
  
    [image: Bettencourt Brothers]
  


  
    
      Bettencourt Brothers

      including TO DO LIST and SWEET CHARITY

    

    
      
        Lauren Dane

      

    

    
      Lauren Dane Media Group, LLC

    

  


  
    Contents

    
      
      

      
        
          
            TO DO LIST
          

          
            
              Chapter 1
            

            
              Chapter 2
            

            
              Chapter 3
            

            
              Chapter 4
            

            
              Chapter 5
            

            
              Chapter 6
            

            
              Chapter 7
            

            
              Chapter 8
            

          

        

        
          
            SWEET CHARITY
          

          
            
              Chapter 1
            

            
              Chapter 2
            

            
              Chapter 3
            

            
              Chapter 4
            

            
              Chapter 5
            

            
              Chapter 6
            

            
              Chapter 7
            

            
              Chapter 8
            

            
              Chapter 9
            

            
              Chapter 10
            

            
              Chapter 11
            

          

        

      

      
        
          About Lauren Dane
        

        
          Sign Up for Lauren’s Newsletter
        

        
          Also by Lauren Dane
        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        Copyright © 2016 Lauren Dane

        Published by Lauren Dane Media Group, LLC

        Cover Art Design © Croco Designs

        Book Formatting by Croco Designs

        All rights reserved.

      

      This book contains material protected under International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties. Any unauthorized reprint or use of this material is prohibited. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system without express written permission from the author/publisher.

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental or has been used in a fictional manner.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          TO DO LIST

        

        Bettencourt Brothers, Book 1

      

    

    
      Belle Taylor’s life, the one she’s worked for meticulously since before she’d even graduated high school had turned out exactly as she’d hoped. And it exhausted her in ways she’d never even known to expect.

      She needs to re-evaluate her future, find a way to do what she loved but still have the time and energy for things other than work. So she heads home for the holidays, where she can rest and get her head together.

      Rafe Bettencourt was most assuredly not an item on Belle’s to-do list and yet, when her older brother’s best friend kissed her under the mistletoe, Belle finds herself with another set of goals to balance what she’d thought she wanted.

      Rafe has loved Belle from afar for years and when he runs into her the night she comes back to Davis, he realizes he’s done waiting around and it was time to make a move. He’s got to help her see she can have a life that includes more than just her job and that she could do it with him at her side.

    

  


  
    
      
        This one is for my grandma Minnie who taught me that anything is possible when you work hard to achieve your dreams. I miss you and your sopas but you’re my heart forever.

        

        Thanks to Angie for her editing and for not ignoring me when I IM her with stupid questions.

        

        As always, thanks go to my friends and family who show me unfailing support in this journey, even when it makes me grumpy, sleep deprived and I raid their lives to put in my books. Ray, thank you for being the kind of man who knew I’d love the pair of Chucks with the black sheep on the heel.

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

    

    
      Belle shivered as Rafe’s mouth touched her neck. A sense of total and utter unreality stole over her. Here she stood, in the dark, wrapped around the guy she’d had a major crush on since she’d been twelve years old. Hell, that very morning, she never even imagined he’d thought of her this way.

      “You taste good, Belle. Delicious and sweet with just a little spice.” The low vibration of his voice echoed up her spine. The warmth of his hands at her hips, just barely touching the bare skin peeking below the hem of her sweater and above the waist of her trousers sent waves of pleasure through her.

      Even as she searched for words, his tongue made its way, slow and sinuous, up her neck and to her ear. His breath stirred tendrils of hair that’d escaped the barrette holding it back from her face.

      “I think I’m going to need to kiss you, now. I’ve been wondering all night long if that lip gloss is flavored. Are you old school like that?”

      Holy sweet baby Jesus on a skateboard. How on earth was she supposed to answer him when he said stuff like that? When he pressed against her, his body work-hard and strong. His cock a solid, hot weight against her belly.

      “Watermelon,” she managed to gasp.

      “Well now, I definitely need a taste of that.”

      He angled his head and his mouth moved to hers, his clear, sleepy brown eyes seeing right straight through her.

      And when he kissed her, her entire body went boneless as she held on, her fingers digging into the material of his coat. His mouth was softer than she’d imagined, hot, wet, he tasted of coffee, salt and something else she couldn’t identify but wouldn’t ever forget.

