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	Quote

	

	 

	 

	“I learned early in life, no one has forever. The people we love can be gone any moment, so I try to live each day like it’s my last.”– Jaime Roman, Winter Nights c. 2019

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	




	ONE KISS UNTIL FOREVER

	



	 

	 

	After their kiss was distance, late-night conversations, and a two-way crush until Jaime tossed Thatcher into the friend zone. Next were short texts and limited conversations. A random trip, a change of heart, and a snowy walk in Central Park started their romantic weekend. 

	 

	Incredible winter nights turned into amazing spring days. Sabotaging her relationships hadn’t ever been Jaime’s thing, but she seemed to be careening in that direction. British gave Jaime a firm talking to. Cass gave her emotional support. 

	 

	More love, more clients, and staging houses. 

	 

	Jaime’s fatigue was a symptom. A medical emergency prompts a series of events to unfold. Thatcher always said his friends would have to drag him, kicking and screaming to the altar. Now, Thatcher’s heart was breaking while desperately requesting a hospital chaplain. Love is limitless even during grief. Jaime was Thatcher’s everything. This is their love story.  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	




	THATCHER LEWIS 

	



	 

	Having Regrets, Urban Blueprint    

	 

	 

	Work had been damn near around the clock this week. I wanted to keep at it, but my thoughts kept going back to Jaime. We met through Vance and Cass. We had chemistry from the start. Flirting, conversation, and wedding plans. 

	The holiday season came with possibilities. We kept our banter going at Cass and Vance’s New Year’s Eve wedding. It was all in fun until our first kiss. Jaime’s floral scent held hints of seduction, and her lush pout was mine for the taking. 

	We kissed a second time. 

	It was as good if not better than the first. 

	The third kiss, Jaime wanted sex, and I wanted more. 

	The damn fourth kiss had the potential to ruin everything. 

	I ended it. 

	Jaime was disappointed and pouting. She gave up trying when I offered to show her around the hotel. Jaime was curious. She asked. Honesty happened about my stays. 

	Sex talk started. 

	Flirting followed. 

	We ended our night in her hotel room, locked in kisses. Jaime relaxed on the bed with her dress in waves of silk and satin. Her sweet taste was enhanced by expensive champagne.

	We shared kiss after kiss with Jaime confessing her desires between delicate moans. Everything about her sparked a deep need. Jaime kept seductively luring me in. 

	One night in a luxury hotel wouldn’t matter if she had regrets. Jaime kept pleading for more than she could handle. I claimed her lush pout in a promise. 

	Jaime had to know how wild things would get. 

	She needed to stop being so damn tempting. 

	All the celebrating had gotten to her. She drifted off to sleep. I didn’t mind holding her, but it wasn’t a good idea to stay. I untangled myself, wrote a note, and included my phone number. Jaime texted later to say thanks.

	I didn’t want that. 

	I wanted her.  

	We had been texting consistently. Now, things were different. Some of it was my doing, but she had to know the game playing couldn’t continue.  

	I relaxed at my desk. My office overlooked Bryant Park. Normally, there would be a flurry of activity, but the ice-skating rink was closed due to the upcoming storm. 

	Jaime didn’t see much of the city, so we had plans to ice-skate, and do all the things she wanted. That was before I crashed her weekend trip. 

	Our sexual tension was already at a breaking point from months of flirting and weeks of intimate talks and texts. Jaime still wanted no-strings-attached sex. I promised to please her in every way imaginable. 

	The catch, she needed to be mine.

	Jaime didn’t want that. 

	I backed off, but my feelings didn’t change. 

	My attention went back to the cost analysis for Shaun’s work in progress. The goal was to conserve the eighteenth century rowhome in Old City, Philadelphia. The listed restoration company was the best choice. We’ve worked with them in the past. Shaun stopped by. We talked about his project until Taylor knocked to ask about happy hour.

	Shaun was still pissed about the gentlemen’s club. Taylor made an honest or not-so-honest mistake. Lipstick on his collar or not, Shaun wasn’t in trouble with Madi. That would change if her Valentine’s Day gifts weren’t delivered on time.

	Shaun liked living on the edge or so he said. 

