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        This one is for Hillary, who beat me out for valedictorian all those years ago. Look at me now!

        –Meredith

      

        

      
        For the CCHS Senior Class of ’95. And to #48 of the South Side Hawks, who not only popped my cherry, but whose sensational tight end still gets me hot and bothered to this day.

        –Mia
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

          CLARE

        

      

    

    
      My heart pounded so loudly I could hear it. It reverberated through my body, creating an unexpected pulse between my thighs.

      We won. We won!

      I screamed, jumping up and down on the sideline, too overwhelmed with our victory—Eric’s victory. Eric Hayward was the only player I ever noticed on the football field. Ironically, I don’t think he had seen me once in the nearly four years we’d attended high school together. Until his soft brown eyes met mine from across the field. The chaos of the stadium fell to a mere murmur in my mind. Impossibly, my heart raced faster. He shot me a broad, sweet grin that was designed by God to melt teenage girls’ panties. My lips parted and curved into a smile.

      Then Travis, by far the tallest and best-built player on the field, crashed into Eric with a manly hug. They laughed and hollered with the others, and just that quickly…our connection was broken. A tiny bit of my heart fell, but another part celebrated our brief moment, however fleeting.

      I gathered up some of the football equipment from the sideline and carried it into the school. A few minutes later, the team barreled through the doors. I turned, unable to resist the chance to visually appreciate the view of a bunch of hot, sweaty football players.

      Eric trailed behind the others. Without his helmet, his sandy brown hair was darkened with sweat and messy from his exertions on the field. Even so, with his flushed cheeks and proud smile, he was irresistible. I couldn’t take my eyes off him, and as the rest of the team poured into the locker room, he lingered, until we stood only inches away from each other.

      Silence hung in the air between us, but somehow I managed to find my voice. “Congratulations, Eric. You were amazing out there.”

      Before I knew it, he brought his hand to my face. My heart beat wildly in my chest. First, a look, and now, his touch. Warm and firm. Possessive. Something deep in my core clenched, as I remembered many nights when I would have given anything to have him look at me the way he was looking at me right now.

      He bent slightly, and instinctively I reached up toward him, lifting myself on my toes to bring us closer. Presumptuous, maybe, but I wanted that closeness with him, even if he rejected me. But he didn’t. Instead, he brought his lips to mine, and his earthy musk filled my lungs. He was tentative only a moment before sliding his palm behind my neck, holding us together. As if I’d had any plans to resist his touch. He probed my mouth with his tongue, and I moaned, because he tasted like lust and confidence…and all the things I imagined someone as untouchable as Eric Hayward would.

      I clenched my fists, holding myself back from climbing the beautiful body in front of me. Ten seconds, a minute. I had no idea how long Eric kissed me, but when we parted, I couldn’t breathe. Then I couldn’t stop breathing. I might have been hyperventilating, or hallucinating. But damn, I wanted his lips on me again. I wanted his hands. I wanted more of the tease of his tongue on mine and everywhere else. I’d spent so many nights lying in bed, dreaming of the way he’d fuck me—if by some miracle he’d ever notice me in the first place. Heaven help me, I ached for that now more than ever.

      His eyes were still bright, energy radiating off him from the win, but his smile had faded. His breath was as ragged as my own. Probably from the adrenaline of winning. It couldn’t be from this…from…me?

      “Damn,” he whispered, his gaze trailing over me from head to toe, lighting each part of me on fire. I pressed my hot palms against the cool cinder block wall behind me. Hormones lit up under my skin, causing a fierce ache at the core of me that had never known the touch of a man.
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      My body hurt. The opposing team’s linebacker hadn’t pulled any punches with that last hit. I drew in a deep breath as the water tumbled over me. I ran my hands over my sore body, the aches a mere whisper of what they’d be tomorrow. Then I soaped up my cock, which was stiffer than I’d ever wanted it to be in a locker room full of guys. But I couldn’t get the feel of Clare’s lips out of my head. I imagined her lips everywhere and her sweet little tongue sliding up and down my dick.

