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      Moriah Jensen eyed the black Escalade with Illinois plates rolling down the dinky little town’s Main Street through the convenience store window. Tugging on her baseball cap, she made sure her face was concealed as she hid behind the magazine rack to the left of the front door. The driver and the vehicle’s two passengers had their windows down as they swiveled their heads in every direction. It was obvious they were searching for someone.

      Well, not just anyone—they were looking for her.

      How had they found her? She was in the middle of Ohio, in a town too small for its own Walmart—far enough from Chicago that no one should have been looking for her there. Of all the places they could’ve looked, how had they ended up here?

      This couldn’t be happening.

      She’d been careful. More than careful. She’d stayed under the radar, used an alias, avoided her ATM card—anything that might leave a trail. Even the name had been chosen with care. Maura Jennings. Close enough to her own that she wouldn’t hesitate if someone called it, but different enough to keep her hidden.

      My driver’s license! For crying out loud!

      She’d handed it over to a police officer the day before, when the college girls who’d given her a ride got into a fender-bender about a mile outside the small town. There’d been no chance to slip away—the accident happened right in front of a patrol car. The officer had checked her license, handed it back, and sent her on her way. She’d thought that was the end of it.

      It wasn’t.

      That had to be how the men in the Escalade found her.

      Darn it!

      She had to be more careful. At the first opportunity, she’d need to get a forged license under her alias—something that could pass a cop’s inspection.

      Avoiding the police was the goal. But things didn’t always go according to plan. And mistakes like that could get her arrested… or worse.

      She glanced around the store, grateful no one paid any attention to her. In jeans and a bland T-shirt, she wasn’t wearing anything that would make her stand out. Hopefully, no one would remember seeing her if the men came around asking questions.

      Shifting the duffel higher on her shoulder, she lingered near the front of the store, forcing herself to look like just another customer killing time. The hum of fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, and the faint scent of motor oil and dust clung to the air.

      Through the front window, she watched until the vehicle turned left two blocks away. The second it disappeared, she pulled her hat lower, slipped out the door, and cut across the parking lot in the opposite direction.

      The duffel and her backpack dragged at her shoulders, growing heavier with every step, the straps biting into her skin. But she couldn’t leave either one behind—she needed the money, the gun, and what few clothes she’d grabbed on her way out of Chicago.

      Last night, the girls had dropped her at a rundown motel a few blocks away. Close to the bus station, where she could disappear again.

      She just had to make it there.

      Keeping to the shadows, she moved along the backs of buildings, slipping past dumpsters and delivery doors, using anything that might hide her. The sharp scent of garbage and stale grease hung in the narrow spaces, mixing with the distant sound of traffic. Every stretch of open ground felt like a spotlight, her pulse kicking up, her breathing turning shallow as she forced herself across it.

      She prayed she would make it out of the town alive because those men wouldn’t hesitate to kill her to get what they wanted.

      Twenty minutes later, she huddled in the back of a bus bound for Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. From there, she’d buy another ticket to God only knew where.

      As long as it took her farther away from those chasing her, she didn’t care.

      She had nothing left—nothing except her own life.
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      Inching forward in silence, his face painted tan and dark brown, the same colors as his camouflage fatigues, the man was almost invisible against the terrain surrounding a small village east of Zabul, Afghanistan. United States Navy Lieutenant KC Malone lay a mere forty yards behind a dilapidated structure where two U.S. Army pilots were being held captive. The building, a little larger than a tiki hut, was one of eight still standing in the otherwise destroyed and abandoned village now occupied by Taliban forces.

      The men had been taken hostage after their AH-64 Apache helicopter had been shot down six weeks ago, but their current location was far from the crash site as they’d been moved by rebel forces several times. However, less than thirty-six hours ago, CIA intelligence had finally pinpointed their position. Members of SEAL Team Six had been sent to retrieve the men before they were moved again or killed in retribution for the recent slaying of a high-ranking Taliban leader.

      Two minutes before oh-four-hundred, the camp of twenty-three terrorists lay quiet. All but three guards—who looked ready to drop where they stood.

      KC and his team had parachuted in three miles out and approached under the cover of darkness. They’d been in position for the past two hours, waiting for fatigue to take its toll.

      Fifteen men were spread strategically around the village, awaiting his signal.

      Chief Tobias Anderson III crouched to his left, ready to move in and recover the hostages. The rest would provide cover and distraction.

      A support team was two minutes out by chopper if things went sideways. The Black Hawk remained nearby, ready to extract them and the hostages.

