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        HARD TO TAKE

        DENVER KODIAKS #2

      

      

      

      
        
        My fake boyfriend is now…my new roommate?

      

        

      
        Miles Garrett, pro basketball player and star of every one of my fantasies, has decided I’m moving in with him. 

      

        

      
        My brother’s teammate has always protected me out of loyalty. He makes me feel like everything will be okay even when my life is on fire.

      

        

      
        But when he looks at me, I wonder what it would be like if he was truly mine. If I had the dream life and dream job and the dream guy.

      

        

      
        Did I mention we can’t keep our hands off each other?

      

        

      
        I hoped the proximity would get him out of my system. Turns out sharing a bedroom wall changes hungry looks and brushes in the hall into sweaty sessions and late-night confessions.

      

        

      
        Miles keeps my secrets and sees me like no one else.

         

        Too bad the playoffs are coming up and my brother doesn’t know.

      

        

      
        The truth is going to be hard to take.

      

        

      
        Hard to Take is a pro basketball romance with banter, spice, and all the swoony vibes! It’s the second book in the Denver Kodiaks series. Miles and Brooke’s addictive story begins in Hard to Fake and concludes in Hard to Break.

      

        

      
        TROPES:

      

        

      
        •	brother’s best friend

        •	roommates

        •	pro athlete hero

        •	cinnamon roll hero

        •	he’s always wanted her

        •	sassy heroine

        •	college crush

        •	secret dating

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For every woman who wants

        a sexy pro athlete roommate to make her elite lattes.
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            BROOKE

          

        

      

    

    
      Sweat. Heat. Longing.

      Miles’s hands span my waist. His rough palm across my stomach heats my skin, sparking a thrum of desire that streaks lower as he bends his head between my thighs.

      Then all I feel is his tongue.

      This man’s fucking tongue teases me, sending jolts of electricity that make me arch against him as my hands fist in the sheets.

      “How do I know it’s not fake?”

      The woman’s voice over the phone snaps me out of my fantasy. I narrowly avoid tripping on a crack in the curb, my suede knee-high Stuart Weitzman boots saving me from tossing the two coffees stacked and balanced in a gloved hand.

      “It’s genuine.” I catch my breath from the near miss. “Last season’s hottest seller. You carry this bag and everyone will notice.”

      The woman buying my designer purse considers. “Do you have more pictures of the interior?”

      I glance up at a street sign. I’m half a dozen blocks from my destination, so I pull up at a corner and click into my photos.

      Vail, the Kappa retreat and my failed attempt to land a brand deal with my sorority sister’s company feel a hundred years rather than one week in the past.

      But rent is due and I had to take the gut-wrenching step of starting to sell off my wardrobe.

      “Here you go.” I hit Send on an image of the inside of the bag.

      My gaze is pulled to the top of my cracked phone screen and one of the pictures Miles and I took on that rooftop when we were pretending to be dating.

      He’s behind me, his arms around me, his cheek pressed to mine. It’s not even our closeness but the expression on his face that hits me. His wide grin and the way he holds me tight say I’m everything he wants and he’s never letting me go.

      The cold air sticks in my throat.

      “Would you take five hundred? It’s not really my color but I could dye it.”

      Her request is devastating. At least we’re not on a video call so she can’t see me cringe. “Seven hundred. And if you’re set on dying it, for the love of Gucci, don’t do it yourself. I’ll give you the name of a guy who does customizations.”

      We make plans for her to pick it up and I click off moments before I brush through the doors of my friend’s studio, coffees balanced in one hand.

      “Hi, beautiful!” Nova rises to greet me. “I’m covered in paint,” she warns.

      “Paint is temporary. Friendship is forever.” I hug her before nodding toward her work-in-progress, an abstract swirl of colors.“What’s this?”

      “Trying something new.” She accepts the coffee with a grateful hum.

      My friend’s career is still on the rise, but she’s best known for more literal images, including the massive installation at the Kodiaks’ arena featuring the starters from last year’s winning team. This is softer and more organic.

      “I like it. It’s a whole new Nova.”

      She laughs. “Thanks. But let’s not pretend that my latest painting is the most important thing we need to discuss.” Her eyes brighten.“I haven’t seen you all week and you owe me major details. What happened at the retreat?!”

