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      Book Description:

      

      She wants the escape. He wants control. They both need love.

       

      Jennifer Croft is at the peak of her career. As a bondage model at Altered Ego, she’s become the crème de la crème of the fetish world, ensuring herself a top spot in her profession. The world is her oyster. Her personal life on the other hand… It’s not pretty. Only her fascination with pain play keeps the ghosts of her past at bay.

       

      After tragedy sends Daegan McKenna to the South for a much needed change of pace, the last thing he expects to find is a closet submissive hiding in plain sight. She’s hot-tempered and in denial — a heady combination that brings out the dominant looking for a challenge. He’s already loved and lost more than one man should, but the haunted look in her eyes prompts him to make her an offer. He’ll indulge her darkest fantasies, if she’ll agree to give up control. Then he’ll let her go.

       

      Unfortunately, the past never stays in the past and old insecurities cause complications neither of them wanted. Now temporary is not enough.
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      “Mesmerizing, is it not?”

      Jennifer Croft froze at the distinct lilt of the devil’s voice behind her. Her pussy squeezed. He might not have red horns and carry a pitchfork, but Daegan MacKenna was every inch the kind of man that normally sent her running in the opposite direction. At least that’s what she kept trying to tell herself. Someone like him knew how to lure a woman to the dark side with his sexy-as-hell dark looks and a voice that carried the sound of hot sex and dangerous need. He scared the shit out of her.

      “Yeah.” Jennifer tightened the small silk robe that covered her nearly nude frame and did her best to ignore the ache between her thighs. She was going to have to go to the club tonight and get this situation taken care of. It wasn’t like her to stare at a photograph, even a masterpiece such as this one, and get so turned on she couldn’t think straight. She’d been so lost in thought Daegan had sneaked up on her without her knowledge.

      “It’s incredibly erotic to imagine what must be going through Eve’s mind as Murphy pressed the knife to her throat. Chase is a genius to have captured such perfection on film.”

      Despite her good intentions, Jennifer turned and glanced at Daegan. The man was a damned compulsion. Every time he came near her, she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to fall at his feet or slam a door in his face. The twisted ache in her stomach made no sense.

      “Chase is definitely the best.” She tried to hide the tremor in her voice and failed miserably.

      Daegan’s forehead crinkled, and his gaze narrowed. Jennifer couldn’t shake the feeling of being prey as the predator circled before going in for the kill.

      “I can easily imagine the flutter of her pulse at the hollow of her neck, or the sound of her heart racing to catch up with her wild thoughts.” Daegan took a step closer. “The fear is palpable in a scene like this one.”

      Jennifer swallowed. More heat flared to life in her pussy. She clenched her thighs together and found herself biting the inside of her lip to keep from crying out.

      Smooth move, Jennifer.

      She’d momentarily forgotten about the rope tied intricately around her torso, including the strand that pressed a well-placed knot directly on top of her clit. In preparation for tonight’s demonstration in the new Dark Room lounge, Murphy had called her in early for some prep work. Working for Chase and Murphy as one of their bondage models had morphed into an incredible career for her, and tonight’s grand opening of their new space positioned her prominently as the premier fetish model in the Southeast. With any luck, after tonight’s show, she’d be fielding offers from across the country, or even the world.

      “What about you?”

      Daegan’s question pulled Jennifer from her wayward thoughts. “What? Me?” She had no idea what he’d said. For some reason his presence unnerved her, leaving her tongue-tied and mute.

      “Everything okay?” The look of concern stamped on his face almost fooled her. Then he winked at her. That simple move finally clueing her in.

      “I don’t know what you mean?”

      “Uh-huh.” A rough finger touched her bottom lip, tracing the path where her teeth had nibbled. “You looked like a lost little girl standing here waiting for the big bad Dom to eat you.”

      The sensation of a thousand butterflies taking wing erupted in Jennifer’s stomach at his touch. She fought to maintain control and not jerk away from him. Men like him only saw that kind of weakness as a challenge, and that was the last thing she wanted to be to him. Something to conquer.

      She managed to gently ease from his touch and take a step backward. “I’ve got to get to the Dark Room. Murphy will be waiting for me.”

      “Always running away, ye are. One of these days you’ll find yourself trapped with nowhere to hide.”

      Jennifer bit back the sudden impulse to tell the silver-tongued devil where he could shove his predictions. She’d entered the club scene out of curiosity, not need, and while she loved some aspects of it, she wasn’t about to become any man’s slave, no matter how sexy he sounded. Instead she plastered a smile across her face and spoke sweetly. “Unfortunately duty calls. But I’m sure there will be plenty of women here tonight who’d be more than happy to take you up on your generous offer.”