      KC scanned the area one last time through his night-vision goggles, checked the time, then tapped the microphone on his communication headset. "It's a go."

      He had to keep himself from chuckling when he heard a soft voice respond through his earpiece. "Here comes trouble!"

      A half second later, an ammunition storage shack on the far side of the camp exploded in a thundering wall of flames. The terrorists, known in military speak as tangos, poured out into the compound in confusion and dropped to the ground as automatic gunfire was sprayed in their direction from all sides. KC and his chief quickly reached the back of the building housing the hostages and snuck their way around to the front entrance.

      The Taliban rebels desperately tried to return fire at the invisible enemy, well hidden in the dark of night. Those who were still alive were too busy running for cover to notice the two men entering the simple wood and brick structure. KC hurried over to the nearest man lying prone on the ground. Although the pilot was covered in dirt and grime, the lieutenant could still distinguish the remnants of the U.S. Army flight suit. The man appeared weak but alert.

      "Captain Nichols?" When the man nodded, his eyes widening in disbelief and hope, the SEAL continued with wry humor. "U.S. Navy, here to save your sorry butts, sir. Are you able to run?"

      The emaciated Captain nodded his head again and scrambled to his bare feet with the help of his rescuer. "I think so.”

      “Where’s Lieutenant Fischer?”

      “Over there,” Nichols replied, indicating the southwest corner of the dirt floor. “He was beaten up pretty badly yesterday. Been in and out of it all night."

      KC reached behind him, where he had a pair of combat boots and black socks hooked to his belt, and handed them to Nichols. “Here, quick. Throw these on. Figured you’d need them. I brought a pair for Fischer, but I doubt he’ll be running.”

      Rushing over to the unconscious man lying near the back wall, KC did a quick assessment. He thanked God when he found the man was breathing and had a weak pulse. Unable to rouse the young pilot, he picked him up and threw him over his shoulder in a fireman's carry as if he were a five-pound sack of potatoes. He told Nichols to join Chief Anderson, who stood at the door, his eyes and weapon aimed outside, providing cover. Speaking into his com-set, Malone informed the rest of his team that the hostages had been recovered, and they were ready to haul off to the extraction point. “Pick up the action, boys, so we can slip out of here and get a head start.

      The sound of gunfire immediately increased from the surrounding blackness. Anderson, Nichols, and then KC, carrying Fischer, filed out of the hut, disappearing over a nearby hill as fast as possible in absolute silence. KC had no trouble carrying the unconscious man over the treacherous terrain. The lieutenant weighed barely a hundred and forty pounds after his ordeal.

      The four men were met by two camouflaged SEALs about fifty yards out. One took point, guiding them through the darkness, while the other fell in beside Anderson at the rear, both men watching for any sign they’d been followed.

      Even before sunrise, the humidity clung like a wet blanket, thick and suffocating. The SEALs moved through it without breaking stride—they were used to worse—but Nichols struggled to keep up, his footing uneven, his strength nearly gone.

      He stumbled.

      Anderson caught him under the arm before he could hit the ground, hauling him upright and keeping him moving.

      Three minutes after they crested the first hill, KC’s team gave the all-clear, and he relayed it to the Army support staff back at base.

      He counted off thirty seconds in his head, steady and automatic, the rhythm ingrained from years of operations like this. Right on cue, the village behind them erupted under a U.S. airstrike, fire and debris ripping through the remaining enemy fighters as the rest of his team regrouped and caught up to them.

      A few moments later, the extraction bird came in low and fast, the thump of the rotors growing louder until it drowned out everything else. It set down roughly half a football field away, the downdraft blasting dirt and grit across the clearing as the team moved in a tight formation, heads down and weapons angled out.

      They reached the helicopter at a controlled run, loading up with the two rescued soldiers while the crew leaned out, grabbing arms, vests—anything they could—to haul them inside fast.

      The pilot didn’t waste time. The helicopter lifted almost as soon as the last man cleared the door, the maneuver smooth and practiced, the entire landing and takeoff taking less than ninety seconds as they pulled away from the burning village and left it behind.

      KC glanced around and surveyed his team—all were present and accounted for, with no signs of injuries. The hostages were alive and secure. Lieutenant Fischer was already being tended to by the team medic and showed signs of awakening.

      Thank goodness.

      It had been another successful mission. He wished they all went this smoothly, but that was like praying for the sky to fall. There were no guarantees in his business. The older he got, the more that sad fact was proven.

      Seated next to KC, Captain Nichols tapped him on the upper arm. "Not that I'm ungrateful for you rescuing us, but Army is still going to beat Navy at the next football game."