      His kiss was slow and heady. He took his time like a man who knew what he was about. Like a man who knew she wasn’t going to bolt. He explored her mouth, his teeth catching her bottom lip, his hands firming their hold, settling beneath the sweater, fingers splayed against the sensitive, bare skin of her hips. His thumbs slid slowly back and forth, back and forth in the hollow of her hip bones.

      Her nipples throbbed in time with the slide of his thumbs, shooting straight to her clit.

      “Belle? Rafe? You guys there?” Brian called from the other room and Rafe stood back, breaking the kiss. At least his chest heaved and he appeared to be as affected by the kiss as she had been. Cripes, she wasn’t sure when the last time a kiss had nearly made her come, or even if a kiss had ever so aroused her.

      “Yeah. I’m just helping Belle bring her suitcases in,” Rafe answered Belle’s oldest brother without moving. He grinned at her slowly and dragged his gaze up above her head. She followed and noted the mistletoe.

      “Oh!” She blushed, mortified. Here she’d thought he was on fire for her and it was just the damned mistletoe? “Duh.”

      He reached and took her chin in his fingers, shaking his head. “No, Belle. I’ve wanted to kiss you for a very long time, the mistletoe just gave me an excuse. But now that I’ve felt your nipples as you kissed me, now that I know your taste? I’m going to kiss you as often as I can.”

      “Oh,” she sighed again. Yeah, it was totally obvious she was a powerful attorney who made her living with her ability to speak coherently.

      He chuckled and grabbed her suitcases. “I’m going to put these in the guest room and then we can get on over to your parents’ for dinner.”

      Belle heaved a sigh as she leaned against the wall to keep from melting into a puddle of goo. Raphael Bettencourt had just laid the hottest kiss of her entire life on her. Rafe. The object of many a fantasy and he’d…his mouth…it was…oh wow!

      “Belle? You okay? I know you’re tired. Mom and Dad would understand if you’d rather call it a night.” Brian came into the front hall, looking at her worry clear on his face.

      She’d been late getting out of San Francisco, heading home for a few days to spend Christmas with her family when she’d had a blow out just miles outside of Davis. Thank goodness Brian and Rafe had come to help.

      “You guys didn’t have to come out, you know. I told you I’d have called Triple A.” She stood straight, enjoying the warm feeling she still had in her stomach.

      “Shut up. Your tire is changed and tomorrow we’ll get you out to replace the old one. You don’t need Triple A, you have family. Now, are you okay? You look really pale and you’ve lost at least fifteen pounds since the last time I saw you. That was a year ago though.” He glared at her.

      She smoothed down the front of her clothing and tucked her hair back. “Brian, no one knows how busted I look more than I do, okay?” She was so tired. She’d been working eighty-hour weeks for the last year, most notably the last seven months on one all-encompassing project. But it was over and she was taking the first actual time off since December of the year before. Christ, twelve months of eighty-hour weeks and not a single day off. She hadn’t been outside in the daylight except to walk into the courthouse so of course she was pale.

      “You don’t look busted. You’re beautiful and you know it. Damn it, Belle, you work too hard! No job is worth this insanity. Your health is important, more important than a corner office. How long has it been since you’ve had any time off?” Brian searched her face.

      “Look, Doctor Taylor, I know, okay? Do you think I want to spend every freaking moment of my life working?” Before she could truly get upset, Rafe came back toward the front hall and she stopped herself.

      “I’m not going to let this slide, Belle. You can’t do this to yourself and you know Mom and Dad are going to say the same thing when they see you.” Brian put an arm around her shoulder and nodded at Rafe.

      “Give it a rest, Brian. She’s here isn’t she? I’ll put her to work, get her out in the fresh air and sunlight and your mom will fatten her up.” Rafe kissed her cheek and opened the front door. “Now, let’s go on over to dinner before your dad sends a search party out.”

      “Wait! Let me change clothes. I came straight from work.” Belle disentangled herself from her brother.

      “You know where the guest room is.” Rafe winked.

      Good God, she’d be just next door to his room, connected by an adjoining bath. She’d been the one who’d told her brother what a great idea it would be to take over the large west wing of Rafe’s ginormous house while Brian waited for his own place to be remodeled.