      When she slid between two displays with her only thought of escape, she found her wrist captured, halting her progress.

      “You’re a stubborn woman, Ms. Croft. Or maybe the word I’m looking for is feisty. Either way. I’m intrigued.”

      “I’m flattered, I really am…”

      “Don’t,” he warned. “Don’t tell me how you aren’t interested. I don’t believe you. Maybe if your skin didn’t flush every time I touched it, or the amazing scent of your arousal didn’t taunt me every time we speak, I’d believe you. So tell me the real reason. Maybe then we can figure out a way to move past this.”

      Despite her good intentions, heat flooded Jennifer’s cheeks. The man was a danger to her sanity, or at least all of her good intentions. Getting involved with anyone beyond one or two play sessions was completely out of the question. Still… Her system rioted out of control at the mere thought of him taking charge. For weeks she’d avoided him as much as possible, until he’d finally cornered her one night at the fetish club when she’d been waiting for her turn at the flogging station.

      He’d offered to scene with her, and for several brief minutes she’d considered it. Being at the club lowered what few inhibitions she had, and the thought of submitting to the man who’d begun to invade her dreams sounded like the perfect way to excise him from her thoughts.

      Luckily, before she’d been able to open her mouth and make a colossal mistake, her name had been called and she’d been ushered into the flogging area. The rest of the night, every time she’d turned her head, he’d been there—watching. And from the bulge in his pants, she’d surmised he liked what he saw. The exhibitionist in her had preened. At the end of her session, while in a state of pain-induced euphoria, Jennifer had decided that if he offered again, she’d go home with him. She deserved one night of pleasure with him and then in the morning she’d explain the deal to him. To her dismay, he’d disappeared.

      That little wake-up call had served her well.

      Until he’d asked her to be his—temporarily.

      “Why me? I’m not exactly what anyone would call a submissive.”

      “Because I saw the look on your face the first time I watched a whip kiss your skin. Like it or not, you crave it.” When she didn’t respond, he continued. “Besides, I’ve discovered I have a fondness for Southern girls, and you are the sweetest I’ve ever tasted.”

      Jennifer rolled her eyes. “Does that line really work?”

      Daegan laughed. A rich, lilting sound she felt like an electric jolt to her already sensitive clit. “I’ll let you know tomorrow.”

      He brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear, and God help her, she turned her face into his touch and inhaled. The scent of wood and soap tickled her senses. Thanks to his job, she always detected a hint of wood whenever he came near. Sometimes oak, sometimes pine or like today, cedar.

      She had no earthly idea why the scent of wood made her weak in the knees, but on him she couldn’t get enough. Faint warning bells sounded somewhere in the back of her mind, which she promptly ignored. A few more seconds wouldn’t kill her. “What were you working on today?” She almost cringed at the new husky tone of her voice.

      “I had some free time today, so I spent the day working on a personal project.”

      “What kind of personal project?” The rough skin of his hand abraded her jaw when she moved her head back and forth. Lost in the pleasure sensations of his touch, it took her too long to realize she’d been rubbing against him like a cat in heat. In an instant her eyes cleared, and she attempted to step back.

      “No.” His hand tightened on the back of her neck and drew her even closer. “Have dinner with me after the show, and I’ll tell you all about my new project.”

      Jennifer wanted to melt in Daegan’s firm hold. He made her think about things that made no sense for a woman like her. “I can’t. I already have plans,” she lied.

      “You need discipline,” he growled.

      “Stop saying stuff like that. You have no idea what I need.” Tears formed in her eyes that she prayed wouldn’t fall.

      “Stop lying.” He stared at her for several long seconds more before he dropped his hand and retreated. “Remember what I said earlier. One of these days you won’t be able to run, little rabbit. You’ll have to stand and face your fears. We all do.”

      Jennifer watched her Irish devil walk away, his broad body crowding the small space. Her skin tingled where he’d held her in his grip. It took all the willpower she possessed not to rub the sensation away. The sexual frustration she’d been experiencing before she’d been so rudely interrupted had now reached epic proportions. She’d be lucky if she didn’t make a scene during the live demonstration. Not that anyone in this crowd would object if she spontaneously orgasmed while hanging in suspension.

      She snorted at the image. Hell, Chase and Murphy would probably give her a raise.

      “There you are. C’mon darlin’, we’re going to be late to our own party.”

      Jennifer reluctantly turned toward Murphy, who’d crept up behind her. Despite the frustration drowning her, she couldn’t help but smile at the man in front of her. “It’s a good thing Eve will be here tonight. You look downright biteable.” Head to toe tight black did that to a man. Especially one as gorgeous as her boss.

