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        Stalking, extremely possessive behavior, murder, kidnapping, drugging, trauma, mental health, pregnancy, child death (not detailed), abuse, unreliable narrative, dubious consent, non-consent, and mental abuse.

      

        

      
        If you haven’t come from The Edge of Darkness Trilogy, please be aware that this interconnected standalone is a dark and dangerous love story and not a romance. There is no happy ending for Aria and Tobias within this book.

      

        

      
        If you have come from the trilogy, please keep in mind that this is set over twenty years before and Tobias is not the same version of himself. He’s unhinged, dangerous, and extremely toxic.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      For those who crave darkness yet hide in the light.

      You can come out now.

      Tobias is home.
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            Prologue

          

          Aria

        

      

    

    
      There’s one thing controlling everything and anything in life, an emotion so strong, it can completely debilitate us. It overwhelms all our senses while we turn a blind eye to the toxicity surrounding us. 

      Love.

      I always saw it as some romantic word to describe appreciation, loyalty, passion, a healthy relationship that could lead to marriage and children. Movies and novels always paint it so perfectly, and some people are lucky enough to find that type of love. 

      In reality, it’s not all sunshine and roses. 

      I had absolutely no idea it could drive someone so insane–that the raw emotion between two lovers could result in complete and utter carnage. 

      That it could rip apart your identity. 

      I didn’t know what it felt like to live as a vessel while the world around me continued to spin. Yet I could see it in his eyes many times, those deep, penetrating, innocently intoxicating blues burning into my psyche with each slow, carefully controlled thrust. 

      With a mixture of seduction and false promises from that four-letter word, he would fuck me into oblivion, taking over every inch of my body as I submitted to him. 

      He wanted to own me. 

      And I let him–as long as I was able to own him too. 

      He was mine and I was his. 

      Being in a toxic relationship is pretty bad. 

      Being in love with a psychopath is way worse. 

      Love is dangerous. 

      Trust is a weakness. 

      Possession is a toxic game. 

      The devil himself delved into my mind and whispered he was everything I ever needed, wanted, craved, and I listened. 

      He loved me, just in his own screwed up, deranged way. I was everything to him, but that led to me being pulled onto the goddamn stage with the bastard himself. He tormented me while everyone else judged our relationship the way he wanted. 

      They were blind. We all were.

      Everything between us was going well–or so I thought. When his mask dropped, the tell-tale signs of control grew stronger. The destruction wreaked by his mind games messed with me in ways I struggle to explain.

      Physically, he would never lay a finger on me, but mentally, he destroyed my soul.

      His twisted thoughts led to so much devastation, such unforgivable consequences.

      Did Tobias Mitchell care?

      No.

      Unless it involved me…nothing else mattered to him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            Aria

          

        

      

    

    
      The elevators are broken. 

      As I stand here with a box already causing my knees to shake from its weight, I scowl at the not in service signs. The yellow and red-striped stickers are stuck to all the elevators. I need to take the stairs. God dammit. 

      I could cry. 

      Do you know how many floors I have to climb until I reach my temporary office here in the States? 

      Eight. 

      My poor legs. 

      I struggle to open the door to the stairway. Thankfully, my colleague and best friend, Gabriella, catches up to me. “I’ll get it,” she offers, waving her hand out for me to go in first. “You could have waited for me.” She flips her long, bouncy blonde hair over her shoulder. 

      “You were taking forever in the queue.” 

      “I needed my morning coffee,” she responds with a shrug, walking ahead while I still struggle with the box. “I go every morning, Aria.” 

      “You have a coffee machine in your office.” 

      She shrugs again. “The barista is hot.” 

      I roll my eyes. She has given that excuse every morning since we arrived four days ago. 

      By the time we reach the eighth floor, I’m wheezing, in desperate need of an inhaler as my hands press the base of my spine to relieve some of the painful pressure. I don’t know how many times I stopped to drop the box and catch my breath, but Gabs seems like she could go another eight floors. I guess she does work out every day, unlike me. 

      Despite being from Scotland, I grew up here in America, having moved away when I was a young teen and returned to study. Gabs has been my roommate since college, and we’ve never really been able to separate since. I’ve spent years putting up with her wild ways, and I’m still going. 

      I follow her into her office, practically gasping for breath as I settle the box on her desk and drop into her chair. 

      “How many are coming to the meeting?” Gabriella asks. 

      “Seven, maybe,” I reply. “I managed to convince a specialist from London to come speak about the case. Oh, and two from Delaware showed interest and wanted to attend.” 

      She whistles. “You did good. No one would take the case for over a year until you joined the team. It’s been a blessing to have you with us instead of down in the labs. You thrive more up here.” 

      The transfer had been a big step for me, but I was honestly one genetic test away from blowing up the entire lab. Day after day, it was the same. I wanted more. I wanted to make a difference on the frontline. Gabriella told me there was a position opening up for a clinical scientist with experience in genetics, and I’d been in the labs for too long. I applied, and somehow, I managed to impress them enough to land the job. 

      It has been hard, don’t get me wrong–the change of scenery and the workload caught me off guard. But I’m here, and just like Gabriella said, I’m thriving. 

      When I took over the Ivy Dermot case, we had travelled across the world to discuss possible trials for her unknown illness, or to at least find a diagnosis, but after dozens of failures, a doctor here in the States invited us to see if Ivy would be a match for them. 

      “Okay, we have three minutes,” she says, staring at her watch. She claps once. “You ready?” 

      I shake myself, taking a long, deep breath. No, I’m definitely not ready. 

      “I’m ready,” I lie. 

      My best friend can see right through me. 

      She grasps my wrists, holding them up to her chest. “You’ve got this. You’re smart. You’re professional. You care. Don’t think about them all being older, or that they have more experience. You fight for what you believe in and don’t allow anyone to talk down to you because of your age. You understand? Your research is spot on, you’ve done everything properly, and I’ll be surprised if it gets refused.” 

      I nod once. 

      But the lump in my throat is growing. I swallow it down, reminding myself of that beautiful smile from the most precious girl in the world. 

      I need to do this for her. 