      She pulled a red sweater from her suitcase, carefully hanging up the business black cashmere and exchanged the gray wool trousers for soft denim jeans and boots. Her hair fell from the heavy knot at the base of her neck and she shook it out.

      With a smile, she re-applied the watermelon lip gloss and headed out to meet her brother and Rafe.

      “Much better. You still look too thin but boots and jeans are much nicer than those stuffy business clothes you had on.” Brian held his hand out and she took it.

      “Be quiet. Belle looked lovely in her other outfit.”

      The two friends bickered and laughed, filling Belle in on all the gossip as they headed over to Belle and Brian’s parents’ house just ten minutes away.

      

      When Brian pulled down the long gravel drive leading to the main house on the organic farm her father and brothers worked, she rolled the windows down.

      Cold air rushed in with the scent of wet grass. Of hay and the river in the far distance. The house was ablaze with light and the sight of it brought tears to her eyes. Her father had hung the Christmas lights along the roof of the house. No plain white lights for her dad, no way. He favored the colorful lights with the big bulbs. The large elms and a few fruit and almond trees in the spacious front and side yard were festooned with lights as well and she saw the big tree through the living room window. It would still be bare, they’d decorate it over the next two nights as a family. Same as they’d done every year of her life.

      Her parents would have a full house with grandparents, assorted children, spouses, and grandchildren running around. Within the next few days, her cousins, aunts and uncles would also arrive. Which is why she was staying at Brian and Rafe’s—and her lips thought that was a fine idea.

      When they got out, Loopy, one of their labs, ran toward her with a goofy grin, his tongue hanging out. She paused to bend and kiss the top of his head and scratch behind an ear.

      “He’s getting gray. Got a bit of arthritis the vet said.” Brian ran a hand over the dog’s back.

      “He still gets on the tractor and goes out with me several times a week. Loopy has plenty of get up and go.” Rafe tucked the hair behind Belle’s ear absently. When he headed toward the house, she watched him from behind and took her time catching up.

      Belle had always loved Rafe as one of their extended family. He was a good man, funny and flirtatious. He loved farming and their community and had dedicated himself to helping her dad get their organic operation started four years before and also helped run the Bettencourt family dairy.

      Life was slower here in Davis. Harder in a lot of ways. Her dad was up before dawn most days and there were times when she was growing up when things were very tight. But there was money for college and they’d always had enough for the truly important stuff. They ate, they had clothes on their back and they never wanted for attention or love.

      “Belle? Sweetie pie, is that you?” her mother called out from the porch and Belle bounded past her brother and Rafe and into her mom’s arms.

      Belle breathed in a bit of White Shoulders along with pot roast and if she wasn’t wrong, apple pie. Rock on.

      “I’m sorry I’m late.”

      “You can’t help a blow out. Thank goodness you weren’t hurt. Now, you’re here and that’s what matters.” Her mother pulled back and gave Belle a very critical once over and frowned. “Good gracious, girl! Look at you. I don’t like it one bit. You’re too thin and you have dark circles under your eyes. I made those eyes, Annabelle, I don’t like you mistreating yourself.” Her mother raised one eyebrow in her direction as she towed Belle into the house where it seemed like half the known universe shouted out hellos.

      “Thank God we can finally eat!” her youngest brother Kevin bellowed.

      “I’m only forty-five minutes late. I left San Francisco at five after six so that’s darned good time with all the traffic mess and then the blow out. I told Dad to have everyone start without me.”

      She said all this as she accepted hugs and kisses from the family, including her very pregnant sister.

      “As if Mom is going to let us touch the roast when you’re not here. You look tired, even if it’s damned good to see you. Skinny and pale. I don’t like the dark circles under your eyes. You getting any sleep? Don’t you eat anything more than wheat grass and coffee?” Chelsea, her older sister and the only other female Taylor child murmured into her ear as she hugged her.

      “Yes, I know. You’re the tenth person to tell me that. It’s such an ego boost to come home. How are you?” Belle ran a hand over her sister’s belly.

      “Pregnant. Don’t tell these clowns but Mom let me have a sandwich already. Sit before Kevin or Scott busts a gut moaning about how hungry they are. Grandma hasn’t complained. If an eighty-five-year-old woman can live without eating, you know they can.”

