’t any complaints from the neighbors about them.

      “I’m fostering him for now. We bonded at the shelter. Once he was out of quarantine, I brought him home to show him what it was like to be pampered. He’d never seen the inside of a house or had a soft bed before. I’m hoping to retrain him so he can find a forever home.”

      Tuff’s gaze dropped to Meat, who’d finally laid down on the concrete, still panting. “That’ll probably take a while.”

      Her chin lifted. “I think he’s worth it.”

      “I didn’t think he wasn’t.” He scratched his temple. Tuff loved all animals, but dogs especially. He’d had a few while growing up, and there’d been some in his Army unit. When they weren’t working, he and his buddies had enjoyed playing fetch with the MWDs, or just sitting there, petting them. “Can I help?”

      Chet’s head tilted to the side. “How?”

      “You can use me to get him to understand not all men want to harm him. Think if I lay down on the grass, you can let him sniff me? I’ll stay perfectly still. Then you can reward him when he doesn’t sink his teeth into me.”

      “Um… yeah, if you don’t mind. I’ll walk him around you, but not too close.”

      “Great.” Tuff headed for the middle of the lawn in front of Chet’s side of the house, wondering if he’d just signed himself up to be the dog’s next meal.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Chet watched as her tattooed neighbor lay on the grass beside the driveway. When she’d met Jason Tanner a few weeks ago, she’d immediately had some stereotypical wariness about the man. His thick muscles were the first thing she’d noticed about him, followed by the colorful tattoos that covered his arms and peeked out from the V-necked shirt he’d been wearing at the time. She’d been worried she’d moved in next door to some biker dude with a rap sheet as long as her arm. His friendly smile and twinkling blue eyes, which were currently covered by his sunglasses, had helped her relax a little as he politely introduced himself and welcomed her to the neighborhood. After a few minutes of back-and-forth, new-acquaintance conversation between them, she’d felt more of her concern ebb.

      He mentioned he’d been in the military and now worked as a bodyguard and private investigator. When she stated she was an animal control officer with the county, he’d asked if she knew Kat Michaelson, which she did. Kat was a local K9 trainer for the state police and Tampa P.D. She also trained dogs for private security. Apparently, Jason’s employer was one of those companies who’d contracted Kat and her growing staff.

      That first day had been the only time Chet had engaged in a conversation with Jason that’d lasted more than a minute since usually one of them was coming home as the other was leaving when they ran into each other. From what she’d learned from her other neighbors, Jason was well-liked, didn’t cause any problems on the street, and occasionally played basketball with the kids on the block. He was also quick to offer his help to anyone who needed it when he was home. His job took him out of town a lot. One of the men on the block was a St. Petersburg police officer, and another was a Tampa fireman. They kept an eye on Jason’s house for him whenever he was away on an assignment for a few days. Chet liked how her new neighbors looked out for each other. It made her feel better about her hasty decision to rent her half of the duplex.

      Pushing the thoughts of why she’d needed to find a new place to live from her mind, she gave Meat’s leash a firm tug. “Stehen.” The German command for stand was pronounced sch-stay-en. Since the bastards involved in the fight club had used English and some Spanish commands, she wanted to break Meat’s habit of responding to them. Earlier, she was so startled when she opened her door to see Jason and the pittie had lunged for him that she’d spoken English to the dog. But now that she was in training mode, Chet switched back to German, which was often used for training protection canines. It wasn’t a common language in the US, so it was less likely a criminal or anyone else would know the proper commands to get a dog to do what they wanted.

      The big meatball looked up at her, his tongue lolling from the side of his mouth. His name definitely fit him. She waited a moment, then repeated her command. “Meat, stehen.”

      This time, he pushed himself up and stood next to her leg. He was a work-in-progress and would be for a while, but he was slowly learning that he was rewarded when he obeyed her. Chet patted his ribs. “Braver Hund.” Good dog.

      Making sure she had a firm grip on the leash, she ordered Meat to heel and walk beside her as she gave the leash another tug. “Fuss.”