      All the specialists are way older than me, and it can be daunting and nerve-wracking, especially when they try to dominate the room and talk down to me. 

      The conference room is blindingly bright, so much so, I struggle not to screw my eyes shut. Floor-to-ceiling windows span two walls of the corner room. 

      We sit at a large, dark, oval-shaped table, paperwork covering nearly every inch of the wood. 

      No one looks at us as we take our seats. 

      No one speaks, not even when the doctors and students walk in and greet those they already know. Across from us, two others drop down into their seats. Young men, maybe around their mid-twenties like me and Gabriella. They’re well-dressed and look confident. One of them pushes his glasses up the bridge of his nose while reading from a sheet of paper, and I have to look away before anyone thinks I’m staring. 

      I cross my legs at the knees, placing my folder in front of me and opening to the front page. 

      “Did you bring all of the—“ Gabriella stops as soon as the door opens, silence filling the room. 

      The specialist doctor we were waiting for enters in powerful strides that make my spine tingle. To say I’m terrified is an understatement, but I can’t show it. 

      I clear my throat, grabbing everyone’s attention. This is the third time I’ve stood in a meeting like this and fought for this child’s life. Maybe this meeting will actually be positive and I won’t be shut down for not having their same level of experience. 

      “Thank you for coming today,” I announce, painting a confident smile on my face. 

      I begin by discussing with a few of the staff about other patients here in the hospital, how their treatment has impacted their quality of life and my exact reason for reaching out. 

      I try to keep my chin up, my back straight the same as Gabs’, as I address the doctor at the head of the table, Doctor Blythe. He wants to say a few words regarding my research, and my palms sweat as he stands from his seat. 

      He clears his throat to grab everyone’s attention. “This is quite a peculiar case we’ve been looking into for some time. Remarkable work you’ve done here.” I remain passive, waiting for the blow to land like I’ve been expecting. He tells the room of my work, my achievements in such a short time, and nods to me before taking his seat again. “I believe each of you have statements to make over the next few days before Miss Dermot’s arrival.” 

      Wait, no. 

      “Oh, sorry,” I say before he can continue. Everyone looks at me. “Aren’t we looking into the information before instructing the patient to travel here? It would seem unnecessary if she were to come all the way from Scotland, only to be told the trials aren’t compatible with what she needs? She’s currently wheelchair-bound, and arrangements need to be made regarding her stay.” 

      Dr. Blythe nods. “I know that. Please have the patient brought here by Friday. I’ve had a specialist look into her case, and he believes there is a strong match.” 

      “They think she is compatible?” 

      “Yes,” is all he says in reply, his eyes challenging me. 

      I sit back on my chair, crossing my legs under the table as Gabriella shifts beside me. 

      As usual, I’m the last to know. I’m relieved but pissed I’ve been here for four days and not once did he email me or come to my office to tell me specialists agree on a match. 

      Blythe continues, “I have asked two assistants to join the team.” He points to the two young men across from us, both their heads buried in their notes. “Mr. Mitchell and Mr. Lapsley have been part of my team for three years, researching genetic mutations and pathogenic variations.” 

      The one with pale eyes lifts his head, giving a nervous wave. The other keeps reading his paperwork as if there isn’t a room full of professionals discussing a little girl’s life. He licks the tip of his thumb to turn the page, dark brows furrowed deep behind the frames of his glasses. 

      “In front of you, if you haven’t looked through them yet, are all the details needed. A copy of the enrollment, the specifics of the trial, the possible costs, side notes, and a section for your own, if needed. And Aria…” His eyes find mine over his glasses. “As you are the one who set this up and the listed primary worker on her case, I’d like to speak with you tomorrow at noon, just to go over some extra details.”

      To take control, you mean. Which is fine–he is more experienced, with a good twenty years on me. I’m just a girl in my early twenties, still breaking my way into the field, but my age shouldn’t make me feel useless the way it does when people talk down to me. 

      “Thank you,” I reply with an enthusiastic smile, ensuring I make eye contact with each person in the room–except the guy in front, still fully focused on his paperwork.

      “Everyone, if there are any concerns or any questions, you are welcome to direct them to Aria, as she likely knows more information on the patient than anyone.”

      The doctor from Great Ormond across from me clears his throat and stacks his pages. “How long have you been working on this case? From what I’ve heard, you’re very new to the department, a lab worker only two years ago. Am I correct? You’re certainly one of the youngest I’ve worked with.” 

      Sigh.

      Being in my twenties sucks sometimes.

      Gabriella is the same age as me, and she never gets comments like that. 

      But I refuse to back down, especially with this case.

      “My age is of no concern,” I reply in the gentlest tone, trying not to piss anyone off. “I⁠—“

      “Shouldn’t we have someone more qualified in charge?”

      I smile at the doctor who just interrupted me. “Thank you for showing concern. I’ve been in this department for a little over two years, and yes, before that, I was a geneticist down in the labs. I take my role very seriously. I’ve done my own research for my patient, have spoken with her family numerous times about finding equipment at home, ease of travelling, anything to help her. There’s only so much available in our country, so we are limited unless we can organize a transfer. That’s why I have reached out to others, why we were in Germany six months ago and then attended meetings at the Bambino Gesù in Rome. Ivy Dermot is a mystery, but I believe all mysteries can be solved.”

      I feel Gabriella smiling beside me.

      When they all nod, I relax, resting both palms over Ivy’s main file.

      “I look forward to working with you all and hopefully finding a diagnosis and quality treatment plan for Ivy. As Dr. Blythe said, if you have questions, I will be happy to answer them.” 

      I feel another lump building in my throat, this one threatening to suffocate me. As a professional, it is highly recommended not to form a bond with patients. 

      But I struggled to separate myself. 

      I overstepped two months ago and appeared at Ivy’s family’s door with flowers and a present for her eighth birthday. She’d smiled the whole time and cried when I left. She always gets excited when we have appointments, the beaming grin alone enough for me to continue fighting for her. Her seizures aren’t as intense now that I’ve gotten her on different medication, and most days, she can stay awake for longer than a few hours. But her body–her muscles–are slowly deteriorating, her undiagnosed sickness whittling her away, and I want to stop it, or at least make life easier for her.