      Clare was a pretty girl but unassuming. I’d hardly noticed her since she’d moved to Ridgeville our freshman year. Her body was always concealed under clothes that were simple and functional—never stylish or cluttered with brand logos. Now all I could think about was how her faded blue jeans hugged her hips. How her cotton T-shirts molded over her modest but perky tits. Her strawberry-blond hair was a wild tangle of curls, so soft between my fingers when I’d tasted her sweet mouth only moments ago.

      I stroked my semi-hard cock, stifling a groan.

      Fuck me, that kiss hit me harder than the linebacker had. Where the hell did that come from? And what on earth had possessed me to kiss her in the first place? What was I, a soldier home from war? Pretty much. I’d just thrown the winning touchdown pass in the biggest game of my life. I was eighteen years old and nothing on this earth could have felt better.

      I lathered my hair, pulling at the roots to distract me from imagining what might feel better. Like stripping Clare of her frumpy clothes and burying myself deep inside her.

      Goddamn. I growled, hastily rinsing off my body. I either needed to get piss drunk tonight or I needed to find Mandy and convince her to give me one for the road. We’d been broken up for a couple weeks. After being accepted to different colleges, we agreed long distance wasn’t going to work for us. We had too much temptation as it was. She was sexy and outgoing. And I had a line of pussy out the door at Ridgeville High. I didn’t expect college to be much different.

      I grabbed a towel, wrapped it around my waist, and went to the girls’ locker room, knowing I’d find her there with the other cheerleaders. I had no idea what I’d say, but it’d have to be convincing. She’d already slept with one of my teammates, I figured just to make the point that she was over me. Fuck her. I was over her too. I just needed someone to get Clare out of my head.

      And then…there was Clare, carrying an armful of towels across the hallway. She stopped short.

      “Hey. Sorry.” Her sweet little mouth made the smallest of movements.

      I wanted that mouth. Mandy could go to hell, because I was going to have it.

      “Coach wants to talk to you,” I said quickly.

      Her eyes went wide. “He does?”

      “Yeah, he said to meet him in his office. Come on.”

      She hesitated, her soft blue eyes shifting over me, down to where my cock was bulging under my towel, and then back up to my face. Something primal in me was tearing her clothes off in my mind. Goddamn, I just needed to be inside her. Her mouth, her pussy. Something that was Clare.
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      Eric didn’t give me much chance to question him. I was utterly confused. A mix of anxiety and desire mingled in the lower part of my belly. Why would Coach want to see me? More importantly, why was Eric, the sexy quarterback who’d just kissed me out of the blue, taking me to him? I didn’t care that Eric was leading me by the hand, but I could barely keep up with him as we walked swiftly toward the coach’s office. He tugged me into the tiny empty room.

      I dropped the towels on the floor by the door and looked around for the coach. “Where⁠—”

      “Doesn’t matter,” Eric rasped. He closed the door and pressed me against it with his hard body. “I fucking need you, Clare. Tell me you want that too.”

      The breath rushed out of me, and a broken, “Yes,” left my lips with it.

      He answered with a low growl before he kissed me again. Harder than before. Less cautious and more desperate somehow. I kissed him back, tangling my tongue with his, reveling in his taste. I arched toward him but barely moved because he was pressed against me so hard. And he was so hard.

      Oh, God. How was this happening? I couldn’t resist any longer. I reached for him, sifting my fingers through his damp hair. He groaned and started pulling at my clothes. I was so wet, aching and pulsing, praying that every touch led to where I hoped it would. With Eric inside me, making me his.

      He turned us and pushed me against the coach’s desk. My ass rested on the lip of the metal surface while Eric quickly stripped off my shirt and bra. I should have been shy—I always had been. But instead of covering myself, I pushed my chest out, as if to say, Take what’s yours, Eric.

      Heat smoldered in his gaze, and he licked his lips.

      “Put your mouth on me,” I whispered. All my need and want felt like gravel in my throat. If he sucked my tits I would probably burst into flames, but I didn’t care.

      Then he did, tugging my hot, sensitive skin into his mouth with fervor. I didn’t burst into flames, but a gush of warmth slickened my pussy. I recognized the physical reaction from the fantasies I’d entertained at home in my bedroom, but already I knew I’d never been this wet and wanton before. Fantasy Eric had nothing on real Eric, with his sexy hands and mouth all over me.