	Taylor had plans on trying my shot glass trick. We warned him. He ignored that, so his night out would probably end in the emergency room. Shaun left to figure out Madi’s gift situation. He didn’t have much time since they were having dinner with Kyle and Deidre later. It was a good choice to go out. The guys would probably burn someone’s house down.

	Work went into my next project. Snow was on the way, but I didn’t have plans for the weekend. A random hookup was out of the question. Kicking back at home was the best option. It was time to call Jaime. I held off long enough. We needed to talk because our current situation wasn’t working.

	 

	

	

	 

	How It Happened, Evening Hours

	 

	 

	Work was still happening when Chandler walked into my office. He would be at Lockwood Industries around this time or home. Or anywhere that didn’t require him being seen in public. Chandler gave my office a quick once-over. 

	I relaxed in my chair, amused. “What brings the Prince of New York to Midtown at this hour?”  

	“I can’t wait until you and Vance tire of the nickname,” Chandler dropped his leather gloves onto a chair to unbutton his wool trench coat. “I’m not royalty.”  

	“You should be. Your accomplishments can’t be swept aside. Your net worth is insane.”  

	“Will you pretend your annual income is less than seven figures? Please don’t, not for my benefit,” Chandler said while studying my current work in progress. He approved of the model with a nod. “You’re mixing it up a bit. Interesting. Congratulations on the Berkman completion. I’m told the family will hold a celebration for the historical restoration. You’re to be their guest of honor. Don’t miss your own event.” 

	I chuckled, “For a billionaire recluse, you keep up with social functions.”  

	“I have to because you and Vance make headlines for something phenomenal or some unsavory scandal.” 

	“That’s true, but we know it’s because you care,” I gave him grief. “You’re the responsible brother I never had.” 

	Chandler shook his head, “I’ll tell Fletcher you said he’s a terrible brother.”  

	“Okay. You’re the most responsible one. How about that? I can’t have Fletcher attempting to kick my ass. We’ll sort it out. There will be broken bones. You’ll have to drive us to the hospital.” 

	“Don’t count on it. Someone else will seek help. Why are you working late at the start of a snowstorm?” 

	My office lights were on, so the glass’s reflection blocked the night sky. I looked at the streetlamps. 

	Sure enough, snow was falling. 

	“I lost track of time.” 

	Chandler glanced in my direction. “Your explanation is acceptable. My cars were returned to the warehouse. I planned on enjoying an evening drive in my new truck. Vance interrupted. I’m told you’re not returning his texts.” 

	I laughed, “A leisurely drive won’t happen in this city, regardless of the road conditions. You don’t like anything that’s not ultra-fast, not to mention, your warehouse is nowhere near here. You prefer to stay in Bridgehampton during storms. What are your real plans?”

	 “I was busy with errands. Return Vance’s texts. Get your model buildings. I shouldn’t have to check on you.” 

	“You’re avoiding the question, but I’ll listen this once.”

	Chandler wasn’t in the mood to explain his plans. Always to the point, he spoke without fixing his words. 

	 “Jaime is the reason for your insane work week.”  

	“I work like this normally.” 

	“Perhaps, but not to the extent where you’re ignoring calls and texts.” 

	I checked my phone. “I’m texting Vance. Say whatever you need to.” 

	“Your previous response was a statement. I’m waiting for the original question to be answered.” 

	“Smart ass.” 

	“You’re not answering.” Chandler replied. “Be direct.” 

	“I want more with Jaime.” I packed my laptop and materials. 

	Chandler wasn’t talking. 

	I glanced at him. “Things were going in a different direction. I wanted more. She didn’t.” 

	I put on my coat. “I already know what you’re going to say. I shouldn’t have blindsided Jaime last weekend by showing up in the Poconos uninvited. You warned against it. Go ahead and add it to all the times I ignore your advice.” 

	“It was bold, not the best choice, but the most likely one. You’re not completely to blame for how it went.” 

	“Maybe not. I’m a good time. Jaime wants a hookup.”

	 “So, it seems, the city’s most notorious flirt was rejected by the woman he wants.” Chandler doubled over with laughter. He held his side to have a full belly laugh at my expense. 

	“This is truly hilarious.” 

	Clearly, Chandler was having a good time. 

	It was rare to see him laugh so much. 

	I put an end to that. 