      I glance up and see the hands of one of the assistants. He’s still flicking through Ivy’s file, deep in concentration, and as my heart starts to slow from the unwanted adrenaline, I stare at his fingers, the thickness of them, the blunt nails, the bands on his wrist.

      When the meeting finishes, it’s late, the sun vanishing, replaced by the moon shining through the floor-to-ceiling windows lining the wall. Most of the staff leave without looking at me; others give me a nod. Gabriella rests a hand on my shoulder and tells me I did well and that she’ll see me at the hotel we’re staying at nearby.

      It’s about ten minutes away, and as much as I hate walking around by myself, I have too much left to do before I call it a night. Now that I know Ivy will be transferred here, I need to ensure all the staff needed are on board and that her family is aware of what happens next.

      I’m the last to exit the conference room by the time I check over all the documents again before I start sending emails. I throw my bag over my shoulder, tucking loose strands of hair behind my ear. 

      Lifting the dreaded heavy cardboard box full of paperwork, I make my way out of the room. I don’t get far as my foot hits an outstretched leg–a man sitting with his back to the wall with papers in his hand.

      Tumbling not so gracefully, I land face-first on the marble floor, paperwork and bag scattering everywhere. 

      “Oh, fuck! I’m so sorry,” the man says in panic, quickly scrambling from the floor and holding his hand out for me to grab. In his panicked tone, he adds, “Here, let me help you.” 

      Intense, unexplainable shocks run up my wrist as I take his hand, his palm soft and warm. Not looking up while I get to my knees, attempting to save myself from more embarrassment, I try to stack all the paperwork back into the box and nearly give myself a papercut.

      I see him in my peripheral lowering to the floor, also gathering the papers. When I lift my bag, mortification lashes through me as my phone, lip balm, purse, and tampon topple out. 

      If one more embarrassing or bad thing happens today, I’ll cry. 

      I let out an annoyed huff, wiping my forehead, still on my knees staring at everything for a minute in silence. 

      The mystery man sets a pile into the box, and I can tell all the documents are mixed up. 

      My eye twitches. 

      “Are you⁠—“ 

      I cut him off. “You should really sit on the seats or in an office; I could have been a patient,” I snap. 

      The air nearly leaves my lungs as I glare at him, his soft smile the first thing I notice. He’s clean-shaven, with penetratingly vibrant blue eyes and long lashes to match his dark hair and brows. Now that I’m staring, his smile drops, and his perfect white teeth bite down on the plumper part of his bottom lip.

      “Are you okay?” he asks with a hint of humor. 

      I drag my eyes away. “Sorry. I’m just tired, and today’s been a bit much.” 

      Squatting, he leans his elbows on his thighs, sleeves rolled up to reveal he’s wearing a watch and charity bands, and he isn’t heavily tattooed like my ex. “Sorry I tripped you,” he apologizes, handing me my phone and lipstick, probably refusing to lift my tampon. “You’re the Scottish doctor, aren’t you? Why do you have an American accent?”

      “I grew up here then moved.”

      “Ah,” he replies. “A quick escape to the highlands.”

      I hum a response, rubbing my elbow that’s aching from the fall.

      He continues by asking with a tilted head, “Are you hurt, Doctor?” 

      “I’m fine. And no one calls me that. It’s just Aria.” 

      “Aria,” he repeats, like he’s testing the way my name sounds on his tongue, tasting each syllable.

      I don’t know why, but he sounds intrigued. I also don’t know why I like his voice, or that he’s not a stuck up asshole like most of the people I’ve had to work with.

      Then, he smiles. “Doctor sounds better.” 

      I scowl at him. 

      His shirt pulls taut along his chest as he straightens, offering me his hand once again. It’s then I realize I’m gawking at him with my lips parted, nerves prickling in me. 

      Why am I nervous? Worse, why am I nervous at work?

      “You’re one of the assistants,” I state the obvious. “You’re working on the Ivy Dermot case too.” 

      His dimples dent in deep as he grins again, and I nearly buckle at the knees. As he steps back, grabbing his bag and throwing it over his shoulder, his parting words reach my ears.

      “I am, but a pretty little thing like you can call me Tobias.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 2


          

          
            Aria

          

        

      

    

    
      A pretty little thing like you. 

      Um, excuse me? I don’t mind flirtatious advances, but not at work. It’s unprofessional and...and... No. Just no. I’m certain my cheeks are still red from our unfortunate event that resulted in me crashing to the ground yesterday. Unless they’re beaming because of what he said? The way he looked at me? No, Tobias can go flirt with a broken lamp for all I care. 

      “Why are you growling at my boobs?” 

      My eyes lift up to Gabs’ face. I must’ve been in a daze, wondering why I’m so bothered by such a small incident. “Oh, sorry, Gabs. My head’s a bit all over the place.” 

      “Still hung up on Toby?” 

      “Tobias,” I correct, rolling my eyes, hating that I’d told her what happened and dealing with her comments all morning. “And no. I’m thinking about what we’re having for dinner later.” 

      She clicks her tongue. “Sure. Then you won’t mind if I invite both the assistants along tomorrow?” 

      “You wouldn’t,” I say. 

      She cocks a brow as if to say I totally would. 

      And the scariest part? I believe her. She knows more than anyone how much I don’t like to mix my work life with my personal life, so asking the assistants to join is a rule I refuse to break. We’re going to a club because she wants to see the band playing, and I, against my own wishes, agreed to join her. Our day off usually consists of me sitting on the hotel bed with my laptop, so maybe a breather will help the nerves I feel about Ivy’s arrival.

      But inviting them isn’t going to help me relax. The total opposite, actually.

      “Don’t you dare.” I grit my teeth in a bid to show how angry I am without raising my voice, but it doesn’t faze her. I’m not the slightest bit intimidating, not with my small height compared to her towering form. “You know I hate mixing work.” 

      She shrugs, her eyes going back to her computer. “You have a meeting in ten minutes with Blythe. Maybe Toby will trip you up again.” 

