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      Two years ago Royal walked in on his husband Bobby in bed with another man, leaving him a single dad with a three year old boy and a baby girl, who he loves with all his heart. Now his ex and the other man are getting married and they want the kids in the wedding.

      Logan received divorce papers when his husband Rick cheated on him, leaving him with a four year old son and another child on the way. He resents having to let his ex have his son every second weekend, but is happy he doesn't have to share his little girl.

      When Royal gets to his room at the destination wedding resort, he meets Logan and the two men get along like a house on fire, commiserating over the fact that their exes cheated with each other, are getting married, and that they want the kids to be a part of the ceremony.

      Commiseration becomes friendship, and the kids all consider each other siblings. Can Royal and Logan find more than friendship with each other?
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      Royal propped himself against the counter at the hotel resort check-in, keeping hold of Pixie’s hand so she didn’t run off. “Leo, stay with me please.”

      They just wanted to run around and play, and he didn’t blame them. After traveling since six a.m., he needed to let his own yayas out, and he wasn’t five or two. Why were they here again? Oh, right, his ex’s wedding. He rolled his eyes, then managed to give the girl behind the desk a smile as she caught him doing it.

      “Sorry, long day. Royal Lamont to check-in. I’ve got two kids, and we’re with the Rainbow Unicorn wedding.” Only Bobby would have insisted on giving his second wedding a code name and that it be rainbow unicorn. He’d managed to say it with a straight face, though, so go him. He’d been practicing resting calm face ever since Bobby had told him that not only was he marrying the man he’d cheated on Royal with, but that he wanted the kids to be a part of the wedding. Then it had seemed that there was something new—bigger, grander, and no doubt hugely more expensive—every day. It seemed that Bobby’s new man—Rick—was not versed in reeling Bobby in the way Royal had been.

      He reminded himself that this was not his circus and Pixie and Leo were the only monkeys that belonged to him. Dress and suit fittings, rehearsal dinner, the wedding and reception, and then he and the kids had a week at the resort to play and have fun, and just be. He could do this.

      “You’ve got a suite on the ground floor so you’re right on the beach.”

      “Is there a fenced balcony?” He was hoping to let the kids be outside without having to worry about them running right for the ocean.

      “Yes, there is. The fact you had little children was noted in the file. I’ll have your key card ready for you in a jiffy.”

      “Thanks. Soon, guys. And then we can go check out the ocean, okay?”

      “The ocean! Yay!” Leo cheered, and Pixie joined in with her own cheers.

      Oh yay, life was always so much better when they were in good moods. He was so proud of them for not letting all the traveling and mucking up of their routines throw them off too badly.

      “Here’s your key card, sir. Room 1027 is down that hall to the right. If you need anything, dialing zero on the house phone will get you the concierge, and room service is five. One gives you the front desk. And I’m to tell you there’s a welcome party for the wedding attendees at eight in the Fiesta Luna ballroom.”

      “Thank you.” Eight? Was he expected to bring the kids to something that started at eight after they’d been traveling all day? He took a deep breath. Right. Zen. Calm. He was just here to make sure the kids’ needs were met while they participated in Bobby Dad’s wedding.

      “Leo? Brudder?” The sound of his son’s name surprised the hell out of him, and he half-turned to see a tall tanned man holding the hand of a little boy and carrying a small toddler. “Leo!”

      “Gage! Hi! Daddy, this is Gage and the baby and the baby’s daddy!”

      Well he’d be damned, it was Logan. Rick’s ex-husband, the other cuckold. Which was a pretty old-fashioned word that boiled down to their husbands had cheated with each other.

      “Hey, Logan. I see they’ve roped you into this… thing too.” The kids didn’t need to hear what he called it in his head.

      “Indeed.” Logan’s voice was dry as dust. “Gage is co-ring-bearer.”

      “At least your little one looks too young to be a flower power girl.” He made air quotes around the words flower power girl.

      “Emma is not a part of Rick’s family. She’s only eighteen months old.”