      They descended the stairs, and Chet stopped a few feet onto the grass and ordered the dog to sit. Again, when Meat hesitated, she waited a moment, then used one of his treats to entice him into obeying.

      There were about seven feet between them and Jason, lying face down, his hands under his chin. His T-shirt and cargo pants hugged his torso and ass, making her mouth water. He was a fine-looking specimen of the male gender. While he looked very relaxed, she didn’t doubt he could move quickly if needed to avoid getting bit—not that Chet would let Meat get that close to him. At least, not today.

      Keeping a safe distance, she slowly walked Meat around the prone man, who stayed perfectly still. The canine’s nose was sniffing a mile a minute. Each time, after they’d circled around to Jason’s feet, Chet had Meat sit, then praised him and gave him a small piece of the beef jerky he loved. She then moved a little closer to Jason and repeated the process. After giving Meat his reward following the third rotation, Chet had him heel then follow to her car. “You can get up now, but not too quickly.”

      Slowly, Jason got to his feet. “That went well.”

      “It did. Thank you so much, but it’ll take a lot more time before he doesn’t feel threatened by you.” It also didn’t mean Meat would be relaxed around any man other than Jason, but maybe in time, the dog would be okay with having a male in his forever home.

      “That’s okay. I’m off work until Monday, and I’ll just be catching up on a few things around the house, so if you want to do that a couple of times a day, just knock. Hopefully, he’ll start feeling comfortable around me and won’t feel the need to try to take a chunk out of my ass every time he sees me.”

      Chet chuckled. It would be a major loss to all women if Jason Tanner had a chunk missing from that fine ass. “Thanks.”

      “You’re welcome.” He gestured toward the house. “Let me hit the shower and grab something to eat. It’s been a long day.”

      “Sure. Thanks again.”

      He nodded, then keeping a good distance between himself and Meat, he ambled toward the stairs. Chet’s gaze was pinned on him from his waist down. When he reached the porch, he snatched his duffel bag from where he’d dropped it earlier, then turned around and waved at her. His amused grin told her he’d caught her staring at his ass. Heat bloomed across her cheeks as she yanked on the driver’s door handle to find she hadn’t unlocked it yet. By the time she pulled the keys out from the pocket of her jeans, then unlocked and opened the door, Jason had disappeared into his half of the duplex.

      Chet sighed as she eyed the dog at her feet. “I’ve sworn off males of the human species, Meat. And even if I hadn’t, getting involved with a guy I live next door to is never a good idea, so it’s just you and me. Okay?”

      As if he’d understood her every word, the canine let loose a hearty “woof.”
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      For the third time that week, Tuff awoke to an erotic dream featuring his next-door neighbor, his hand around his aching cock, and her name on his lips. Damn, she was making it hard to keep things platonic between them. Not that she’d indicated she was interested in him. Nope, she’d kept things friendly. And she kept her distance. Well, that probably had to do with Meat. Twice a day, Tuff had met the canine and handler in the backyard—Chet hadn’t wanted any distractions like one of the neighborhood kids riding by on a bike or a delivery truck pulling in.

      Meat had relaxed enough over the past six days to sniff Tuff up close and personal. Chet had set little treats along his shoulders, back, and legs. At first, the dog was hesitant, but Tuff stayed perfectly still as each little morsel was eaten. Slowly, he was earning the dog’s trust.

      Since Tuff had to report back to work today, they wouldn’t have a chance to do the routine until later in the day. While he loved his downtime, six days were too long for him not to be doing anything exciting. But it had given him plenty of time to get stuff done around the house. Even though he rented—his cousin owned the duplex—Tuff did much of the maintenance and upkeep for both units. He’d told his cousin he’d only move in if his rent covered half the mortgage, taxes, and all the utilities for his side. Money was tight for Taylor and his family right now, and if the two rentals didn’t at least break even, he’d have to sell the property he’d inherited from his maternal grandmother. That was why Tuff fixed whatever he could around the place.

      Flinging the sheets off his nude body, Tuff stood and strode to the bathroom. He was due at the Blackhawk offices at 8:00 a.m., which gave him an hour to shower, stop for coffee and an egg-white sandwich, and get to the building that housed the security business in St. Petersburg. After talking to one of his teammates last night, he didn’t expect anything big to be on the agenda this week. But that was always subject to change in the blink of an eye.