      “And if she catches you eyeballing me like that, it will be Eve doing the biting. Let’s finish getting you ready before Chase hunts us both down.” He grabbed her hand and led her down the short hallway. “Was that Daegan you were talking to?”

      “As if you didn’t know.”

      Murphy stopped and stared at her. “Feeling feisty tonight, are we? Or are you just looking to get your ass beat?” He twirled her around and began attaching more rope to the harness he’d already tied around her chest. “Either way. I’m pretty sure Daegan can handle it.”

      “I don’t need to be handled and especially not by him.” The minute the harsh words left her mouth, Jennifer regretted them. It annoyed her to no end how much she let that man get to her. But taking it out on Murphy certainly wasn’t going to help.

      “I’m sor—”

      Murphy jerked the rope tight, pulling her off her feet and temporarily robbing her of breath. “Don’t apologize to me. I’m not the one who needs to hear it. You and Daegan have been doing this little dance for weeks now. It’s been kind of amusing to watch, but enough is enough, Jennifer. It’s time to either fish or cut bait.”

      Jennifer wanted to explode over his words. How many times had she turned Daegan down? That Murphy thought she’d meant that as some sort of foreplay with the infuriating man made her want to lash out. But she knew from experience how far she could push a man like Murphy. Considering they would soon be performing for a packed audience, she settled for grinding her teeth and thinking bad thoughts.

      Take a deep breath and let it go. The words of her former therapist filtered through her brain. He’d tried to tell her she had anger management issues, and after six weeks of listening to him go on and on about her faults, she’d fired his ass and never looked back.

      Hell, yeah she was angry. When it was warranted.

      Fortunately, Murphy had quit talking and seemed involved in getting her tied perfectly. With each pull and tug on the rope, she lost a little bit more of her freedom. Immediately a familiar calm stole over her. She closed her eyes and focused on everything around her. The cool air brushing across her exposed body, the pretty rope pressing down on her while never breaking the skin, the scent of fresh paint mingled with the crisp aroma of the brand-new leather that covered the walls. She imagined the reality of this room when the lights were removed and there were only other senses to rely on.

      Her pussy grew hot and swollen, which was only agitated by the rope covering her clit. By the end of the demonstration she’d be needy beyond belief. That idea conjured an image of her dark-haired devil. It was always the quiet ones you needed to be afraid of. Or so she kept hearing. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see below Daegan’s easygoing surface to the churning waters underneath. Every time she got near him, she heard the storm brewing in her head. The energy emanating from him never ceased to arouse her.

      Curiosity reared its ugly head, and once again she wondered what he’d do with her once he had her alone. He seemed insistent on her becoming his for the duration of his job. What then? The professional image of Murphy tying her for a shoot dissipated into something entirely different. Her mind wandered, and she let the feeling overtake her. It was Daegan’s big body pressed against her back as he worked the intricate knots.

      “There ya go, babe. All secured.” The voice drifting through her senses had a sharp undertone, a gravelly sound of arousal in it.

      “Ready for the paint?”

      “Yes,” she panted. Anything as long as it meant he’d touch her.

      “Lift your arms and be perfectly still.”

      Jennifer eagerly obeyed despite the pain of the rope now digging sharply into her hip. Somehow that bite transferred straight to her nipples and clit, hardening them. A soft chuckle sounded from him moments before the cold, wet brush lapped at her belly. She sucked in a breath and gritted her teeth as he began to trail the liquid over her exposed skin.

      The ache between her legs nearly exploded on impact. She swore her pulse thundered through her blood and pounded through her cunt.

      “Legs apart.” Her overimaginative brain heard Daegan speak the order. She complied. Wet stripes were painted down one side and up the other of each of her legs only inches away from her clenching opening. The rough texture of the brush excited all of her nerve endings, setting her on a course she feared. Her muscles coiled in the beginning stages of an explosive release.

      “Please,” she whispered in her head.

      All too soon the paint was applied and her hands were cuffed to the chains dangling from the ceiling. Her arms were pulled until she stood on the tips of her toes and her cold muscles cramped in protest at the sudden movements. Her eyes flew open.

      “I’ll be right back. Need to check on the crowd and make sure we’re all set. I’ll be in hearing range if you need anything.”

      Jennifer licked her lips and nodded. When the door closed behind Murphy, she retreated back to the fantasy she’d begun. This time Daegan pushed a thigh between her legs and brushed against her hot spot for a brief second, her keening cry of need slipping from her lips. He took a knee and placed his face at pussy level where he teased her with hot puffs of air directed across her quaking flesh before dragging a thick finger through her sopping folds.