      “I can hear you, Chelsea,” Scott, her next older brother called out from across the table where he helped their grandmother into a chair.

      “Duh.” Chelsea laughed and let her husband Bill lower her into a chair.

      “Come sit next to me, Belle.”

      She looked up to see Rafe pulling a chair out for her. Damn he looked good. Big brown eyes, dark hair always in dire need of a trim, Raphael Bettencourt was big and muscled and worked hard out in the sun all day long. He was good looking farm boy personified and he and Brian had been best friends since the second grade when the Bettencourts moved to Davis and started their family-run dairy. And he’d totally made love to her mouth not even twenty minutes before. Yeah, vacation was already better than working.

      He kissed her cheek as she sat at the table and she tried not to make a big deal out of sniffing him. It’d be nice if he’d take one for the team, or twelve, to help her relax. She smiled to herself as warm, hard male surrounded her when he bent around to help her get the chair in.

      “Thanks, Rafe. I like that sweater. Did one of your smitten harem make it for you?”

      He laughed and the sound shot to all sorts of low places. “Now, Annabelle, jealousy doesn’t become you. I’d be perfectly happy to add you to my harem any old time.”

      Brian smacked the top of Rafe’s head before shoving a bowl of peas into his hands. “Stop coming on to my sister. Make yourself useful.”

      “What kept you so late anyway? I thought you said you were only working half a day today?” Kevin called across the table as the noise rose.

      “That was the plan. I got into work before six this morning. But you know what they say about the best laid plans. Anyway, I’m trying to rush out the door and some senior partner wants me to stay back and finish up.” Belle didn’t elaborate, it wasn’t necessary anyway. He’d berated her for taking vacation when she led by nearly a third above the highest billable hours of anyone else in the firm. Jerk.

      “Who are these people to think they own every bit of your time? It’s been a year, Annabelle. You are a member of this family and it’s high time you remembered that,” her grandmother admonished from a few seats down.

      “Nana, I know. I haven’t forgotten I’m a member of the family. It’s hard trying to make it into that corner office. It takes time. This case I just finished up is really important and I think it will make me. I’m here though and I will be for the next five days. I turned off my cell phone and left my laptop at home. It’s all family all the time. I promise.” Belle nearly laughed at the look on her grandmother’s face as she waved a hand.

      “These people! No values. Working you younger attorneys like slaves. I bet they all go on vacation.” Her father harrumphed and Kevin winked at Belle from his place across the table.

      “Dad, Nana, Belle has worked hard. It takes a lot of hours to get as far as she has. She went to law school and we all knew she’d be busy when she started at the firm. I don’t think it’s fair to say she’s forgotten her family because she’s doing what all young lawyers at big firms have to, to get ahead. No one complained when I was in residency.” Brian, her defender, squeezed her hand under the table.

      “Of course not. I know Nana didn’t mean it like that.” Her mother frowned. “But it’s been a year since we’ve had all our children at this table. We miss Belle. We are proud of you, honey.”

      “Of her accomplishments, always. Not of the way she looks. Too thin. Pale like she hasn’t seen the sun in a very long time. And if you take what I said personally, I’d have to spank you.” Her grandmother sipped her water calmly and Belle gave in to the smile threatening her face. “And you, Brian, you had residency and then set up practice here in town. We didn’t see you often for about two years and then it all calmed down. We want Belle to be successful but that doesn’t mean we want to trade her away and never see her again.”

      Belle knew it. She knew her life had spun out of control and she’d had no time at all for anything but working. It was a crappy existence and she’d told herself as she’d driven away from the city that evening that some to do lists and perhaps even a spreadsheet was in order. Her life wasn’t the way she’d envisioned it, not at all.
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      Rafe couldn’t quite believe he’d actually kissed Belle in his front entry. But she’d been standing there, looking so damned delicious and remote in her business attire and the mistletoe had been so convenient, he’d had to give in.

      And now that he’d tasted her? He planned to do it a lot more before she disappeared back to San Francisco for another year.

      Yes, she was pale and too thin as people had pointed out, but her pretty blue eyes had glittered in the lights hung in the entry and even now, the candles on the table gave her skin a warm glow. His fingers itched to slide through that gorgeous spill of dark blonde hair hanging in shiny waves to her waist.