      Like Trident Security, Blackhawk had several government contracts, and the operatives never knew when they’d get a call to go wheels up to another part of the world, usually with less than an hour’s notice. Especially since they contracted out to other companies like Trident. Tuff liked working with those guys. They were a fun bunch, even though the original six had all been Navy SEALs. While their new Omega team was an eclectic mix of people coming from different military branches or law enforcement, the Alpha team still liked to sling shit about SEALs being the best of the best. Three-on-three basketball games at their compound tended to result in plenty of bruises and a few drops of blood being spilled, but it was all in the name of a healthy, friendly rivalry. The operatives of Trident knew those from Blackhawk had their backs when shit got real and vice versa. Tuff trusted the Sawyers and their teams as much as he trusted his own teammates and boss.

      Fifty minutes later, a little bummed he hadn’t seen Chet when he’d left the house, Tuff entered the five-story building that housed the headquarters for BHS. While the “h” was lowercase and in the middle of the word Blackhawk, having BS for the company’s initials wouldn’t exactly instill confidence in new clients, so the uppercase “H” had been added to the logo.

      After passing through security, while bypassing the metal detectors for those who weren’t authorized to carry, Tuff headed to the elevators and rode one to the fourth floor with several other operatives, all going to the same morning briefing. He followed the small crowd into a huge room that looked like a movie theater. The sloped floor and rows of comfortable, plush seats accommodated up to fifty operatives and allowed a good view of the front of the room. Each seat had a folding tabletop tucked under an armrest, like airline trays, that could be pulled out and used to lean on while taking notes. Taking a seat in the middle, Tuff set his coffee in a cup holder attached to the end of the armrest.

      At the front of the room was a 120-foot screen separated into sections to accommodate twenty different video feeds. At the moment, only six of them were showing images from current ops in progress. Directly under the screen was a computer setup worthy of NASA—and that wasn’t even the main system. That monstrosity was located on the third floor.

      Sitting in front of the computer was a blonde-haired woman named Bianca Gordon—hacker extraordinaire. Nicknamed Gordo, she gave Brody “Egghead” Evans over at Trident a run for his money sometimes. It wasn’t unheard of for the two geeks to challenge each other in hacking competitions. Tuff wasn’t sure what they hacked into and had no desire to know. Plausible deniability was always a good thing to have in some situations, and that was one of them.

      Blane “Boots” Nelson plopped down in the seat next to Tuff, yawning as he did so. Tuff glanced at the other operative he’d been partnered with numerous times. His eyes were red, and it was obvious he was having a hard time keeping them open.

      Tuff let out a snort. “Jesus, dude, you look like crap. When was the last time you slept?”

      Checking his military-style wristwatch, Blane responded, “Six weeks, five days, and fourteen hours ago—give or take an hour.”

      Tuff laughed. Almost seven weeks ago, his buddy’s wife had given birth to their second child, Jonah—otherwise known as Satan’s spawn because the kid was colicky and still wasn’t sleeping during the night.

      Before either could say anything more, a loud rapping of knuckles against wood came from the front of the room. Chase was standing behind the room’s podium. “All right. Let’s get to work. Jester, where are you and Minx on the Piedmont case?”

      “Up a fucking creek without a paddle.” Jerry “Jester” Beekman sat four rows ahead of Tuff, yet the man’s booming voice easily carried to those behind him. His partner, Lucy “Minx” Ward, sat next to him.

      “That’s not what I want to hear.”

      “That’s not what I want to report, either, but there it is.” A few chuckles filled the room at the sarcasm in his voice. The bear of a man rattled off all the things that had gone wrong so far on the case they’d been assigned. Two months ago, a local businessman had been shot and killed, and after the police had failed to come up with any leads, the man’s brother had hired Blackhawk to investigate the homicide.

      “So we suspect the killer has ties to Tampa P.D.?” Chase asked while frowning. The man hated it when the supposed good guys turned out to be the bad guys.