      I shifted my hips, anxious and antsy for more. He released my nipple with a pop and came back to my lips, kissing me savagely. He slid a hand down the front of my jeans. One slight movement over my clit through my cotton panties had me jolting under his touch.

      He paused, pinning me with his stare. “You okay?”

      “I want you to fuck me. Eric, I want it to be you. I’ve never wanted anything this much. Please.”

      I shouldn’t have let on that I was a virgin. I should have just let him take it, but a little part of me needed him to know. My virginity was a gift I could only give once. I’d held onto it for eighteen years, and he was the one I wanted to have it. I didn’t know Eric very well, but hopefully he deserved it and would make it good for me. How could someone as hot as Eric Hayward be anything but a dream in bed?

      We weren’t in bed, but I wasn’t about to be picky. Never acknowledging my invitation with words, he worked my jeans off my hips and kissed down my thighs. Then the door swung open.

      I sucked in a panicked breath. Eric and I were up to no good, and by the shocked look on Coach’s face, he seemed to recognize that instantly.

      I considered covering myself, but instead I stood proud. I’d ranked at the top of my class all four years at Ridgeville, but somehow Eric Hayward on his knees ready to fuck me silly felt like my crowning achievement.

      Instead of yelling and telling us to get dressed, Coach walked in slowly. Only when he stepped to the side did I realize he wasn’t alone. Travis’s large frame appeared behind him. His jaw fell and his lascivious gaze seemed to zero right on the wet panties that were the only scrap of clothing covering me. The door slammed shut and Travis shot a nervous glance at Coach, who showed no emotion or inclination as to what he would do next.

      Eric stood, his substantial erection tenting the terry cloth of his towel. Oh, how I wanted to rip that towel off. Fantasy Eric was well-endowed, and I just knew the flesh and blood version of Eric would be too.

      “Don’t stop on my account,” Coach said sharply.

      “Sorry, Coach. We got a little carried away after the win.” Eric didn’t look as regretful as his words let on. Maybe he was expecting Coach to let us off the hook. Eric was the star of the team, after all.

      Coach crossed his arms and leaned against the wall. “Travis was the one who scored tonight. If he hadn’t caught your pass, you wouldn’t be celebrating right now.”

      Travis and Eric shared a look, but I didn’t know what was passing between them. All I knew was that I was horny as hell, and I needed Eric’s cock like I needed my high school diploma.

      Eric finally spoke. “What are you saying, Coach?”

      “Not very sportsmanlike not to share, Hayward. You boys played hard out there.”

      The boys said nothing, and Coach glanced in my direction.

      Energy—fear and anticipation and a breath I was holding too long—lodged in my chest. Was he serious? Travis’s stance was wide, his gaze shameless. He adjusted the hard bulge in his jeans and ran his other hand through his damp blond hair. He must have just showered too.

      Two smoking hot football players? A moment ago I only had to worry about being good enough for Eric. I wasn’t sure how I’d satisfy them both, being so inexperienced myself. Eric must have read the hesitation in my expression because he squared his body with mine and teased his thumb up the seam of my pussy, flicking harder over my clit through the cotton. He leaned down, his breath warm against my ear.

      “We’ll make it good for you. I promise, Clare. I want to see you come so fucking bad.”

      I exhaled and struggled to fill my lungs again. I nodded, licking my lips nervously. The warm brown of Eric’s eyes soothed me, and I imagined that I saw affection in those beautiful depths. I believed in that moment I could trust Eric to take care of me.

      “Okay.” The word left me shakily, but I had a feeling I’d be too busy getting fucked six ways from Sunday to say much more tonight.

      Coach cleared his throat, a sudden sound that seemed to snap the rest of us from our lusting and longing. I shifted my gaze from Eric’s and met Coach’s eyes, which were unreadable.

      “I’ll leave you to it then,” he said, before turning to leave.

      The door slammed shut behind him, leaving a thick silence between the rest of us. Then Travis went to work unfastening his pants, and my heart jumped into a rapid beat. Eric laid me down lengthwise on the desk and took my panties off. “Her pussy is mine,” he muttered roughly.