	“I resent the damn title. I’m not the city’s most notorious flirt. It’s nowhere near the truth.” 

	“Say how it happened.”  

	“I backed off after the trip to give her space. It’s been a week. Our situation’s not working. I’m calling tonight.”  

	Chandler laughed more. “You’re very dedicated.”   

	“I have to be. Jaime is perfect for me.”  

	Chandler went to the office door. “I agree. She is. Call if your ego is badly bruised afterward.”

	I followed him, “Thanks. I appreciate the support. I’ll need to talk about my feelings.” 

	Chandler shook his head, “On second thought, don’t. I’ll laugh. Call Vance for emotional support.” 

	I chuckled, “Way to not be there for me. Yep, you’re the annoying little brother I never had.” 

	Chandler looked around. “I like this building.”

	“It’s not for sale.”  

	“Not yet,” he stated. “I might send an offer.” 

	“They would probably sell it to you. I own this floor, so you won’t be my landlord.” 

	“You’d like renting from me.” 

	“No, I wouldn’t,” I tapped my keychain to start my truck. 

	We kept talking in the elevator about the building purchase Chandler didn’t need to make.  

	Mr. Rick was in the lobby. 

	He spoke when we reached the desk. 

	“I told Chandler you were still up there.”  

	“I would say thanks, but we should seriously talk to the person who gave him after-hours access.”  

	Mr. Rick chuckled, “I believe you did.” 

	I groaned, “I’ll change it in the future.”

	“He’s lying,” Chandler replied. “I’m always welcome. Mr. Rick, why are you working this evening?”

	“The second and third shift called out. I was off today, but Mikhail and his wife are expecting their first child.”

	“Do you have everything you need?” I asked.  

	“Yep. My wife packed enough food for ten people. I have warm clothing, blankets, and batteries in case the lights go out. My devices are charged. I’ll relax in-between making rounds.”  

	Chandler smiled, “It sounds peaceful.”  

	“Yeah, it will be,” Mr. Rick grabbed the keys to follow us. “My daughter decided it would be fun to stay at the house. She and her husband left their place in New Jersey. My son is home from college, so he’ll just walk around with his headphones on and eat everything in sight. I’m supposed to be retired. Peace and quiet while being paid unlimited overtime sounds darn good.” 

	Chandler motioned to the lobby. “There’s a lounge on every floor. I can check the upper floors. You can take the lower ones.”  

	Mr. Rick chuckled, “Thatcher said the same thing during the last storm. No reason for nobody to stay. I’ll be fine. Fellas, drive safe.”

	“We will,” I replied. “I’ll be checking on you.”  

	“I’ll be around,” Mr. Rick stepped aside to let us leave. 

	He turned off the sensors to lock up. 

	A silver truck was waiting at the curb. 

	“You mentioned having a new one.” I whistled, “Nice choice.” 

	“Thanks.” Chandler replied. “Are you parked nearby?” 

	“No. My truck is in the lot. Don’t worry too much.” 

	“I won’t,” Chandler said while walking away.

	Levi rounded the truck to the passenger side. 

	I laughed, “You should drive. I trust you more than Chandler behind the wheel. He’ll drive the hell out of that truck.” 

	“We checked out some places on the way here,” Levi replied. “It’ll be a good time.”

	They would get into something before the night was out. I shook my head on the walk toward the lot. Cold wind hit me full force while rounding the corner. I put up my collar and hurried to get in my truck. Snowflakes were melting on the windshield with the wipers on the lowest setting. 

	The truck warmed quickly. 

	I drove to the exit.

	Chandler flashed his headlights. He was giving the right of way. I turned onto the street to merge into traffic. The shortest route was to take Franklin D. Roosevelt Drive to the Brooklyn Bridge exit. My house was roughly seven miles away. 

	City traffic. 

	There was nothing like it. 

	The plan was to check on Mom, eat dinner, and go home.

	




	His Kind of Wild  

	



	 

	Enroute to Brooklyn Heights

	 

	 

	Thatcher 

	 

	 

	The drive was quiet until Jaime called. Guess we would be having that conversation. I tapped the steering wheel.  

	“What’s up, Jai?”

	“Hi Thatch, are you busy?” 

	“I’m driving. The call is on speaker. We can talk.” 