      Rafe had always thought of Annabelle Taylor as an obsessive, anal retentive, control freak of a little sister until five years prior at her law school graduation party. He wasn’t sure what exact moment had brought about the change but suddenly, he’d looked and the girl he’d grown up helping his friend torment had transformed into a beautiful woman. Still a complete control freak, but he wanted to strip her naked and make her lose control ever since that day.

      She’d worked so hard and he’d spent so much time organizing his family dairy and taking on the marketing and PR for the Taylor’s organic farming venture that they’d never had the time.

      From the look on her face and the tired way she held her shoulders, she needed some diversion in a major way and he was damned sure she wasn’t getting any between the sheets.

      Fate put her right next door to his bedroom and he wasn’t one to look askance at fate now was he? When Belle went back to work after Christmas, she’d have some meat on her bones and a very satisfied glow about her.

      “Here, have some pie.” He put a giant slice of apple pie on her plate and she goggled at him. He knew it would rile her and get her mother’s attention too. Rafe wasn’t above using others to get what he needed done, done.

      “Whoa there! I can’t eat all that.”

      “You will eat every bit, Annabelle Louise!” her mother chided from her place just down the table. “Rafe, put some whipped cream on top and I’m sending down the ice cream too. It’s fresh, Belle. I made it earlier today.”

      Rafe wisely held back a laugh when Belle sat back and didn’t argue with her mother. The woman was raised right, didn’t argue with her elders so he knew when Rita Taylor backed him up on the pie, Belle would eat it.

      “You involved her on purpose,” Belle hissed without looking directly at him. She forked up a heaping mouthful and his cock threatened to burst from his jeans at the sound she made.

      “I did. And I’d do it again to make you moan like that. Better yet, I have other ways to make you moan,” he whispered in her ear.

      “You think you’re gonna shock me? Don’t tease me, Rafe because I’ll totally take you up on your challenge,” she said back in an undertone.

      “Not a tease at all. Now eat your pie and ice cream.” He plopped a huge spoonful of freshly made vanilla on top of the pie. “You’ll need your strength.”

      

      “You’re going to have to roll me out of here.” Belle patted her belly and groaned she was so full.

      “Whatever it takes.” Her mother handed her a sheet of paper. “It’s the schedule. I expect to see you over here tomorrow by nine. We’re going shopping and then we’ll do lunch and wrapping. The next day we’ll have tree trimming and after dinner tomorrow we’ll do cranberry and popcorn garlands. The rest is on there. Your aunt and uncle will bring their RV and stay Christmas Eve and your cousins will all come in between now and then as well.” Her mother kissed her cheek. “You all right staying over at Brian and Rafe’s?”

      “Of course! I know Nana and Poppa need a bedroom without stairs and you need to have Chelsea and the kids all in one place. It’s just up the road and it’ll be a heck of a lot quieter tomorrow morning than it’ll be here.”

      “Gives me a reason not to be so sad my nest is empty after a week with the grandkids.” Her mother winked. “We’re doing lunch and you’re going to talk to us about your job, so don’t even try to avoid it.”

      “Good night, Mom.” She hugged her mom and moved to her father. “And you too, Dad. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.”

      Back at the house, Belle waved off Brian’s attempt to get her to talk and headed straight for the guest room.

      “She’s going to work herself to death,” Brian muttered to Rafe.

      “I don’t like it any more than you do. But you have to let her deal with it in her own way. Clearly she knows she has some prioritizing to do. If you push her too far, she’ll pull away entirely.”

      “Shit. You have a thing for her don’t you?” Brian leaned against the kitchen counter and watched Rafe.

      “What makes you say that?”

      “First of all, you didn’t deny it right now, which you would have if I’d made the same comment about Chelsea or any of my other female relatives. Second of all, I saw how you looked at her earlier tonight and lastly, you just made sense about her and told me to back off. You’re usually a rush-in-and-solve-problems kind of guy.” Brian grabbed two beers and handed one to Rafe. He cracked it open and took several long pulls before he answered.