      Travis smiled in acknowledgement, and a wonderful feeling of surrender softened every muscle in my body.

      Eric finally rid himself of the towel, revealing the embodiment of every fantasy I’d ever had. His erection was long and gloriously thick. I was terrified and thrilled all at once. He lifted his chin toward Travis. “Condom?”

      Travis smirked and pulled his wallet out, withdrawing two condoms and handing one to Eric. “Good thing I always carry plenty.”

      Eric sheathed his gorgeous length and began fingering my pussy, slipping into my wetness as if he was testing me. Travis stroked the outline of his cock through his boxers with one hand and brushed his thumb over my lips with the other. “Wow, you’re really beautiful, Clare. How did it take me this long to notice?”

      He surprised me by lowering down and kissing me gently. He smelled different than Eric. Spicier, with a hint of cologne.

      Then I felt Eric’s cock nudging against my entrance. I sucked in a breath, fear suddenly overriding my desire. I curled my hands over the edge of the desk, holding on, not knowing exactly what to expect.
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      My body raged with lust, but more than anything, I wanted to make this good for Clare. I pushed a little farther into her wet heat, feeling the resistance of her virginity against the head of my cock.

      She was tight, but I wasn’t sure if that was desire or fear making her clutch at the tip of my aching dick. Her fingers were curled around the edge of the desk while Travis kissed her. I released her tense fingers and took her hand in mine. I wanted her to hang onto me, not a piece of metal, as I was obliterating her innocence.

      I gave her shallow strokes until she relaxed. Travis was at her neck, sucking at her skin. I envied him, getting to taste her and breathe her in. Finally she sighed, her muscles going lax again. Now. I needed to take her now.

      I pushed through that invisible barrier, and my eyes rolled back. I should have stopped and given her time to acclimate to me, but she felt too good, too fucking perfect. I thrust again, going as deep as her body would let me this time. Her grip on my hand was firm, but Travis was at her tits now, sucking and massaging each one until she moaned.

      I squeezed her hand, silently asking her to tell me if it was too much. She threaded her fingers through mine and whimpered with pleasure. That was enough to spur me on.

      I fucked her in steady strokes. Each one tested my resolve to hold out and make this good for her. I’d promised her I would. I couldn’t fail her, especially since she’d been a virgin until a moment ago. But for the first time I was grateful that Travis was here as backup if I lost control. She’d get hers, one way or the other.

      Travis was stroking his dick now, and I was wondering where he planned to put it. I recognized the lust in his gaze when he lifted his head.

      “Turn her around, Hayward. Let me have some of that ass.”

      I cursed silently. I didn’t want to fucking share her, but I knew I probably had to. I pulled Clare up into my arms. She melded against my chest, her eyes soft and hazy.

      I kissed her softly. “You okay?”

      I couldn’t hide the concern in my tone. Travis would have to go home unsatisfied if that was what she wanted. But where I expected fear in her eyes, I only saw soft resignation.

      She sighed against my lips. “I’m good, I promise.”

      “Thank fuck,” Travis breathed, stroking his cock a little faster and stepping back.

      Carefully I turned us so I was lying on the desk and she was straddling me. I shoved my cock deep into her tissues again, and she sighed like I belonged there.

      Then Travis was behind her, lubing her with his spit and lining himself up to her ass. I held her tight, bracing her for what was about to be another intense invasion.

      I flashed him a warning look, silently demanding he be gentle with her. He nodded, and then he slowly claimed her. I held her tight and kissed her fiercely. She tensed, and her high-pitched moan was muffled between our mouths. Then she relaxed a little and shifted her hips like she was experimenting with this new situation.

      The pressure was intense. I wasn’t thrilled that Travis’s dick was in my girl, but it did take the pleasure off the charts. We took turns, thrusting, whispering praises to her. Because she was incredible, taking both of us like a champ.

      “Yes, oh God, yes.” Her voice was shaky and desperate. She was so close. Fuck, so was I.

      Then we were merciless, going at her with all we had. She screamed, shaking from head to toe, and Travis stilled his motions with a strangled sound and one last punch of his hips.