	Clearly, Jaime wanted to say something. We would have an understanding or agree to part ways. I had already been missing her. My old lifestyle was less appealing after spending time with Jaime. Now, we were getting to the hardest part. 

	Silence happened until her delicate voice echoed.

	“Things got hot and heavy last week. I wanted you.”  

	Jaime was talking about the Pocono trip. 

	She was using past tense. 

	I probably had my answer.  

	“For a night.” I reminded her. “Hookup sex.”   

	“I did want to hook up. I was wrong. Both times.” 

	“Are you calling to apologize for sex we didn’t have?” I chuckled, “Don’t worry about it.”

	“Are you seeing someone?” Jaime sounded hurt.  “I’m sorry for calling like this.”

	“So you don’t want us to talk either.” 

	“Thatch, it’s not like that.” She quickly replied. 

	The line went quiet again. 

	Jaime probably wouldn’t explain what it actually was. I had let her way of communicating slide in the past. That was on me. Clarity was needed to move on. Doubt there would be any actual moving on from Jaime. Not for a good while. 

	She quickly rambled. 

	“You’re not answering my question. Okay, that’s fair, but hopefully, you’re alone or this will be awkward for you two later.” Jaime took a breath. The wispy sound made her voice tremble. “Thatch, I miss you. I miss how we were before everything got screwed up.”

	“Jai, it was texts and late-night conversations.” 

	“It was more than flirting. I know it.”  

	“Do you?”

	“Yes. Things were good before. I mean, we were talking every night. Now, your texts are one word. It feels like we’re distant friends or co-workers.”

	I laughed at that because her pouting between words held a double meaning. Jaime didn’t get her way. She wanted me, but only on her terms. Fussing would defeat the purpose of apologizing. Jaime’s moods were known. 

	She pouted more. “It’s okay. Have more laughs. Go on.” 

	“It’s hard not to. You’re adorable,” I chuckled again. “Are you upset because I’m respecting your boundaries?” 

	“Yes,” she said without hesitating. “I’m not saying you need to follow me around or anything. Are we okay?” 

	“No. This week wasn’t the best.”

	 “I didn’t mean to cause trouble.” Jaime sounded remorseful, “I’m really sorry.”  

	I sighed, frustrated and still wanting her. 

	“I’m giving you space because it would’ve been damn creepy if I kept calling every night to talk dirty.”  

	Making light of our situation helped.  

	Jaime went with it. 

	“What are you talking about? You never talked dirty to me. Do you have the right woman?”  

	“You’re a curvy, pretty girl who lives in Philly, right? Maybe there’s another one. She’ll probably treat me better. Yeah. I have the wrong Jaime.” 

	“Quit teasing me,” she sighed. “I miss you.”   

	“I miss you too. I was calling tonight.” 

	“You were? Why?” 

	Jaime was genuinely curious, but she was changing the subject. I didn’t take the bait. 

	“Don’t try it. You called me. What did you want to say?”

	“Oh, it’s fine. I’ll wait until you call me back.” 

	Jaime was trying to put the decision on me. 

	Not this time. 

	“Jai, say what you want.” 

	“Okay. I need advice.” 

	She said that too damn fast. 

	I was alert. 

	“Did something happen? Are you in trouble?”

	My questions were asked without pretense. 

	The next two words were a warning. 

	“Be honest.” 

	Jaime quickly explained. “I was only saying what was on my mind, but I could use a guy’s point of view. I don’t want to look foolish or do the wrong thing.”

	Those words left her pretty little mouth, and things took a tilt. Jaime was asking for dating advice.

	My jaw tightened, but my tone sounded calm. 

	“Jaime, we’re not friends along those lines. Call your girlfriends. Or another guy for advice.” 

	“Okay. You’re serious because you’re not using my nickname, but my girlfriends have plans. I don’t know another guy who is as honest. Can you help me out? Just this once? Please? I promise never to cross the line again.”

	Jaime had my heart. She tucked it into her curvy little denims. My ass was tossed into the friend zone, and she sashayed away with a playful wink and a smile. 

	After all of it, I still couldn’t tell her no. 

	This was damn insane. 

	I groaned, “I can’t believe I’m saying this. I’ll listen. This is a one-time deal.” 