      “I don’t think so, sir. Hoo-yah!”

      The helicopter cabin erupted in a chorus of hoo-yahs, followed by relieved laughter as everyone relaxed and settled in for the long ride back to the base. KC closed his eyes and looked forward to heading home for four weeks of well-deserved leave.
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      “What do you mean you can’t find her? It’s a two-bit town without a Walmart! How big can the place be?”

      Leo Simmons flinched as Adrian Hernandez’s voice tore through his ear, each word sharper than the last, leaving no doubt how badly he’d screwed up. The only thing keeping him breathing was the slim chance he’d been given to fix it.

      Find the woman. Recover the money. No excuses.

      He dragged a hand over his face, jaw tight as the reality settled in. If he failed, Hernandez wouldn’t simply get rid of him. He was as good as dead once the drug dealer got a hold of him, and there wouldn’t be anything quick about the way it ended.

      Running crossed his mind, but it would be a futile effort. Hernandez’s reach stretched too far, his connections buried in too many places. Leo might make it to Canada, maybe even Mexico, but sooner or later, they’d find him.

      No, running wasn’t the answer.

      His grip tightened on the phone as hot anger pushed past the fear. It all came back to one person—Susan’s sister. She’d taken what wasn’t hers, and now he was the one paying for it.

      Not for long.

      He’d find her, and when he did, he’d make sure she answered for every second of this.

      When Hernandez stopped his rant to take a breath, Simmons tried to placate him. “The guy at the motel said she’d already left. We checked the bus depot and then drove up and down the main strip. There’s no sign of her, but we’ll keep looking.”

      “You’d better. This is your screw-up. Fix it!”

      The call disconnected, and he stared at the phone for a beat, jaw clenched, the urge to hurl it into the brick wall of the convenience store pulsing through him. The place smelled like stale coffee and something faintly sour, the kind of odor that clung to a place that never quite got clean.

      She had to be there.

      A cop ran her license late last night in this small town after a minor accident with a few other women. That was the only reason they’d even found the lead. Leo and two of Hernandez’s flunkies had driven straight through the night to get here, headlights cutting through miles of dark highway, but now they were stuck circling a town that refused to give her up.

      Kicking a discarded bottle, he sent it skittering across the asphalt, the hollow clatter echoing off the storefronts and earning him a glare from a man walking toward the store’s door. Leo ignored him. Frustration rode him hard as he strode back to the Cadillac, where the other two waited inside, the engine idling low.

      He yanked open the rear door, slid in, and slammed it shut. “Drive,” he snapped, shoving the phone into his pocket. “She’s here somewhere.”
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      Releasing a heavy sigh, KC turned off his vehicle's engine in the driveway of his uncle’s beach house. The small, blue house was trimmed in white and sported a quaint widow’s walk while resting just beyond the dunes of the pristine shoreline. Facing the Atlantic Ocean on the Outer Banks, the three-bedroom house sat on the edge of a sleepy little town named Whisper, North Carolina. Rather than a bustling tourist area, it was more of a small, tight-knit community where everyone knew everyone else. Not that it mattered to KC either way. He only needed a place to crash when he was on leave from “saving the world,” as his Uncle Dan proudly told everyone.

      Whisper, about ninety minutes south of where his SEAL team was stationed in Little Creek, Virginia, was the perfect place to wind down and recharge his body and mind. He was so exhausted, he didn’t know if he had the strength to get from his vehicle to the back door and into his bedroom before falling fast asleep.

      Taking a deep, cleansing breath, he forced himself to open the car door, grab his canvas duffel, and shuffle his way to the porch. He loved the smell of the salt water—fresh and crisp. It was part of why he’d joined the Navy instead of one of the other military branches.

      Another reason was the impression a retired Navy SEAL had made during KC’s high school career day many years ago. He saw the proud, steel look in the man’s eyes as he described the intense training and commitment required of all SEALs, and KC knew right then he wanted to experience it for himself. With his uncle’s encouragement, he enlisted as soon as he graduated from high school, and five years later, he survived the grueling six-month SEAL BUD/s (Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL) training program. He’d proudly served in the Navy ever since.

      Putting his key into the lock of the back door, he felt the weeks of cumulating tension begin to purge from his body. This place was his comfort zone—his Eden. The house and the surrounding area always fortified him, and it wouldn’t take long for him to feel like a normal person again. It would temporarily rid him of the feeling of walking a very long tightrope, worrying if the current mission would be the one when he or one of his teammates didn’t come home alive.