      He did some quick mental math, coming up with “found cheating” in the early days of the baby cooking. Ouch. Bobby and Rick deserved each other frankly. The only reason he wasn’t wishing them anything more evil than boils on their balls was because of the kids.

      “You guys staying past the wedding?” he asked.

      “For a week, yeah. The flights were cheapest that way, and I’m not paying for the room and it’s all-inclusive, so…” Logan’s grin was positively evil.

      He grinned right back. “We’re doing the same thing. Looks like the boys will have someone to play with.” That had been his main worry, that Leo would be terribly bored and get cranky, but if there was not only someone his own age, but someone he knew? That worked out great.

      “And this little one? How old is she?”

      “Pixie is two!” Leo said. “She’s a girl. They’re no fun.”

      He bit back his laughter, but he knew his eyes were twinkling with amusement. “Leo has been waiting forever for Pixie to be old enough to play with.”

      “Yeah, Gage was excited to have a new brother even if he and Leo aren’t technically related.” Logan chuckled. “Are you going to the welcome party?”

      “I don’t think so. The kids are going to be in bed by 8. It was an early rise this morning, and all the excitement of traveling. We’re looking to see our room and then hit the waves before grabbing a bite for supper. You?”

      “My sentiments exactly. I’m not here to make nice. I’m here because Gage wanted to be a part.”

      “This is us right here.” Royal nodded to the door of the room he was sharing with his kids for the next week. “Did you want to meet out on the beach in fifteen-twenty minutes or so? The boys can run their pent-up energy out together.”

      “Sounds great. We’re neighbors.” Logan headed to the next door over. “We even share a connecting door.”

      “The boys will no doubt enjoy that. We’ll see you out the back in fifteen.” He opened the door, discovering their room was a huge suite with a king-sized bed in an alcove, along with two twin beds. The main room had a dining table at the back next to a sparse kitcheny area and couches, coffee table and chairs in front of the windows and french doors looking out over the balcony and, beyond that, the beach. “Oh, this is nice.” It looked like even their luggage had already been delivered. Bobby and Rick had certainly spared no expense for this Unicorn Rainbow wedding of theirs.

      He couldn’t believe this—he was sitting here with his children because his cheating ex-husband wanted to get married. Fucker.

      If he could figure out a way to let the kids do their thing at the wedding without having to attend himself, he would.

      He went over to the little room service cupboard and fridge and grabbed the can of deluxe mixed nuts, popping it open. If nothing else, he was going to enjoy every single damn amenity the hotel offered.
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      Logan changed little Emma into her little sunsuit, slathered her and Gage in sunscreen. He intended to exhaust Gage so that there was no chance that he’d have to appear at the welcome supper with his children.

      He was just barely at the point mentally where he could even look at Rick, much less speak to the bastard. Obviously the other family was less…livid than he was, but Bobby had obviously waited until their second child was born before being caught.

      Gage was at the connecting door, hanging on the doorknob. “Da, Da, can I go see Leo?”

      “Get down. I have to speak to Leo’s father.”

      “Papa?”

      He closed his eyes and refused to get angry. “No, son. Leo’s daddy that we just met.”

      Gage sighed, but his glum face didn’t last long. He ran toward the french doors and looked out. “Beach? Oh! Look! Leo and his daddy and Pixie!”

      Sure enough, their neighbors were out there already, everyone in swimsuits and shining with sunscreen.

      “Hello there!” he called, waving. “Let me grab our umbrella and towels.”

      He didn’t want to chance Emma burning.

      “I think they’ve got umbrellas on the beach,” the guy called back, pointing toward the sand with the ocean beyond it. “Towels too.”

      “Da! I wanna play with Leo!”

      “Just a minute, honey.” He grabbed one, just in case. He wouldn’t risk it. Then the room key, his key locker, his sunglasses. “Let’s go.”

      As soon as he let Gage out, he and Leo were running down the beach.

      “No going in the water until we get there,” the other dad called out, waiting until the boys shouted back “okay!” before relaxing and turning to him. “Hey. Sorry, I didn’t introduce myself properly earlier. I’m Royal.” Royal held out his free hand.