      In the distance she heard someone say something, and then her legs were lifted and bent behind her so they could be attached to the rigging at her wrists. Daegan disappeared from between her thighs, and her pussy squeezed in protest. Reality and fantasy swirled in her head while Murphy lifted her in place. She wasn’t in a scene with Daegan. This was her job. She was about to be on display in front of every single person of influence in the industry. She’d already overheard Chase talking about how many organizations and media outlets were represented tonight.

      “Last piece, Jennifer. Are you ready?”

      “Yes.” She pushed the word through her lips. Anything to take her mind away from its insane direction.

      Murphy wrapped his hand with the long, single braid of her blonde hair and pulled. “You know the drill. The more you move, the more it will hurt. Although this crowd will appreciate any pain you experience from your predicament bondage. So let’s give them a show…”

      “Go ahead,” she urged. She no sooner said the words than pain exploded in the tender skin under her hair. Tears sprang to her eyes and threatened to fall. Jennifer relaxed, letting the painful sensation wash over her. This was what she wanted. This distraction. The reminder of who and what she was. Daegan wanted a submissive to shape and bend to his will, and she was simply a pain slut looking for a fix.

      “Open your eyes, Jennifer.”

      The words were whispered at her ear, Murphy’s hot breath bathing her skin. She lifted her lids and blinked at the eerie glow of the black light filling the room. The Dark Room had been transformed into the sensational play space it was meant to be. People mingled in nearly every inch of the small area, and the energy and excitement rushed over her, leaving her light-headed and thrumming for more. Her pulse pounded in her ears.

      And then she saw him.

      The crowd parted, and there along the black wall stood her sexy Irishman. Dark hair hung loose around his broad shoulders, which framed his strong jaw perfectly. The tailored shirt and slacks he wore fit in all the right places, reminding her just how hard he felt standing against her. Despite the many men and women standing around him, his gaze was all over her, drinking in every inch of her glowing skin. All the emotion and aching need from the last hour came crashing down on her. All she could picture was him taking her. Pushing his cock between her legs where she was wet and more than ready to take him.

      Instead his hot stare said it all. He wanted her, and he would have her. She didn’t have a doubt in her mind it was what he thought. And for the first time in several years, a paralyzing fear seized her. What if she never survived?
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      For the umpteenth time, Daegan tried to push the haunted look in Jennifer’s eyes from his memory. Three hours later he still burned with the image. She’d settled a hungry gaze on him so full of need it nearly brought him to his knees, and then an alarming look of fear flashed over her. He’d started to rush to her side when he’d remembered where the hell they were and what she was doing. Not only would she not appreciate the interruption, neither would Chase. Instead he’d paced, the thin veneer of his civility barely restraining the urges inside him.

      They’d all worked too hard and too long to screw up now. There’d be time after the show to pry the truth from the stubborn little vixen. Then, the demonstration had ended and she’d disappeared without a word. As the evening wore down, he’d stayed behind to nurse a pint of beer and his frustrations. In this kind of mood she needed to come to him, not the other way around. So he waited in the dark. The place where he’d pretty much stayed for the last year of his life.

      Daegan took another swig of his drink and pushed the past from his mind. He wasn’t here to grieve anymore. He’d done enough to last a lifetime. Instead he focused on a certain model who’d managed to get under his skin in a matter of months. There was no denying her beauty. Although he preferred her when she first arrived at the studio. Fresh, no makeup, and a pretty smile that unfortunately never quite reached her eyes. The sadness he saw there always pulled at something inside him. On the outside she came across as a carefree woman who loved her life and spent all her time getting the most out of it she could. But when she thought no one saw her, he recognized something far different.

      He was about to take another pull from his beer when he heard the sound of the door creaking open. A small sliver of pale light sliced through the room. Not enough to light up the area, but more than plenty for him to see who entered. A wide grin stole over his face when familiar blonde hair poked through the door followed by the long limbs of his favorite bondage model.

      She felt along the wall, probably looking for a light switch or two. Unfortunately for her, unless she’d brought one of the remote controls for the room with her, she’d be searching in the dark for a while. He on the other hand had been in the room long enough for his eyes to adjust, and the low light coming in from the door gave him plenty to see. She’d removed the braid from earlier, and her hair now fell around her shoulders and halfway down her arms. From this perspective he couldn’t make out things like her eye color or see the lushness of her full lips. Instead he focused on the curve of her shoulder, the indentation of her waist, and the gentle flare of her slim hips.