      “Well, Chelsea is eight months pregnant and married with two small kids. So not my type. No offense or anything.” Rafe sobered a moment. “Would that be a problem? If I had some indefinable something for Belle?”

      “Chelsea wouldn’t have you. As for Belle? Depends on what you did, now, wouldn’t it? Like say, if you used her for sex and hurt her? Yeah, that would be a problem, a big one. At the risk of sounding like a cliché, what are your intentions?”

      Rafe took a deep breath before he said anything. She’d had his head swimming since that moment earlier when he’d sniffed her neck. “I don’t quite know. I’ve been attracted to Belle for several years now. But we don’t see each other more than a few times a year and in the last year or so, not even that. But tonight I kissed her. Things feel different. By the way, I don’t use anyone for sex, asshole. But what I feel for Belle isn’t casual. She’s someone special to me and she has been for pretty much the entire time she’s been alive. I know her. She knows me. I’ve never been attracted to someone I already had such an intimate relationship with before. It’s intense and sort of scary. But the time is right, or at least it might be.”

      Brian put his hands over his ears theatrically a moment. “Okay. That’s enough. For now. Hell, maybe you can give her a reason to quit her job and move back to Davis. Slow down and work at a job that doesn’t kill her. But please, for the love of all that is holy, if you…well, just keep it down. I’ll turn on the fan so I can’t hear anything.” He shuddered and Rafe laughed.

      “That’s enough of that topic. Never fear, I have no desire to involve you in my romantic life.”

      They spoke for another half an hour or so, working through the oddness of Rafe and Belle possibly being an item. It was important to Rafe that Brian understood he’d never intentionally hurt Belle. Important to have his blessing in a sense and in the end, it felt like he had it.

      “I have to be up at four-thirty tomorrow. I’m going to bed.” He put his empty beer bottle in the recycle bin before nodding in Brian’s direction and heading toward his room.

      

      Belle had gone back to her room and changed. She’d brushed her teeth and gotten into bed, closed her eyes only to end up tossing and turning.

      She’d wanted to think about Rafe but instead the scene at her office when she’d been leaving came back to her.

      Everyone had known she had plans to leave early. She’d gone in way before dawn to tie up any loose ends and had promised her family she’d be home well before dinner that night.

      “Annabelle, are you actually going to leave now?” David Pendergast, the lead attorney on the Morgan project stood in her office doorway as she grabbed her things and made ready to finally get the heck out of there.

      “It’s already six, I’ve been here over twelve hours and I promised my family I’d be at dinner by seven. I’m already going to be late.” Belle looked him square in the face, knowing the situation demanded that sort of calm assertiveness. How depressing to think that even just leaving her office was like a PhD project in psychology.

      He remained blocking her exit and she sighed inwardly.

      “You really should rethink this vacation, Annabelle. It doesn’t look right, a junior partner taking this much time off. You’re at a very important point in your career.”

      Said the man who took three weeks in Aruba just two months before. He could kiss her booty because she wasn’t going to make excuses for taking a mere fraction of her accrued vacation.

      Belle smiled tightly and pushed her way past. “I’m aware of that. I need to go, David. Enjoy your ski trip. I’ll see you next week.”

      He grabbed her arm and she looked up at him sharply, pulling back. “I think you’ve done a great job on this case, Annabelle, but you’re needed here. You can’t just hare off to bumfuck nowhere to play family for five days! No one but senior partners do that sort of thing.”

      She knew what this was really about. He’d hit on her repeatedly and she’d said no. He was married for goodness sake! And he was a butthead to boot.

      “First of all, don’t put your hand on me again. Let me be clear with you—I’ve put in my time and more. I lead in billable hours for this entire year. I’m at double the highest average for last year. Do you know what that means? I’ve been here eighty hours a week for pretty much this entire year. I have not had a single day off since January. I missed my mother’s birthday. I missed my dad’s birthday and my sister’s baby shower. I am taking this time. Period. The project is finished. There are no motions left to file, the final judgment will come back in early January. Have a nice holiday.” She narrowed her eyes at him. He sighed heavily and she darted past him quickly, heading toward the elevators.

      “Don’t cry to me when you don’t get top pick of cases next month,” he called out and she didn’t let her breath out until the doors closed behind her and she headed away from the toxic pit her life had become.

      As she finally got

      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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