      “Logan. Pleased. This is Emma.” He took the man’s hand, shook it. “I’m glad you’re here. Gage loves Leo, very much.”

      “It’s good to finally meet you. My gal is Pixie. And the feeling for Leo is mutual. He loves having a brother, and it’s honestly the best part of having the kids gone every second weekend, knowing they’ve got each other.” They started walking in the direction the boys had gone, who were running parallel to the water now, not going into the water. “Oh, they’ve got beach chairs out. There’s a pair there under an umbrella fairly close to the water.”

      “That works. She wants to get down. She’s tired of being cooped up.” That was an understatement and a half. “So you have main custody as well?”

      “I do. Bobby is—” Royal stopped, mouth tight, and put up his hands. “Let’s just leave it at I do.” It looked like Royal wasn’t all that zen about what had happened after all.

      “Yeah. That works. I do too.” He rolled his eyes and sat down, finally setting Emma down on a blanket and handing her a shovel. “Dig, girlfriend.”

      Pixie looked up at her father. “I play too?”

      “Of course, honey. Just don’t throw sand, okay?”

      “’K, Dada!” Pixie settled next to Emma with a shovel and a bucket, which she started to fill.

      Emma watched Pixie for a second, then started to copy the older girl. Poor baby—she desperately wanted to be a big girl.

      Pixie moved the bucket closer to Emma; it was adorable.

      “She’s always chasing after her big brother. I think she appreciates having another girl to play with.” Royal watched the boys for a moment before giving him a smile. “So we’re going to have a fantastic week on their dime, right? I’ve already broken into the room snacks.” Royal’s grin was evil.

      “The restaurant is nice too. It’s all-inclusive, so if you need anything, just tell. I foresee lots of pasta and diet Coke in my week.” He had to show up for the rehearsal dinner and to pick Gage up, post-wedding. Besides that, he was playing with his babies on the beach.

      “I’m going to have lots of steak and seafood and feed the kids whatever they want.” Royal waved at someone and when Logan turned, he saw a hotel employee coming toward them.

      “What can I do for you?”

      “Could we have a couple of bottles of water, please?”

      “Certainly. Anything else?”

      Royal glanced at his watch. “Do you deliver food out there?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Okay, I’d like some nachos please. One plate of them with just a little salsa and lots of cheese, and another plate fully loaded.” Royal looked at him, “I’m happy to share, but if you want your own stuff, there’s no bad there.”

      “Can I have a diet Coke and two milks, please? And an order of chicken fingers and fries.” He winked at Royal, admiring the way the blue eyes were framed by the black lashes. “Emma isn’t going to try nachos. She’s at that phase.”

      “If you put cheese on it, Pixie will eat it. And if it crunches, Leo will eat it. I’ll add some apple juice to my order, please and a virgin margarita. Thanks.”

      The hotel worker nodded. “It should all be ready soon, but I’ll have the waters here right away.”

      Royal glanced at the boys again. “If you want to watch the girls, I’ll go join the boys so they can play in the waves for a while.”

      “Thank you. That works.” He grinned down at the little girls. “Should we make a sand castle together?”

      Pixie looked up to her father.

      He crouched next to her. “This is Mr. Logan. He’s Gage’s father. You can stay and play with him and baby Emma while I go run in the waves with the boys, okay?”

      She nodded. “’K, Dada.”

      “We’ll make stuff.” He didn’t mind getting dirty in the sand. That’s why they were here. All of them, enjoying their vacation.

      Royal ran off and he could hear the boys squealing happily. It was a good sound.

      Pixie gave him her pail and shovel. “Make!”

      “Make!” He nodded. “Let’s make a castle! Fill the bucket up!” He made a goofy face and both girls started giggling. They were both being very good, considering the travel.

      Every now and then, there were happy screams and shouts from down by the water. The boys were clearly having a blast.

      The hotel employee brought a bunch of bottles—water, milk, and juice, leaving them on the little table by their chairs. “Food will be along soon, sir.”

      Then it was just him and the girls again.

      “Are you going to bring Gage to the party tonight?”