      “Don’t start,” I say. “It was an accident.” I sigh. “And for crying out loud, his name is Tobias.” 

      She snorts. My best friend may be professional around others, but when it’s just us, her fun, playful side comes out. I think that’s why we fit so well together. She calls me the grump, whereas she is the life and soul of every party we attend. She vowed to make me as wild as her one day. 

      I think I’ve done well with letting her have all the wild. 

      Gabs seems to find my unlucky topple over Tobias hilarious. My first mistake was telling her, though my second and most important was becoming her friend in the first place. 

      Earlier, she had nudged me with her elbow and winked in his direction when he walked by our meeting room, and then again when he was in the ward’s kitchen, studying his tablet intensely. 

      She even intentionally asked me to grab coffee when she saw him venturing for his own hot drink. It’s ridiculous. She’s ridiculous. He’s ridiculous. Who flirts with someone they just met and tripped up? 

      Don’t get me wrong, it’s not that he isn’t hot. I just don’t have time for romance or distractions, especially with my ex still very much in the picture. We’re technically friends–our breakup was abrupt and I’m still coming to terms with it, but I need space from him until I can figure my own life out.

      The meeting with the doctor goes quickly. We discuss Ivy’s likes, dislikes, her sensory issues, and ways to make her feel comfortable here. Once we go over her medical history one last time, he tells me he has assigned me an assistant to help with the workload heading my way.

      When the door opens, I glance in its direction as a tall figure steps in, and my gaze darts away when Tobias joins us.

      Why is he here? Please don’t tell me⁠—

      “Tobias will be assisting for the next few weeks. He’s a hard worker and a fast learner.”

      Tobias smiles as he closes the door, a melting smile that makes me look straight ahead, trying not to show my traitorous blush as he sits down beside me.

      “Good afternoon, Doctor,” Tobias says in a low tone, legs parted so wide, our knees nearly touch. With an elbow on the armrest, he glances at me. “It’s a pleasure to have the opportunity to work with you.” 

      I give him a tight smile, but deep inside, I’m screaming.

      He can’t be another Kaleb. He cannot.

      When I was in college and on a break from Ewan for months, I was literally obsessed with him. Two years older, hot, the bad boy with a big brain. He asked me for help on a paper he was struggling with, so I met up with him at a coffee shop, then again at his house, and again, and again, until we fell into bed. Let’s just say when I found out he had a girlfriend, I raised hell at him for weeks before swearing off anyone in my field. The dread heavy in my gut when I got back together with Ewan and had to tell him about my fling made me sick. I was always honest and open with my ex.

      If we get back together again, which I’m still unsure of, my conscience will push me to tell Ewan about Tobias, and nobody wants that.

      Which means I need to put a stop to the crawling heat currently wrapping around the apex of my legs. His voice is so deep, so arousing, I can barely think straight. 

      Once the meeting is over and he’s still calling me doctor, I ask Tobias to follow me down to the labs. When we meet with one of the seniors, we begin discussing the most recent tests performed on Ivy and what we plan on doing next now that she has been accepted for a new medical trial.

      As I talk, Tobias watches me intently.

      He listens with his arms crossed, biceps tensing under his shirt, nodding at everything I say.

      He puts on a pair of thick, black framed glasses and takes notes while asking all the right questions, and I must admit, I’m impressed. I think I smile once, maybe twice, when he asks someone about a specific technique. 

      I learn, whilst sitting in the cafeteria on the third floor, that his full name is Tobias Mitchell. He’s twenty-six and is allergic to cats. Devouring a sandwich, he asks me if I’ll need his number to contact him about Ivy’s case outside of work. 

      For once in my life, I don’t hesitate. In fact, I probably say yes far too quickly.

      “Call me so I can save yours,” he tells me.

      And I do, happily. 

      In this moment, I feel myself inwardly sighing as Gabriella appears in the cafeteria, waving like a lunatic. But thankfully, Doctor Shique, another specialist who flew over from Scotland with us, appears behind her, ushering her towards another table with a file in his hands. 

      From where I’m sitting, I can see Tobias’ screen as he saves my number as “Doctor Miller”. 

      He just lost ten points. 

      I narrow my eyes at him as he looks down at his phone. 

      “Do you have set shifts here, or has Blythe given you the go-ahead to come as you please?” 

      “Say that again.” He tilts his head in confusion. “You talk so fast.” 

      “What is your schedule?” I clarify, speaking a little slower. 

      “Ah, eight till eight, but I can rearrange it earlier or later if that doesn’t work for you?” 

      I shake my head. “That works fine. Are you staying near the hospital?” 

      “My house is about fifty minutes away.” 

      I sip my drink. “Do you drive?” 

      “I do. I usually pick Justin up on the way here.” 

      “Is he the other assistant?” I ask, knowing he has been assigned to Gabriella. Which, in all honesty, I feel bad for him. She might be fun on the outside, but she’s a bossy bitch and extremely demanding when it comes to work. It suits her, gets her to where she wants to be with her workload, so I just wave it off whenever she’s being moody. 

      “I was actually supposed to be your colleague’s assistant, but Justin insisted he would work better with her.”

      I snort. She will eat him alive.

      By the time we finish and my shift comes to an end, I say goodbye to everyone and head to the hotel. 

      Gabs won’t be back for a few hours–she has a date she matched with on her dating app, so the chances of her coming home at all are slim to none. 

      I bathe in the hotel bathtub and relax with music playing, reading a book. I’m fully immersed in my fictional world when the first message comes through. 

      
        
          
            
              
        TobiasWork: I want to apologize again for tripping you the other day. I was looking at a test Ivy Dermot had a few months back. Is it possible to call and discuss it with you? 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Which one? We can look over her files tomorrow. 

      

      

      

      

      

      His reply comes through while I dry myself with a towel and settle into bed. 

      
        
          
            
              
        TobiasWork: She had Pharmacogenetic tests done in April. Was that for the seizure medication you had her put on? 

      

      

      

      

      

      I’m starting to think he’s just trying to talk to me. This isn’t even slightly necessary, definitely something that can be discussed during work hours. I entertain him by replying with a yes, and then I place my phone on its charging station. 