      I still hadn’t come, but the orgasm was crawling up my spine.

      Travis slipped out of her, and stumbled back. “Damn, Clare…”

      I took that opportunity to drive into Clare harder and faster until she clenched around me. Nothing had ever felt this good. “Fuck, yeah. Come for me. One more time. Squeeze my dick the way you do, Clare.”

      A broken cry left her lips, and a second later, I came hard, pushing up into her as far as I could go. She collapsed in a weak pile against my chest.

      Travis trashed the condom and zipped his pants up. “Clare, it’s a goddamn shame we didn’t find you earlier. We were ten and O. We could have celebrated this way every time. Your ass…fuck.”

      I let out a tired exhale. “Enough, Travis. I’ll catch you later.”

      “Sure thing. I’ll see you later, Clare,” he said with a wink before leaving us alone.

      No, he goddamn wouldn’t. I stayed nestled inside her, my arms holding her against me.

      “What are you thinking about?” she whispered, feathering her fingertips down my cheek, her light blue eyes wide and still so innocent.

      “I don’t want to let you go yet,” I admitted, too blitzed from coming so hard to think twice about what I was saying.

      But what did it matter? Mandy was in the past, and before long we’d graduate and be off to college, on to a completely different life than the one we’d known here. Maybe for the first time in my life I could say what I was really thinking and own it.

      “Feels good to hear you say that,” she murmured, like she wanted to say more or hear more.

      “Not as good as this felt.” I thrust up inside her gently. Bliss. Her pussy was pure fucking bliss.

      As she bit her lip, her cunt rippled down my length. “That felt good too.”

      I fought the urge to drive into her again, to keep her riding me until I was fully hard again. Keeping my grip firm on her hips, I stilled and breathed deeply through my nose.

      “Were you okay with…Travis? I didn’t plan for things to play out that way when I brought you here.”

      She shrugged. “It was fun. I mean, it was really intense. The sensations. And even though we weren’t alone, somehow I felt like it was just us.”

      “I couldn’t take my eyes off you. I’ve never enjoyed watching someone come as much as I did tonight with you. You’re incredible.”

      Silence fell as I realized how that must have sounded to her. I’d fucked plenty of girls, but I was the only man, other than Travis, she’d been with in any way. I didn’t know how else to tell her how special she was in the current context, though. I cursed inwardly and then decided not to worry about it. We’d had fun. She’d come. More importantly, somehow through all of this we’d found each other…discovered what sex could be like between us. Two strangers who wouldn’t have given each other a second glance before.

      I finally lifted her enough to pull out. I’d grown softer, but not completely. I could have fucked her for hours…all night long if we had a more private place. But I had to get back to the guys to finish celebrating with them. And she’d be sore if I took her as long and hard as I wanted to. I could hardly believe this had been her first time, but I was glad that if anyone had shared the experience with me, it was Travis. He loved women as much, if not more, than I did.

      I was already replaying the night in my mind, tucking a dozen intoxicating moments into my memory for later. As I finished dressing, I felt her gaze hot on me.

      “What are you thinking about?” she asked.

      “Nothing, babe.” I forced the goofy grin off my face. I went to her and kissed her one last time. One last memory… “I’ll see you around, okay?”

      Warmth glittered in her pretty blue eyes. “See you around.”
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      After Eric left, I dressed quickly. Oddly, I didn’t feel quite as dirty as I should have. I liked the idea of Eric’s sweat against my skin. Even Travis’s. He smelled different than Eric, felt different. And his mouth… I flushed at the thought.

      Then I started to wonder what Eric’s mouth would feel like on my pussy. Would he plunge his tongue and fingers inside me if given another chance? My belly clenched low, and I almost regretted my reaction to the vision. I’d be craving those sensations until…until we found a chance to meet again. If he truly wanted to, maybe that would be soon. Maybe before the school year was over. I wouldn’t feel this way again until I found someone else to ease that ache.

      Already, I knew Eric was the only one I wanted inside me again. Unless he happened to have Travis with him. Then I’d probably have to consider them both.