      That voice was the last one he wanted to hear, but he offered a nonchalant look up. “We’ll see how he feels, Rick.”

      “We want all three of the kids there.”

      He forced himself not to respond visibly. “I’m afraid you’ll have to talk to Royal about that.”

      His ex-husband looked gorgeous—tall and blond and perfect, wearing a Speedo that was the size of a postage stamp.

      Of course, Rick had money. Being a partner at a huge law firm would do that. He ran a tiny hotel that he had inherited. He loved it, but he was never going to be rich.

      Royal’s ex came up next to Rick, also tanned and fit and wearing very little. “Oh, there’s my little angel.” He grabbed Pixie up and tossed her into the air, making her squeal. “Are you ready for the party, baby?”

      “Party!”

      “That’s right, little angel. We’re having a big party tonight.”

      Logan wasn’t sure what to do. This was her father, but it wasn’t the father who had trusted her to him.

      “You are welcome to come, too, Logan. And your little one.” Bobby smiled at him, the look pitying, and it was all Logan could do not to hit him.

      “I’ll take it under advisement.” The asshole was inferred.

      Royal came up with the boys, Gage and Leo going to get hugs.

      “Bobby. Rick.” Royal nodded, and grabbed Pixie from Bobby’s arms, which freed him up to hug the boys.

      “We were just saying we were looking forward to having the kids at the welcome dinner.” Bobby addressed Royal.

      “I can’t speak for Logan and his kids, but Leo and Pixie were up at the crack of dawn and I’m guessing they’ll be asleep before it starts. Sorry.”

      Bobby sputtered. “But we brought you down here so they could come to the party.”

      “No, you brought them down here to be in the wedding, which thankfully, you didn’t schedule to start at 8 p.m.”

      “They’re my kids, too, and we want them to be a part of everything,” Bobby insisted.

      “You have custody every second weekend, which this is not. I have agreed to bring them down so they can participate, but I’m still their legal guardian and have last word.” Royal’s voice remained calm, but Logan could see a muscle twitching at the back of his jaw.

      The boys were watching the conversation with wide eyes.

      “Boys, would you two like to help us build a sand castle. Nachos will be here shortly.” Thank god Rick knew better than to argue with him, so he could focus on distracting.

      “You’re ruining my Unicorn Rainbow wedding, Ro.”

      Royal snorted. “If I show up with two overtired and cranky children to your party and they throw a fit—that’s going to ruin things. Go have fun with your guests—be the stars. The kids will be ready for the rehearsal tomorrow afternoon.”

      “But—”

      “Rick, drop it. You get what you get.” Logan’d had enough. “If you’d wanted a picture of familial happiness, you would have started your party at five. Bye!”

      Royal waved at them and shot him a grateful look. Bobby’s mouth opened and closed like a goldfish, but Rick turned on his heel, took Bobby’s hand, and they headed away, looking haughty as fuck. Assholes.

      “They didn’t even say goodbye to the boys,” Royal muttered. “But thank you for the assist—I was about to lose my shit on Bobby’s ass and the kids don’t need to see that.”

      “It’s okay. The kids are our priority, right? Everything else is second.” Assholes.

      “Yep. Let’s go, team dads.” Royal held up his hand and they high-fived. “Oh, looks like our food is here. Are you guys hungry for nachos?”

      “Nuggies?” Emma asked, and he nodded, chuckling as she relaxed.

      They got everyone seated on some towels, Emma and Pixie sharing nuggets and the boys with their cheese nachos. That left him and Royal to share the fully loaded nachos.

      “So what do you do for a living, Logan?” Royal asked between bites.

      “I own a tiny little boutique hotel—The Purple. Nine rooms, a breakfast room, and living quarters in the back.”

      “Nice. I own a bar. Used to work my ass off, now I concentrate on bringing up the kids.”

      “Wow. We’re both business owners? That’s actually cool, man. I mean it.”

      “And both the hospitality business too. Very neat.” Royal’s smile lit his entire face up, making him even more handsome.

      “It’s a hard calling, but someone has to do it, right?” He ate a chip, chomping away.