      He couldn’t pinpoint when the job had gone from an adrenaline rush to an extremely stressful career, but at thirty-five, he wondered if, maybe, his time in the SEALs was over. For the fourth or fifth time since he’d left the base, he contemplated taking the position of SEAL Training Instructor, which had been offered to him. He’d turned it down twice in the past because he was dedicated to his team and didn’t want to leave them, but now he was having second thoughts. Not about his team because, aside from his uncle and two brothers, the men in SEAL Team Six were family to him. However, the missions they’d been on lately had started to take a toll on him—mentally and physically. As things stood now, he was still up in the air about his decision, but he’d have plenty of time to think about it during his month-long leave. For now, though, he only wanted to climb into bed. In his current condition and mindset, he could probably sleep for at least forty-eight hours before his body finally rejuvenated itself.

      Letting his military green duffel drop inside the door with a thud, KC relocked the deadbolt, flipped the light switch on, turned around, and froze.

      What the⁠—

      The last thing he expected when he arrived at his uncle’s place was to be confronted by a slim, auburn-haired woman. She wore nothing but a terrified look on her face and a thin white T-shirt, which reached midway down her shapely thighs.

      She was also pointing a black and very deadly, semi-automatic 9mm at his chest.

      “Who are you, and how’d you get in here?” the woman demanded. The strength of her voice was in total contrast to the fear in her eyes and the unsteadiness with which she held the heavy gun in her outstretched hands.

      What the heck had he walked in on? Some transient who broke in, looking for a place to sleep? Well, if she was a transient, she was a darn cute one.

      Damn, he really was tired if he thought an intruder with a gun was cute.

      He held his arms out, palms open, to show her he wasn’t armed—well, he was, he just wasn’t prepared to let this crazed woman know it yet. He kept his voice low and calm. “I could be asking you the same thing.”

      “I asked you first.” Her weapon remained pointed at him as she inched her way to the left, putting several pieces of furniture between them.

      He didn’t shift his stance or do anything to give her a reason to pull the trigger. “I’m KC Malone. This is my uncle’s place, and I stay here when I’m in town. Now, why don’t you lower that gun before someone gets hurt?”

      The woman narrowed her shockingly blue eyes. Even at the distance separating them, they were the color of the shallow waters of the Caribbean Sea. Nevertheless, she showed no signs of relinquishing her perceived vantage point. “That someone is going to be you if you move a muscle. I rented this house from Dan Malone, and he didn’t mention anything about a nephew.”

      “That’s impossible.” He shook his head slowly. “Uncle Dan would never rent this place.”

      Her chin tilted up in defiance despite the slight tremor in it. “Well, apparently, he would, and he did. Three days ago. To me. Now leave.”

      He noticed the gun’s weight was taking its toll on the woman’s extended arms as they began to shake and sway. He let out a loud, weary sigh. “What can I say or do to convince you to set the gun down, or better yet, put it away?”

      “You can leave, that’s what you can do.”

      “Sorry, honey, that’s not going to happen.” He noticed her eyes flared in silent fury at the personal endearment. “What else?”

      “If you’re really his nephew, prove it.” Her tone told him no matter what he said, it wouldn’t make a difference to her.

      He scanned the room and realized that if his uncle did lease the house to this woman, he’d kept it fully furnished. Nothing had changed, and all the Malone family’s things still decorated the comfortable room. No evidence of personal items that might belong to the woman who stood before him was in sight.

      Even though he thought it was strange, he ignored the simple fact for the moment and pointed to the mantle over the red brick fireplace. “The picture on the left is of my uncle, brothers, and me on last year’s fishing trip. My hair’s a little longer now, but that’s me on the far right. I’m in many of the photos around the room, but that’s the most recent.”

      He stayed perfectly still as the woman approached the fireplace to look at the picture, keeping enough distance between her and KC to ensure he wouldn’t attack her. He could easily overtake her, but she was obviously scared, and there was no point in anyone being hurt unnecessarily.

      She glanced at the photo, then back at him, but said nothing. Evidently, she was still wary.

      “And the football trophy next to it is from my senior year of high school, when we won the state championship. It has my name on it. If you let me take my wallet out, I can show you my license.”

      The woman thought about it for a moment, then nodded. “OK, but slowly.”

      He eased his leather wallet out of his back pocket and tossed it on the floor at her feet. Keeping the gun trained on him, she cautiously lowered herself to the ground to pick it up. Opening the smooth leather case, she studied his license and then tossed the brown wallet back to him. He caught it in his right hand and slowly returned it to his rear pocket, keeping his left hand where she could see it.