	“Okay, thanks, so Cass introduced me to this guy last year. He had my attention from the start, but he was a flirt, so I tried limiting my interactions with him. I had a good reason at the time. I usually fall for his type, but I’m still crushing, and I’m not sure how to tell him. Every time I try, things go wrong.”

	She stopped rambling to take a breath. “I’m saying too much. I really need advice. What should I do?” 

	Jaime was asking for advice about me. Well, hypothetically, but we could make it work. My encouragement was to see how far she would go. “I can’t say yet. Keep talking.” 

	“Oh no, that’s alright. You don’t want to hear about him. You’re right. I should’ve called someone else.” 

	“It’s cool. Talk about what’s on your mind.” 

	“He is most of the time, but it sounds super creepy. Right?”

	“Not if you’re his kind of wild.”

	She pretended to be frustrated, complete with pouty annoyed sounds. It was damn adorable.

	Jaime finished it out with a dramatic sigh. 

	“Are you saying he might not be into me? Gee, thanks. It’s my fault. I threw myself at him so many times, well twice. I was his for the taking. Do you know what he did? He rejected me. Yeah, I should’ve talked to you first. I could’ve kept my pride.” 

	I laughed, “Do you want help with this or not?”  

	Jaime full-on pouted again.  

	“Yes. Stop making fun of me.”

	“I’m not,” I gently told her. “You wanted to talk about him. Keep going.” 

	“Right. Okay, I won’t bore you with the details, but a lot happened, so I’ll start with an apology.” 

	“What are you sorry for? Did you break his trust?”  

	“No, but all the back and forth had to be frustrating. I’m awful when it comes to expressing my feelings, but he’s more than a good time. I’m into him and need to say it.”  

	The emotion in her voice was real. 

	I didn’t want her feelings to be hurt more than they were. 

	“Do you want to explain more?” I asked. “You can. Or you can keep making me jealous. I can’t believe Cass hooked you up with this guy when she knows I’m crazy about you.”

	My playing along must’ve helped. 

	Jaime was being sassy-sweet. “I’ll keep talking, but feel free to stop the conversation if it becomes too much.” 

	Visibility was dropping. 

	A low click happened when I hit my turn signal.

	Jaime sounded worried. “Hello? Are you still there?” 

	“Yes, I hit my turn signal and sped up my windshield wipers. The snow is starting to come down.”  

	“Thatch, please be safe.”   

	“My seat belt is fastened. I’m looking at the road, but I love hearing your soft voice. Keep talking.”

	“I’m not sure how much you want to know, but this guy and I have mutual friends, so I’ll see him around. I’m trying to fix the situation so things won’t be awkward.” 

	“When did Cass introduce you to him?” 

	“It was a dinner party. He’s tall like six-two or six-three. I’m not sure about his exact height, but he has wild sandy-brown hair, and his hazel eyes have more of a green hue at night. He’s very outgoing, and he’s an architect. I forgot to mention that.”

	Jaime’s adorable rambling was happening. She quickly added. “Oh, and he lives in New York, so I’m really worried about the distance, and him having women lined up to date him.”  

	I laughed after hearing that. 

	She was cute, but I wanted to fix that. “Maybe he’s only interested in one, so other women aren’t important.”  

	“I’m jealous of her.”

	“Really?” I chuckled, amused. “You didn’t want this guy and now you do. How can you be jealous?” 

	“I never stopped wanting him, so I’m beyond jealous.” Jaime admitted. “Never mind how it all turns out. I feel what I feel.” 

	“Jai, that’s not fair, but I get where you’re coming from. What else should I know before giving you advice?”

	“That’s it, but you said it depends on my being his kind of wild. I’m hoping that’s true because I’m in New York, but I didn’t bring risqué lingerie because I tried getting into his pants. He shut it down both times, so I’m bringing down the sexual intensity.” 

	My laughter was ongoing. She was in New York trying to surprise me while not being sexy. The concept was impossible. There wasn’t a time when Jaime wasn’t sexy. I let her know it.

	 “Jai, you wear pretty things. Why the change of heart?” 

	She sighed, “We’re good together. He’s playful, smart, and he can make me laugh after I had the worst day. I didn’t want to mention this, but he’s smoking hot too. That doesn’t hurt.” 