      It’s nearly ten, and I’m usually asleep by now, but each time my phone dings, I pounce for it. For the next two hours, it’s a back and forth discussion about tests and trials that have already been looked at. When I finally tell him this should be something we should be talking about in a meeting or in my temporary office, he quickly apologizes, followed by a “goodnight, Doctor”. 

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: If you call me doctor one more time, I will make your position as my assistant hell. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TobiasWork: Oh, really? Is that a threat? 

      

      

      

      

      

      My bottom lip traps between my teeth as I reread the words. This isn’t professional at all, right? If someone were to read these messages, they’d assume there was some sort of flirting going on. A shot of excitement runs up my spine at the thought, but I shake my head and reply. 

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Yes. I wouldn’t get on my bad side, Tobias. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TobiasWork: Sounds like a challenge, Doctor. 

      

      

      

      

      

      I send a smiley emoji so he knows I’m not too serious, slapping myself on the forehead when I realize it definitely is flirting. When he replies with a wink, I toss my phone to the floor with a groan. 

      As soon as we get into work the following morning, Gabriella has made plans for us tonight. 

      Tobias sits on his phone most of the day instead of helping me, and every time I ask him to look at something, he apologizes and rushes out of the room. 

      I understand emergencies, but a little communication helps a lot. 

      I’m left to do all the paperwork, all the phone calls, and my assistant seems to have vanished off the face of the Earth. 

      Not the flirty one in the messages at all. He seems stressed and anxious. He fidgets, runs his hands through his hair, and stares at the same page for nearly two hours on the opposite side of my desk. He simply hums when I ask if everything is okay. 

      When Gabs comes in and says it’s time to go, he gets to his feet and doesn’t spare either of us a glance as he leaves the room. 

      Gabriella raises a brow. “What’s up his ass?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 3


          

          
            Tobias

          

        

      

    

    
      My hands shake as I stare down at my phone. The words still aren’t registering, because what the fuck do I do with this information? 

      Eye flicking up to the door, I pull the latch again, making sure to double check the lock is definitely in place. I don’t need anyone walking in here and seeing the shit I’m looking at. They’ll report me for stalking, and then I’ll likely lose my job. Right now, after setting my eyes on her, that’s not something I’m willing to risk.

      Besides, this isn’t stalking. This is me simply wanting to know more information about someone without their knowledge. It’s not a crime to do some research, even if my demands were probably threatening when the asshole said he could only get her address, date of birth, and what kind of car she drives back in her hometown.

      No. I needed more.

      And now, I kind of regret it.

      The email came through a few hours ago, and ever since I scanned the message, my heart has been racing dangerously fast. I contemplated, or still am contemplating, crashing her night with her friend. They’re going to a club to see some band–I’d overheard Gabriella talking about it.

      The more I think about it, maybe Justin and I need to blow off some steam.

      It’s decided, then. We’re going.

      Taking an annoyed breath because the voice in my head is getting erratic, I glance down at the screen once more.

      Name: Aria Miller. 

      Age: Twenty-seven

      DOB: May 8th.

      My left eye twitches. I’ve only ever fucked one person, and she was older than me. What if the fact I’m only twenty-six puts her off me? What if she likes being with someone older or the same age? She didn’t seem too bothered when I told her my age before.

      Her birthday is in May, so we have a month where we’re the same age at least. Maybe I can approach her in April and there won’t be an issue.

      I shake my head and continue reading.

      Birthplace: California. Moved to Scotland as a teenager-never picked up the accent. 

      Occupation: Clinical scientist-it seems she is quite dedicated and works more hours than she should, potentially to catch up to those who are either above her or to outdo her peers.

      Family: No known siblings, aunts, uncles, or cousins. Parents are alive and married. Grandfather is deceased. Grandmother is alive. Only seems to have one friend who she recently moved in with, Gabriella McGhee.

      Romantic relations: Ewan McElroy, aged 27, father to Jason McElroy, aged 10. In a relationship for 8 years?

      My jaw clenches as I reread the last one. Who the fuck is Ewan? Does she have a kid with this guy? Does she care about him?

      I’d wanted these details. I wanted to know everything about this girl.

      Everything from her eye and hair color, to where she buys her coffee in the morning, to what perfume she wears and her weight at birth.

      I frown at the bottom line again. A question mark next to the duration of their relationship. Does that mean it’s unclear? Maybe they were together less time and it might not even be a big deal. Is she single then? Taken? Do I care?

      This guy was able to get all this information on her, but not if she’s still fucking this Ewan. It’s probably the most important piece. If she does have a kid, that’s fine. I can handle kids. They are tolerable. But if she belongs to someone else, that just isn’t going to work for me.

      Will it stop me from staring at her? Following her back to her hotel? Hunting for her schedule to see when she takes her breaks so I end up on the same one as her? Nope. Still gonna do that.

      Gulping, I blow out a breath and think.

      I could just ask her if she’s single or if she has someone waiting on her back home. Maybe I can slip it in when we’re discussing schedules or if she brings up how hot it is here when Scotland will be cold and raining for the hundredth time.

      I type back an email telling him to go deeper into her romantic relations and to send me shit on this Ewan. He quickly replies to confirm he’ll do just that. 

      I release a sigh and close my eyes, sliding my phone into my back pocket. 

      What the fuck is going on with me? I met her days ago, and now I’m hiring people to dig into her personal life, and for what? 

      Because I think she’s pretty?

      Yes. Because she is pretty. Probably the only girl I’ve taken an interest in. My nerves around her are my first warning sign, but the deep, intense need to claim her over her little fucking desk is my biggest red flag that I need to calm down and take this as slowly and carefully as possible so I don’t scare her off.

      Blowing out a breath, I check myself in the bathroom mirror and adjust my glasses before going back out into the ward to find my doctor.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 4


          

          
            Aria

          

        

      

    

    
      Gabriella has always been a bit of a party animal. She can down drink after drink and never get drunk, stay up until early morning and still look perfect. 