      The tension in her face and shoulders eased slightly, but the weapon was still pointed at him. “Okay, I’m convinced you are related to Mr. Malone, but it doesn’t explain what you’re doing sneaking in here in the middle of the night, scaring the hell out of me. You have to leave. Now!”

      KC let out another frustrated sigh. The situation was getting old and annoying really fast. “Look. I already proved I’m Dan’s nephew. Can you put away the damn gun before you accidentally shoot me?”

      Her hand shook. “How do you know it would be an accident and not on purpose?”

      Oh, for Pete's sake. He lowered his arms and bent to retrieve his duffel bag, only a smidgen faster than a snail’s pace so as not to alarm her. “Look, lady, I wasn’t sneaking in here. I still don’t know who you are, and right now, I’m too exhausted to give a damn. Shoot me, or let me go to bed. It’s two o’clock in the morning, and I haven’t had more than a three-hour nap in over fifty-four hours.”

      Her jaw dropped as he walked toward the hallway leading to the two downstairs bedrooms. “But... but you can’t stay here.”

      He stopped and glared at her over his shoulder. “Why the hell not? Look, I’m about to drop dead of exhaustion, and I’m not getting back into my car to find another place to sleep when there’s a comfortable, empty bed right here. I’m also not going to hurt you. Trust me, you’re safer with me than almost anyone else. We’ll work this out in the morning. Right now, I’m going to go to sleep.”

      The woman stared at him in shock, mouth agape, gun in hand, as he strode down the hall. He entered the smaller of the two bedrooms, shut the door behind him with a faint resounding click, and turned the lock. He honestly didn’t think she would shoot him, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

      What is Uncle Dan up to now?

      She had to be someone the older man decided to help—he was always coming to the aid of people down on their luck. And from the look on her face, she fit the Dan Malone profile of a person who could use a helping hand. While he wouldn’t deny she had been sexy as sin in her T-shirt, pretending to be a female Rambo, she was a little too skinny. And the dark circles under her eyes appeared to be from more than having her beauty sleep interrupted.

      It was too late to wake his uncle, although KC was tempted, so he quickly stripped down to his boxer briefs and literally fell into bed. The last image in his mind as sleep overtook him was a pair of long legs and a white T-shirt.
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      What the hell?

      Moriah lowered herself to the couch and continued to stare at the door the stranger had closed moments before. She still wasn’t sure what had happened or why the man, KC, he’d called himself, was still here and what she would do about it. Heck, she wasn’t even sure if that was his name or his initials. She’d only looked at his picture when she glanced at his license, too scared to take her eyes off him for long.

      She couldn’t go back to sleep with a strange man across the hallway from her room. She couldn’t force him to leave on her own—he’d proven that. She also didn’t want to call Mr. Malone at such a late hour to come over and get his nephew out of there. And she definitely wasn't calling the police to remove him—that would result in too many questions she couldn’t answer. Moriah reluctantly realized her only option was to make a pot of coffee, stay up, and wait for KC to wake up. Then she would convince him he had to leave. If he wouldn’t, she’d have to hit the road and disappear again.

      Four miserable hours later, Moriah was still sitting on the couch, the gun on the cushion beside her within easy reach, as she sipped her third cup of coffee. She didn’t know why she bothered drinking the potent brew because it made her more nervous than she already was.

      The only light in the room came from a lamp on the end table, casting a soft glow across the space. She’d flipped off the kitchen light earlier because it felt too bright, too exposing, and the chandelier over the dining table had been even worse. A well-worn copy of Jaws lay facedown beside her, where she’d dropped it after trying—and failing—to focus on the same page for the fifth time.

      She glanced around, taking in the family photos scattered throughout the room. Many featured Dan Malone with KC and his brothers, all of them undeniably handsome. Some had clearly been taken when the boys were kids, posing with their uncle, while others showed them with a couple she assumed were their parents.

      In one photo, the three prepubescent boys were at a rodeo dressed like cowboys, grinning as they stood beside a horse. In another, they were even younger and wore pint-sized military uniforms, maybe for Halloween.

      There were also pictures of a much younger Dan and a beautiful blonde woman, and from how they looked at each other, it was apparent they were very much in love. Moriah wondered who the woman was and where she was today. Gun in hand, she stood and took a quick scan of the multiple frames around the room and in the hallway, but couldn’t find any recent photos of the woman or updated photos of the boys’ parents.

      The

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/image-64c1f7.jpg






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
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TERMINATION
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DISCLAIMER
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