      “Starting to look that way—just not sure to what extent—could be a friend or relative of an OTJ…” That was law-enforcement speak for someone on-the-job. “. . . but whoever it is covered their tracks. We have a lead that came in late last night that we’ll follow up on, but if it doesn’t pan out, I’m not sure where the hell to go from here.” He glanced at his partner for confirmation, and she nodded.

      “All right. Keep me posted. If you hit another brick wall, come back here, and Irv and I will do a debrief with both of you. Maybe something will pop up that was overlooked.”

      Lance Irving had been Chase’s right-hand man for several years now and often took part in the bull sessions that were needed for the more difficult or intricate cases. Some people might be insulted if their boss indicated they might’ve missed something, but unless it was stupidly obvious, Chase never called his operatives out on it. He always said that sometimes it just took a fresh set of eyes to look things over. No one was perfect—even him. That attitude had earned him the respect of every person who’d ever worked for him.

      As the meeting dragged on, one by one, the individual operatives or teams gave updates on their current cases, if they were on one, and then Chase began to dole out new assignments. Tuff straightened in his seat when he heard his name called. “Tuff, Boots, Corndog, and Sherlock, the Dali Museum has a loaned exhibit flying in. We’ll provide extra security during the transport from the airport to the museum tonight. Sherlock, you’ve got the lead on that. I requested the same museum personnel as last time to be involved since everything went like clockwork. The curator, Sherrie Kirk, is your contact again.”

      Tuff’s phone vibrated with an incoming text. He didn’t bother to look at it since he knew Gordo had just sent him and the three others all the details about the assignment. After the briefing ended, the foursome would meet to review everything together. It was an easy gig, one they’d done numerous times for local museums or businesses, but that didn’t mean they could be lax about it. The one time that happened was the one time everything would go FUBAR. While art heists weren’t very common in the Tampa/St. Petersburg area, they could be lucrative for thieves. In some circles, works by Salvador Dali were the holy grail. A heist would have to involve a lot of planning, so the security team needed to be able to thwart those plans with some of their own.

      Ten minutes later, the briefing ended, and everyone filed out of the room, ready to work on their assignments. Tuff and his teammates spent the next hour and a half in one of the conference rooms, plotting the route they’d take from the airport to the museum, among other details. They never took the same route twice, and each one was subject to change at the drop of a hat if something didn’t feel right. Once they’d nailed down each component of the assignment, Tuff headed to the second floor and zig-zagged through the maze of cubicles belonging to Blackhawk’s operatives before arriving at his own and taking a seat. While his computer booted up, he sifted through the stack of mail that’d been left on his desk, tossing out anything that was junk. Next, he tackled his email, filtering out what he needed and deleting the rest. Finally, he got down to the reports he had to finish writing and a few things he wanted to research online.

      Arching his back to loosen the kinks that appeared more often as of late, he was surprised to see it was just past 1:00 p.m. No wonder his stomach was growling. Standing, he pushed the chair under the desk and grabbed his keys and phone. On his way out to find some lunch, a thought occurred to him. Maybe he’d stop in the butcher shop next to the pizzeria across the street and pick up a few bones for Meat. They say the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach—maybe it was true for male canines too.
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      Just after 1:00 a.m., Tuff turned into his cul-de-sac, looking forward to climbing into bed. The transport gig had taken longer than usual because the plane had been late. A strong storm system over LaGuardia airport in New York had resulted in numerous flights being delayed. Tuff doubted anybody on the commercial flight had known that millions of dollars in art had been safely stowed in the cargo hold of their 757.

      Curator Sherrie Kirk and her assistant had overseen the crates being transferred from the plane to a large truck by vetted employees of the airport and a moving company the museum had on contract. When the caravan arrived at its destination, museum employees were waiting to help unload and catalog each crate. All this had been done under the watchful eyes of the heavily-armed Blackhawk team and museum security guards. The route from the airport to the museum had been one of three that’d been planned out and selected at random moments before they left the tarmac. After everything had been locked in the museum’s huge walk-in vault and the building’s alarm system had been reset, Tuff and the rest of the team had been able to head home.
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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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