      I stepped out into the hallway, and closed Coach’s door behind me with a click. Outside of the office, the brief haven where I’d lost my virginity and shared a few precious moments with the unofficial love of my life, everything felt different. The fluorescent ceiling lights illuminating the hallway seemed to highlight what I’d done the way a black light revealed the secrets of a crime scene. My wilted, slightly damp clothes. My unruly hair. The sheen of dried perspiration against my skin. Would someone be able to see it on me, what I’d done?

      I’d risked everything. My school record. Maybe college. My reputation, though it was socially unremarkable, would have become remarkable in all the wrong ways. But I’d gone into this willingly. More than willingly. All the years of secretly loving Eric had culminated with this night where my fantasies could play out. And so many of them had.

      A door opened down the hall, and a rush of female voices and bodies started toward me—the cheerleading squad, dressed in their stylish clothes. Their hair was done up in tight buns and ponytails, their faces vibrantly made up. Mandy Keller was at the forefront, leading the rest down the hallway toward me. I leaned against the office door, forcing my body flat against it, wishing I could disappear inside that small haven again until they passed.

      Mandy and the girls passed me one by one. A few of them gave me bored sidelong glances. Mandy didn’t. I didn’t exist to her, and for good reason. She was beautiful and popular. At the top of the desirable female food chain at Ridgeville High. That’s why she’d been with Eric. Yes, Eric had had her. I couldn’t deny that was true.

      He’d fucked her too.

      He’d seen her come.

      The door at the other end of the hall closed behind them, leaving silence. All I could do was smile.
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        Six months later…

      

      

      “Pomp and Circumstance” blared through the speakers in the auditorium as I led the senior class down the long center aisle. Once we reached the end, the line parted and my classmates took their seats among the rows of metal folding chairs. Leaving them, I headed up a small set of stairs, taking my appointed place on stage. While everyone settled into their chairs, I braved a nervous glance at my classmates, my focus settling on the only face I’d thought about in months.

      Eric’s.

      Sometimes I wondered if it had all been a dream. It had been six long months since we parted ways in the coach’s office, but I could still remember how incredible his thick cock felt thrusting inside me, fucking me into a blissful oblivion. I had given him my innocence, and in exchange, he and his best friend had introduced me to a world of pleasure unlike anything I could have ever imagined.

      I couldn't fathom how anything could ever top that. The delicious memory of the way he and Travis had filled me up was enough to make my pussy constantly ache for another round. But we were graduating now. I wasn’t sure what the summer would hold before we all left for college.

      While Principal Morris addressed our senior class, I gave one last look at the note cards in my hand. I didn’t want to take any chances. This speech was simply too important for me to mess up.

      Suddenly, all the hairs on my arm stood on end as a rush of energy hit me. Holding my breath, I slowly lifted my head and glanced out across the crowd.

      One look.

      That’s all it took for Eric Hayward’s potent stare to pin me to my chair.

      “It gives me great pleasure to introduce this year’s valedictorian, Miss Clare Winston.” The principal announcing my name severed our powerful connection.

      Rattled with nervous energy, I stood and smoothed down my gown. As I crossed the stage to stand behind the podium, I could feel Eric’s dark gaze follow, stripping me naked with his eyes. Shuffling my note cards in front of me, I forced a smile, took a deep breath, and addressed the full auditorium. Through each word I spoke, I silently coached myself not to look at him. But the longer I stood, the harder it became. Turning my head, I gave in to the overwhelming temptation.

      Once my eyes locked to his, the large audience of parents and students seemed to fade away. A knowing look passed over his features, making every inch of my skin prickle with desire. When he slowly licked his lips, my clit throbbed, aching for his mouth.

      A heated blush spread across my body. Gripping the sides of the podium, I braced myself, feeling my knees weaken. I took a deep breath and continued on with my speech. As I delivered the last line

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/white-square-pv.jpg
PAGE
&
VINE





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





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About Meredith Wild
      


      		
        About Mia Michelle
      


      		
        Also by Meredith Wild
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About Meredith Wild


      		Also by Meredith Wild


    


  


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/valedictorian-1800x2700.jpg
 MEREDITH WiLD
MIA MICHELLE