      “Indeed. And I used to spend a lot of time running the business, but now, I look after the kids full-time. I have to admit, I don’t miss it. Thank god, I found the best manager.” Royal licked his fingers clean after each nacho.

      “Someone you can trust?” He couldn’t imagine someone else running the hotel.

      “Yes. She was my assistant manager, and she was a lifesaver when the sh—when everything hit the fan. When the dust settled and I decided I had to step back, it was a no-brainer. I check in once a day and am available for emergencies, but she basically runs the show.”

      “Excellent. I went the other way—when Rick moved us out and Robert in, we didn’t have anywhere to go, so we went to the hotel.”

      Royal shook his head. “Those two have some damn nerve, don’t they?”

      “That’s a way to put it.” It had been Royal that had caught them in bed, who had had to see it. “Did you—” No. No, he didn’t want to know that he was the only one that had been totally blindsided. “Nevermind.”

      Royal gave him a quizzical look but didn’t push. Instead, he had another mouthful of nachos. “These would be awesome with a margarita.”

      “Anything is awesome with a margarita. I intend to indulge in those during the wedding. I already have a babysitter.”

      “Now that sounds like a party I can get behind. And I don’t need a babysitter as they’ve got both for the whole shebang.”

      “Yeah.” Missy had been pregnant with Emma when they broke up, and biologically, both babies were his, so—Rick didn’t get to be her father. At all. No matter what.

      “Seeing as we share a balcony, do you want to have dinner together out there tonight after the kids are all in bed?” Royal asked.

      He thought about it, but not for long. He hated being alone with his thoughts. “Absolutely. We can enjoy the ocean view and the sounds of exhausted children.”

      “Sounds perfect. I’m looking forward to some luxurious dinners this week. Be nice to have another adult to talk to once the kids are in bed.”

      “Yes. Someone that understands, right?” He’d felt terribly embarrassed and alone for almost two years. It had been isolating as hell.

      “Exactly.” Royal’s smile was empathetic. Yeah, Royal knew.

      “Dada, Leo takes my ’chos!”

      “There’s enough there for all of you,” Royal noted evenly.

      “And there’s fries too. You can have more.”

      “Absolutely. You can have anything you want to eat, just let us know. You wanna try lobster? I’m down with that.” Royal gave him a wink.

      “Losber?” Gage asked. “Is that the big red bugs?”

      Logan nodded. “Yeah, son. The big red things your father eats.”

      “They’re very expensive,” Royal added. “But you can order anything you want. Anything at all.”

      “No bugs.” Gage sounded very sure.

      “No bugs!” Emma crowed.

      “No bugs!” Leo and Pixie added together and Royal burst out laughing.

      “I believe we have a quorum. No bugs.” Logan laughed, and god, it felt good. “You guys are silly.”

      “Eating bugs is silly,” Leo proclaimed.

      “You know there’s places where they do it all the time,” Royal pointed out to a chorus of ews from all four kids, as Emma was clearly wanting to be part of the group.

      “It’s true. I ate chocolate-covered ants once.” On a dare. They hadn’t sucked.

      “Ew! Gross!” There was a chorus of comments like that and Royal just laughed, looking more relaxed and happy now.

      Soon the kids were playing in the sand again, happy as little larks under the shade of the umbrella.

      Hell, who knew? He might survive this.
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      Royal read Horton Hears a Who, smiling at the kids as he looked up from the book and found them both fast asleep. He had no problem with them sleeping together, especially in a new environment. This way, they were together and close to his bed, which made being in a strange place easier.

      He set the book aside and tucked them in, then walked quietly out to the bathroom. It felt good standing under the spray, getting the day of travel and sand from the beach washed away. He let his annoyance with Bobby and Rick go down the drain with the dirt. The kids had had an amazing day, and he had an evening of good food, a margarita and adult company to look forward to. He was going to focus on that and not why they were here or the two upcoming days.

      Once he was clean, dressed in a pair of shorts and a Hawaiian shirt, he headed out to the balcony. With the screen open, he’d be able to hear the kids if they woke up. He settled in one of the lounge chairs and watched the sunset as he waited for Logan to join him.