	 “I’ll take your word for it. Here’s my advice. Tell him everything and then see what happens.”  

	“I will. Thanks Thatch, I appreciate it. Don't be a stranger.”

	She ended the call. 

	I looked at the dash, still chuckling. 

	Jaime was using her way of apologizing. 

	We were bridging the gap. 

	She called back.

	I answered, “Jai, did you end the call?”  

	“I’m not sure, maybe it was the other Jaime. She’s the one you talk dirty to anyway,” Jaime playfully teased. “Okay, seriously. I’m sorry. All joking aside, this is me, talking openly and honestly about everything. Thatch, I should’ve said yes, last weekend. I’m sorry. I care about you, and I hope you’re still willing to give us a try.” 

	“Jai, send your location and room number. I’ll pack for the night and come to you.” 

	Jaime was excited. 

	She received her answer. 

	Yes. 

	It would always be yes. 

	I wanted to be wherever she was. 

	Philly, a hotel, anywhere. 

	Jaime sounded relieved. “I’m glad you’re willing to take a chance on me, but don’t come if the roads are terrible.” 

	 “The traffic is the worst of it. There’s no reason for you to be alone.” 

	My next words gave her confirmation. 

	“Send the info. I’ll see you in an hour.”  

	“Thanks for giving us another shot.”   

	“I never stopped wanting you. I’ll be there soon.” 

	I ended our call. 

	Jaime changed our situation by making the first move. It was cute how she talked through the scenario. Our chemistry was insane, but Jaime’s delicate voice trembled during her apology. There was nothing to fix. She was all I needed. 

	 

	 

	 

	


	Beautiful Muse 

	

	 

	Remsen Street

	 

	 

	Thatcher  

	 

	 

	We stayed overnight at Jaime’s favorite boutique hotel. She fussed about having to wake up. A firm tap on her ass fixed that. Breakfast, coffee, and kisses set the rest right. We left before the worst of the storm. I made good on my surprise with a walk in Central Park. We stood on Gapstow Bridge to watch the ducks in the icy water. Jaime wasn’t convinced they would stay warm. She tried coaxing them to huddle with gentle words and hand motions. It was adorable to see. 

	The wind and snow picked up. We took the winding path. Snow-covered cedar, crabapple, elm, and royal empress trees set the mood. We were under a frosted canopy when rustling started. The sound scared her. I pulled Jaime close to shield her. Swirling wind hit the canopy. The tree branches spritzed us with snow. I swept Jaime into a winter’s kiss. 

	Coolness and fiery heat. 

	Our kiss didn’t last long enough. 

	We made it to Brooklyn Heights with time to spare. Intimate moments, whiskey kisses, and a romantic indoor picnic kept our long weekend where it needed to be. Jaime wasn’t used to having sex consistently. I tried to be gentle. She was too damn tempting. Holding back didn’t get it done. 

	Jaime had been sleeping on and off for a day or so. Taking care of her would never be too much. Her phone kept going off. It could’ve been important. Waking her up triggered a cute temper tantrum. Jaime accidentally confessed to loving me. She was half asleep and fussing about being sore.

	Jaime didn’t want to be bothered. I backed off. She had somehow gotten tangled in the bed sheet. Jaime tried getting free, but her hair was anchored. She was thrashing and silently fussing. That was damn adorable. Jaime was already upset. Loving me must’ve felt awful for her. She seemed mad about that too. I held in a chuckle while getting her untangled. 

	She was warm in a blanket when I offered her phone. 

	Jaime looked up close to tears. It touched my heart in a way words couldn’t express. I left the room to give her privacy. 

	My emotions were under control by the time I came back with breakfast. Being loved was enough for me. 

	Jaime quickly sat up to tuck the blanket. Her eyes were respectfully lowered. I wasn’t holding anything against her, but she wanted to explain. 

	Jaime rambled, spilling her heart until my mouth locked on hers. My feelings came through, loud and clear. Jaime breathlessly pull back to hold her hand over my mouth. 

	“Those three words meant everything in the past. I was desperate to hear them from my family because they made me feel unloved. I wanted to hear them from my ex-boyfriends who only wanted sex, and there were friends along the way who didn’t care about me. I wanted people to validate

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