      But when we decided to go out tonight, I truly believed it would be a relaxed, de-stressing night, considering we’re in America for work. Alas, she never fails to prove me wrong, because I’m currently watching someone effortlessly swing on a pole, music nearly blowing my eardrums out from how close Gabriella has us sitting to the speakers.

      The band she came here to see canceled last minute, but she decided to make use of her night anyway.

      I keep my glass of water close—I don’t know anyone here, and I refuse to get roofied. Not only because I’d likely die, but I also need to be up early tomorrow for another meeting with Dr. Blythe. 

      I fix my glasses onto my head, pulling some of my hair from my face and looking around the club. The strobe lights will likely give me a migraine soon–the base from the music is literally shaking the booth beneath my ass, and I’m starting to realize how much of a moody party-pooper I’m being. 

      “You’re frowning so hard, Aria,” Gabs says in my ear, loud enough for me to hear over the music. “At least have one drink to lighten your mood. Please.” 

      I roll my eyes but laugh. “I’ll end up drunk on the floor and late for work tomorrow if I have as much as a sniff of alcohol.” 

      “Lightweight,” she mutters.

      I flinch back as she lifts her glass to my face, my nostrils filling with the smell of her pink gin. “See?” she says. “You sniffed, and you’re still sober and moody.”

      “Saturday,” I tell her. “Then I’m all yours.”

      “Has Ewan been blowing up your phone?” she asks, letting her eyes scan the room.

      I shake my head. “I asked him for space, and he’s giving me it.”

      “Well…what’s the best way to get over someone who cheated on you?”

      My shoulders slouch. “You know I’m not going to sleep with someone else. We only just broke up. Besides, he cheated on me six years ago, not recently.” Despite me only just finding out about the betrayal, it still hurt enough for me to walk away. All those years of lies just slapped me across the face.

      “I don’t care if he cheated on you two hundred years ago and you just found out. He’s a snake and doesn’t deserve you. When the right person shows up, or more like trip you up, and you embarrass yourself by hitting his foot with your tampon, you’ll be ready to be fucked within an inch of your life and forget all about that cheating sleeze-bag.”

      “What about Jason?”

      “That’s something you need to talk to Ewan about, when you’re ready. I know you’ve basically raised him, but how will it work if you’re no longer dating his dad?”

      All I do is shrug and chew my lip.

      She narrows her eyes behind me. “Isn’t that the extremely hot and extremely off-limits assistant you hit with said tampon?”

      “I didn’t hit him with my tampon,” I retort then click on to what she just said.

      I turn in my seat, my eyes landing on Tobias and Gabriella’s assistant, Justin. They’re standing at the bar, the latter talking to a girl while Tobias’ eyes are cast down to his phone screen, one hand in his pocket. He looks impatient, agitated, and god dammit, he’s hot. Definitely the type I would go for if I was swiping for a date online. 

      Not that I know. I’d been dating Ewan since I was a teenager, and this is the second break we’ve taken. The thought of my ex has me swallowing and ignoring the urge to call him to break my own rule.

      Ewan has been trying to get back together–I’d asked him to leave me alone so I can think about things.

      But I can’t go back to someone who was unfaithful, regardless of me finding out years later and raising his kid. 

      I take a deep breath and look away from our assistants. “Did you invite them when I said not to?”

      Her eyes widen. “God, no. I wouldn’t do that to you!”

      My gaze narrows as I search her face. “I believe you.”

      “How did they know we were here, though?” Gabriella asks. “Ohhhh, what if he’s secretly a party boy and gets drunk off his ass while screwing everyone in sight?”

      I shake my head but don’t look back at them. “It’s the closest club. They probably always come here.” Then I laugh. “I honestly can’t imagine Tobias being like that. He seems too serious.”

      “You could totally test him.”

      Frowning, I stare at my best friend. “Meaning?”

      She winks and finishes her glass, smiling over at the pair and getting their attention. I want to tell her to stop, that we don’t need their company, but she’s already waving at them and muttering into my ear that she’s going for another drink.

      I know she’s going straight to Justin, though, and I tut to myself, pulling my phone out to check the time.

      I’m being a total grump and I know it. Gabriella knows it. The assistants know it, and the couple getting handy in the corner booth know it.

      I’m sure he’s fingering her while she tugs his zipper down and grabs his⁠—

      “Stop staring,” Tobias whispers in my ear before he takes the seat beside me in the booth. Now that he’s so close, I can see him clearly. He’s dressed in pants and a shirt that hugs every single muscle, and he smells nice–leather, I think, and a hint of something minty. I get a closer look at his bands–some for charities, two for mental health in teens, and one for a girl called Lucy.

      If my memory serves me right, we have a patient on the ward with that name, and she’s currently fighting an aggressive form of cancer. Tobias spends a lot of time in her room–either reading a book to her, watching some kiddie TV show, or he’s helping her parents take fingerprints and hand casts. It was her birthday last month, and there are polaroids on her wall with him in a few.

      “I’m sorry about today,” Tobias says, leaning into me so I can hear him over the thundering bass. “My mother is in town and staying at my place, and she wouldn’t leave me alone all day.” His warm breath tickles my neck as his hand rests on the back of the booth, his fingers gently touching my shoulder. A shiver runs down my spine; it’s such a traitorous feeling, but I don’t try to pull away from his touch. It’s kind of nice.

      I’m certain the music gets even louder, the bass harder, and my heart is racing so fast, I feel like I might go into cardiac arrest.

      His thigh is pressed up against mine, his legs parted, one hand resting on the table, his finger tapping the wood.

      I should shift to the side. I should push him away from me. But I’m not–my assistant’s body is touching mine, and I’m not revolted.

      I’m most likely looking too much into this. He’s just a large man in a small booth, and I need to get a grip on my life.

      “I’ll make it up to you,” he continues, his tone deep and…

      God, his tone actually seems a bit teasing, almost flirtatious. Or is it the alcohol? Is he drunk? Why do I want to flirt back?

      Screw it.

      “You better,” I say with narrowed eyes before smiling up at him. “Because if not, I’ll find someone else.”

      I poke at his chest, and he snatches my wrist. Electricity rushes up my arm, heating my cheeks at the intense look in his eyes and the touch of his skin against my own.