      Logan was dressed in loose gauzy trousers, a loose light T-shirt. He was a good-looking man. “Hey there. Did yours crash as hard as mine did?”

      “Oh yeah. Page two of Horton Hears a Who. It was magical.” It had been nice, too, because he was worn out from the travel and the sun, too.

      “Emma fell asleep in the bathtub, believe it or not. Gage took a little longer.”

      Royal chuckled. “I bet that was the cutest thing ever.”

      Logan’s smile was warm, fond, and utterly lovely. “She’s something else. Always trying to keep up.”

      “I wonder if that’s a trait of little sisters with big brothers—Pixie’s just the same.” Royal grabbed the menu he’d brought out with him. “You have any idea what you want for supper?”

      “I was thinking something that includes no chicken fingers or mac and cheese.”

      “Oh, god, yes. Or hot dogs.” His kids ate more than just that, but those were favorites. “They have some big expensive platter thing that seems to include a whole bunch of different things.”

      “Then we ought to try that. I love platter things.”

      “That’s what I was thinking, and then we’ll have an idea of what we want to try again for other meals.”

      He liked how easygoing Logan was, but he could see the lines of stress and age around the man’s eyes, and he had to wonder if that wasn’t what drew Rick to his Bobby.

      He knew Bobby was madly in love with Rick’s money.

      Pair of assholes.

      He shook himself. He didn’t need to think about his ex until the rehearsal tomorrow.

      “It’s hard, huh? Not to snarl about them all the time.” Logan got it, didn’t he?

      “Yeah. And I thought I was doing pretty good with it, finding my zen kind of thing and then this whole ‘rainbow unicorn wedding’ dropped into my lap.” He rolled his eyes.

      “I’m assuming that particular moniker belongs to your ex…”

      “Oh, have you not heard about that being the name of the wedding? And yes, only Bobby would come up with something like that unironically. Frankly, I feel sorry for the hotel people.”

      “Rick and I don’t speak beyond make sure he’s home by six and no.”

      “Bobby never shuts up. I have hung up on him more than once because I’m really not interested in anything he has to say and it always takes him forever to say it.” Royal got up and grabbed the house phone, ordering their platter for two, and a margarita. “You want a margarita too?” he asked Logan.

      “Yes, please. One won’t hurt me.” Logan settled on the lounge chair, legs sprawling.

      Now Logan was a fine specimen and Royal admired as he finished up their order. He asked if they could come around to the veranda rather than knock on the door and they said they could. He hung up feeling good.

      “They’re going to bring it around to here so we don’t risk them waking the kids by knocking on the door.” He really needed them to get a good night’s sleep because he had a hunch this rehearsal thing was going to go long.

      He settled back in the lounge chair next to Logan’s. “So you run a hotel?”

      “It’s a teeny tiny hotel. Literally nine rooms. It’s been in my family for decades.” Logan’s chuckle was low and husky. “I love it though. I’ve worked there since I was a teenager.”

      “Oh, that’s cool. Nine rooms? They call that a boutique hotel, right?” He waited for Logan’s nod and grinned. “I like the in-the-family thing. I love buildings that have history. The bar is in a converted set of row houses, so the insides are modern, but the facade is original.”

      “Oh, that’s cool. Is there a theme to it? Like a neighborhood bar or a sports bar or an Irish bar.”

      “It’s a gay bar. Glitter, rainbows, and yes, there’s even a fucking unicorn. Of course there’s also a llamacorn and a pride piggie with wings.” His giant stuffed animals pre-dated Bobby. In fact, he’d wondered more than once if they were what had drawn Bobby to him in the first place.

      “Oh, that’s cool! We’re listed in the LGBT Chamber and on a number of gay travel sites, the family-friendly sites.”

      As a bar, his place was not family-friendly, but they were all friendly enough. “That’s great. Do you live on-site?”

      “I do. I have the entire back of the hotel as our home. It’s quite lovely. There’s a backyard, and it’s paid for.”
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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
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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
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4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
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Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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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
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
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