      She had no idea how badly he ached to explore every inch of her. But she soon would. The door finally snicked closed, and they were once again plunged into complete darkness.

      “Jesus, give me a break.” After a few minutes of fruitless searching for a light switch, she thrust her hands in front of her and began to feel her way inside the room. When she bumped into one of the low-lying benches, she cursed and dropped to her hands and knees. He wanted to laugh but thought better of it. No need to start their next conversation off on the wrong foot.

      “Can I help you find something?”

      She yelped. “What? Oh my God, Daegan is that you?”

      “It is. Aye.”

      “What the—Why are you—You scared me half to death.” The breathless tone of her voice slid over his skin, awakening his senses.

      “Sorry, love. I wasn’t expecting company.” Although her timing couldn’t have been better. Another chance to talk to her sounded a hell of a lot better than sitting here ruminating over the past.

      “I’m just trying to find my keys. I think I might have dropped them from my purse earlier.” She shuffled beside him, so close he swore he felt warmth emanating from her.

      “I hope you brought the remote.”

      Silence.

      “What remote?” She hesitated. “Why?”

      “Well, for one, the only way you’re going to get a light on in this room is either from the remote or the outside control panel.”

      Daegan swore her breathing increased. He hoped she didn’t have a panic attack. He wanted to spend time with her but not in that capacity.

      “And for two?”

      “You let the door close fully behind you. It automatically locks—”

      “And we need the remote to open it,” she finished.

      “Aye.”

      “Please tell me you’re pulling my leg. This is some kind of joke, right?”

      Daegan reached for where he thought she stood and circled her wrist. He leaned forward and whispered, “No. I’m definitely not pulling your leg.”

      As much as he wanted to see her reaction, he didn’t need his eyes to hear the hitch in her throat or her breath coming in short pants. What he wasn’t sure about was whether it was anxiety or excitement she felt.

      “Don’t panic,” He kept his voice calm and reassuring. “It won’t take long for someone to figure out we’re in here. In the meantime—”

      “What? Are you crazy? Everyone is gone. I had to use my employee code to get back in the building.”

      “Jennifer.”

      She didn’t answer.

      “It’s not a big deal. Worst-case scenario, we wait until morning when Chase comes in.”

      “Not a big deal?” she barked at him. “Everything is a big deal with you. Ever since you made that offer to me, it’s been a big fucking deal. Every time I turn around you’re there. Every time I talk to Murphy he brings you up. Even Eve and Chase have encouraged me in your direction. So don’t tell me it’s not a big deal, because it is a big fucking deal.”

      Not the least bit surprised by her outburst, Daegan wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her onto his lap. “Okay, love. ’Tis a big deal.” He brushed his hand along her back in an attempt to soothe her. “Unfortunately, it looks like you’re stuck with me for the night.”

      “What about your cell phone? Just call Chase and ask him to get us out.”

      He shook his head. “Don’t have it. I left it upstairs so I wouldn’t be tempted to interrupt the party with work.”

      “Of course. Figures.”

      He tightened his hold around her waist. “Come on, love. Don’t get cross with me. I was sitting here minding my own business when you decided to join me.”

      Jennifer blew out a rough breath and wriggled on his lap. Good Lord, she knew how to fire his blood. Her ire did nothing to detract his attentions. Quite the opposite. Her spitfire attitude drew him in even deeper, like a moth to flame. And her backside right against his groin teased his hard-on to the limit of what he could take. She smelled good too. Sweet and saucy was certainly a potent combination.

      The fact he couldn’t see her at all through the inky darkness only seemed to sharpen his other senses.

      She tried to pull away, and he ignored her attempts.

      “There has got to be a way out of here. I mean who puts in a door with no knobs on the inside?”

      Daegan smiled. “Was that a rhetorical question?”

      Her shoulders lifted in a subtle shrug.

      “A mean contractor with a hell of a sadistic side. That’s who creates a room like this.”

      He felt the moment she gave in to her fate. Her rigid body posture relaxed a fraction, and the nails digging into his thigh eased their pressure.

      “I’m just tired. It’s been a long day, and I was looking forward to…”

      She stopped before she finished, but it didn’t take long to put two and two together and deduce she’d planned on a trip to the club tonight. Probably to relieve her frustration. A wave of possessiveness rolled over him. That she’d reject his offer in favor of a scene with a stranger annoyed the hell out of him. Not to mention he was sick and tired of talking about it. He had to take action.

      Daegan brushed her hair to the side, leaned down and bit her skin, right in the curve between her neck and shoulder.

      “You’re not

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-dinkus-palatino-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






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.



OEBPS/images/emg_power-play.jpg