      “Is that right?” he asks, making my heart skip so fast, I stop breathing at his closeness. “Doctor Miller, don’t underestimate me. I’ll be the best assistant you’ve ever had.”

      “So far, I’m not impressed,” I joke, raising a brow as I move back a little.

      His fingers tighten around my wrist, and he pulls me closer to him. “I’ll impress you. Don’t worry. You tell me what it is you want, and I’ll give it to you.”

      Shakily, I reply, “Are you still talking about work?”

      His shoulder raises in a shrug.

      “You can’t flirt with me,” I say, hating my words. “It’s unprofessional and goes against the hospital’s policy.”

      “Hmm,” he hums, trying to stop his smirk and failing as he releases my wrist.

      Then, he goes quiet, and I nervously shift to the side to put what minimal space I can between us.

      Half an hour later, Tobias and I are still in silence as we watch the crowd. Justin is talking to my friend, and I know he’s trying to get with her. It’s written all over his face with the way he keeps licking his lips, watching her mouth, the way his hand slides under the table to grab her thigh. She enjoys it. Her cheeks heat and she keeps doing that fake, flirty laugh while dropping her head onto his shoulder.

      Something about Justin sends alarm bells blaring in my head, but I don’t quite know why.

      Gabriella taps my shin with the pointed toe of her shoe, and I frown at how red her eyes are. “Come to the bathroom with me!”

      She stumbles as she gets to her feet, latching onto my arm as we head to the bathroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 5


          

          
            Tobias

          

        

      

    

    
      Fucking Justin. 

      The asshole nearly ruined my plan and blew my goddamn cover. I knew the second I told him where I wanted to go—a club full of strobes, lasers, and half naked people—he knew exactly why. I don’t go to these types of places, so he fucking put two and two together and realized my new obsession. He saw the way I’d been staring at Aria at work, how many times I checked my messages throughout the day, seeing absolutely nothing from her chat box. 

      I wanted to reach out first, but I searched online that if you lay it on heavy, it can be uncomfortable and come across like I’m a creep. 

      I’m not a creep—I just like the look of Dr. Aria Miller. 

      She hates when I call her that, but I don’t care. I like the way her nose scrunches when the name leaves my mouth, or how her lips purse, her eyes flashing with anger and annoyance. I almost want her to slap me. 

      It would be amazing. Imagine having her hand on my cheek? I’d be dreaming. 

      “Fuck, dude. She’s hammered.” 

      I look up from my phone to see my doctor’s friend, Gabriella, falling around the dance floor as they try to get to the bathroom. 

      Aria is worried. She’s trying to get her to walk straight. I almost want to go get a bottle of water for her drunk ass, but that involves leaving my seat and missing the view of her walking towards me on her way back to the booth. 

      Her friend is supposed to be here for work, and she’s drinking like that? I’m sure she hasn’t had that many drinks, but then I freeze and grip my phone so hard, I’m shocked it doesn’t crack. 

      I look at Justin, and he winks at me when he realizes I caught him. “Easy night, am I right?” 

      My left eye twitches at his words. I knew he was a scumbag, but to roofie a girl he’s trying to get with is a new low. I grit my teeth as Aria stresses more, her eyes lifting to me momentarily before vanishing through the women’s room door.

      If her friend wasn’t so fucked up right now, I’d have her attention. It’s hopeful thinking, but I know she’d be over here, and I’d either have my arm behind her on the booth or she’d be giving me some sort of attitude for drinking alcohol when we have work tomorrow.

      I’m not. My glass is filled with water. I don’t drink. 

      It messes with my medication, and I like to be in full control without putting a blocker on my psyche. It’s one thing my father was heavy on me with before he died. He was the only one who understood me and the way my mind worked, because I was exactly like him. Mom hated him for encouraging me to embrace my true self. 

      My true self meant being obsessed with one thing at a time and making it my entire life. When I was a kid, that was cars. Actually, one specific car. It was a red toy Ferrari that caught my attention in a store one day, and my entire room ended up covered in different sizes of it. 

      It seems the older I get, the more…intensely this obsessive personality trait is becoming, though this is the first time I’ve been obsessed with a person. 

      A girl. 

      Someone who I just happen to be an assistant for while she’s here temporarily. 

      Gabriella is whispering something to Aria on their way back, who rolls her eyes and shakes her head, dragging her friend to the booth. Justin smiles at me. 

      “Time to shine,” he says. “Wish me luck?” 

      “Why would I wish you luck when you drugged her? You’re weak and pathetic.” 

      He laughs. “That’s why we are best friends.” 

      It’s not. I tolerate him most of the time. I met him during a group therapy session when we were eighteen, and he kind of latched onto me. Since I’m a loner, he’s the only guy I talk to. Getting him into the same job as me was hard, considering my stepfather hates him, but it was a deal breaker if I had to come into this on my own.

      But Justin is definitely trying to fuck with me right now, because he’s attempting to hide his smirk as he calls out Aria’s name the closer she and her friend get to us.

      I watch Aria’s eye lift to him, and she tilts her head as he gets up and gestures for her to sit on his side of the booth. Her lips are moving as she says something to him, and I feel itchy with the way he leans on the table and smiles at her while secretly planning to fuck Gabriella.

      Thankfully, Gabriella moves my doctor aside and drops down beside Justin.

      My skin tingles as a presence sits beside me, and I’m so fucking drawn to her scent, her naked leg one slight movement away from touching me, her blonde hair flowing down her back...

      Damn. I am so fucked for this girl, and I’ve only just met her.

      I pull out my phone to try to distract myself from dropping my hand to her thigh and demanding she let me lick every fucking hole available to me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Keep Justin away from your friend. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Without lifting my eyes to watch her, I see the three bubbles pop up as she types back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Doctor Miller: Are you jealous? You don’t seem the type. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I’m not, and I’m not jealous. He’ll just try to fuck her, and we don’t need that kind of awkwardness at work when he ghosts her after it. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doctor Miller: Good point. I’m going to call a cab and take her home. 

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Don’t bother. I’ll drive you back to your hotel.

      

      

      

      

      

      I don’t give her a chance to type back—my phone slides into my pocket, and I take one last drink of my glass of water. 

      Wanting to crack open his jaw, I mouth to Justin, “back off the doctors.” 

      He laughs. “The fuck?” he mouths back. “I’m not claiming yours.” 

      I stare at him, losing my patience. He laughs again and lifts his hands.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, and I turn to Aria, seeing her click her screen off and give me a nervous smile.

      Checking it, I see she sent me another message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Doctor Miller: Can we leave now?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          


          

        

        * * *

      

      Watching her sleep should be illegal.

      She has no right to be as beautiful as she is, so fucking addictive to be around. I can’t even leave her hotel room. Her friend is sleeping in the bathtub, Justin is asleep on the floor, and my little doctor is tucked up in bed, looking fresh and adorable.

      She groans gently while she dreams, her brows furrowing while she turns her head away from me. The sound alone is enough to make my dick hard, which is wrong. I shouldn’t be turned on by her. She’s off limits, technically in charge of me at work, and I don’t have an attraction to people.

      It was always something I thought was wrong with me. I was homeschooled, so I didn’t experience the same upbringing as the likes of Justin, who fucked everything with a pulse. I didn’t go to a prom, homecoming, or have a group of friends who helped each other get laid. It was a miracle I even lost my virginity at the age of twenty-three.

      I shake my head and refuse to think about that one time I was drunk. The only time I was ever drunk, because me and alcohol don’t mix. I’d end up with someone fifteen years older than me again and used as a toy because her husband was sleeping around on her.

      I’ve never been interested in sex, never felt attraction.

      So why am I staring at this girl and feeling the need to protect her at the same time as needing to shove my cock so far down her throat, she stops breathing?

      Fuck.

      Repress.

      There’s movement in the bathroom, and I look over to see Justin leaning against the doorway, rubbing his eyes. “You let me sleep on the fucking floor?”

      “You passed out while trying to fuck the other doctor, and I was busy.”

      “Busy staring at her like a weirdo?”

      Yeah. I guess, in a way, he’s right.

      I don’t reply, turning back to watch her again. Even without any makeup on, like at work, she’s beautiful, and my heart beats faster when she stretches and arches her back, knocking the duvet down past her chest.

      Her nipples are hard.

      Justin will see.

      “Leave,” I tell him. “Go back to the car. I’ll be down in a minute.”

      “You’re a bossy motherfucker, do you know that?” he retorts, shaking his head as he leans back into the bathroom, grabs his coat, and vanishes from the hotel room.

      My conscience is telling me to wake her up, but the voice in my head has other ideas. Since I never usually let my inner self take the reins, I give in to temptation and move carefully across the bed, settling beside her and gently gliding the pad of my thumb across her mouth as slowly as possible.

      She licks her lips and I pause, my eyes widening at the wet touch against my skin.

      Did she just…lick me?

      My dick hardens as I run my forefinger and thumb together, my breathing heavy as I look down at my doctor.

      I chew my inner cheek and watch her, pondering if I should leave or not. She’ll freak out if she wakes up and sees me here. I’m sure I put enough sleep meds in her water to keep her unconscious a little while longer, same with her friend and Justin. It’s a miracle he’s awake right now.

      As soon as we got Gabriella to the hotel, I got to work on my plan. I didn’t want to leave, and my doctor was adamant everyone had to get out of the room so she could sleep. So, I helped her along with my own meds, a strong prescription that usually knocks me out within ten minutes.

      Who knew spiking bottles of water from the hotel’s vending machine would make my plan run so smoothly?

      All I want to do is look at her right now. I can study her features, touch her mouth and eyelids and nose, and not worry about her screaming at me to get away or people telling me I’m overstepping.

      When I know she’s still in a deep sleep and her friend is still passed out in the tub, I lean in, keeping my eyes on her face as I run the pads of my fingers down her throat, feeling her pulse racing, matching the tempo of my heart.

      The touch is innocent in a way, but fuck me, my cock is jumping in my pants, begging for me to stroke it. Her face stays the same, although I can see her pulse speeding up in her throat as I lower my head and kiss the tip of her nose.

      Then, I drag my mouth down, feeling her breath against my lips.

      Can I make out with her while she’s asleep?

      Is that wrong?

      Against the law?

      I inwardly punch myself in the dick, because of course it is.

      However, I don’t move. I keep my mouth an inch from hers and press my fingers to her pulse, slightly gripping the expanse of her throat.

      Her breathing picks up, and she parts her lips in her sleep while I try not to blow my load from this alone. I’ve never done this before, and I’m sure it’s a rule breaker if I ever want this girl to marry me.

      Good thing she’ll never find out, but by the way she’s whimpering in her sleep, her nipples tightening against the material of her shirt, it might be a kink. Might not be. I could possibly bring it up to her years down the line and ask if she likes somnophilia.

      Maybe she’ll let me fuck her while she’s passed out.

      My phone buzzes in my pocket, but I ignore it, knowing it’ll either be my mom or Justin. They can wait. I’m currently in fucking heaven while I touch my doctor without her knowing.

      It’s definitely wrong, but it feels more right than anything else.

      Her back arches a little, a soft moan falling from her lips when I let myself have this and capture her bottom lip between my teeth, my mouth watering, needing to taste everything.

      I release her flesh and let it snap back into place, my eyes dropping to the way her hips rise.

      “Keep going,” she whimpers. “K-keep going.”

      Fuck.

      My cock is sore from how hard it strains in my pants. Maybe I should wake her and ask if she wants to have sex? Would she care if I told her I’ve only had sex once? Will she laugh at my inexperience?

      I’ve never given a fuck until this moment.

      “Aria?”

      The sound of her friend calling her name has me yanking myself away and rushing to the door, wanting to strangle Gabriella for ruining my fucking moment.

      I hear her climbing out of the tub and take that as my sign to unfortunately abandon my plan. With one more glance at my doctor, a frown on her face even though she’s still asleep, I quietly leave.

      My back presses to the door when I close it, my heart nearly bounding out my fucking ribcage. 

      Why the fuck did that feel so good?
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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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