      My heart kicks against my ribs as memories rise up without permission.

      The way he charmed every Kappa and her date and defended me against my enemies.

      The feel of his mouth on mine in the coat closet.

      The way he touched me in the bed we were never supposed to share.

      “Miles was the perfect boyfriend, in public and private. Right up until he left in the middle of the night.”

      Her eyes widen. “He didn’t say anything?”

      “A one-sentence note on hotel stationary about sending me a limo and seeing me when I got back to Denver.”

      Nova taps her chin. “But you haven’t talked since?”

      I shake my head.

      When I got back to Denver in the limo Miles sent, it wasn’t my fake boyfriend but my brother who opened the door.

      "We need to talk." Jay’s face was determined and a little angry.

      "About?” I shifted out, shoving down the emotions ricocheting around my body as he helped me get my bag out of the trunk.

      "Mom. She's asking me to do all this stuff for her campaign. Like she doesn't understand that I have a job."

      Relief edged in.

      Not about Miles.

      “How did you handle her when she was like this?" he went on, oblivious.

      "I did what she wanted." I headed for the door of my building. Jay trailed me, carrying my suitcase.

      In the elevator, and I swiveled to face my brother. "My turn. Did Miles hit Kevin back in college?”

      As the doors slid closed, Jay realized he was trapped. Even though he had a few inches on me, I had him pinned with my eyes.

      “I was worried about you when I got drafted,” Jay said at last. “I asked him to check on you. I didn’t trust Kevin with you, even before the coke."

      The elevator reached my floor and dinged.

      I lunged into the hall after my brother. “And that warranted Miles beating the crap out of him?”

      Jay stopped and turned to face me. “Miles found out about what Kevin did. He wanted to make sure Kevin stayed away. Think he took it a little far.”

      My brother’s admission had my insides twisting.

      That was why Miles had shown up back in college, why he had taken me for breakfast, why he had acted as though he cared.

      “So you told him to watch my back three years ago.”

      Jay frowned. "Might have mentioned it a time or two since."

      My heart plummeted.

      That was what the entire weekend with Miles at the retreat had been about.

      Loyalty between teammates. One friend having another’s back.

      It had never been about me.

      “The team’s been on the road all week, but they come home tonight.” Nova’s voice brings me back.

      The thought has crossed my mind. Miles will be in the same city, and we’ll be back in the same circles. He’s almost painfully accessible.

      “There’s no reason for me to talk to him,” I tell Nova as I pick at the edges of my manicure. “My brother asked Miles to keep an eye on me. I was a favor for a teammate. Anything that happened between us was fake. Exactly like it was supposed to be.”

      Nova doesn’t look convinced.

      My phone buzzes.

      Speak of the devil.

      “Is that him?” Nova prompts.

      “Yes.” Part of me wants to hear his voice, but there’s nothing I need from him. I tuck the phone in in my pocket, letting it go to voicemail.

      “I’m over it. He did what I needed him to do. We can go back to⁠—”

      “Looking too long at one another across every room you’re both in? Flirting incessantly? Single-handedly making me want to write fanfic?”

      I glare at my friend. “Nothing. We can go back to being nothing.”

      I’m not taking any more calls from my brother’s guard dog. Not losing any more sleep on a crush that has lasted longer than my favorite pair of shoes.

      At least I’ve made enough to cover my rent for the month.

      Nova and I finish our coffee talking about more pleasant topics and I head home.

      On my way, I send a text to my landlord to tell him I’ll have my December rent payment to him tomorrow.

      A message comes back.

      
        
        Rent is going up January 1.

      

      

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”
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        Hoopsnews Update: Kodiaks Cling To Third In The West Heading Into Holidays

      

      

      

      “Three wins in a row, baby! That’s what you call a streak,” Rookie hollers.

      “Sit your short-attention-span ass on the bench and I’ll show you a streak,” Damon, one of our new guys, counters.

      The Kodiaks are clustered around our gym, warmed up and ready to practice.

      The last week of wins should have me riding high, especially since we got them on other teams’ home courts.

      Somehow, the grin that usually comes as easily as breathing still takes effort.

      “The road trip had some positive signs.” Coach addresses us from the front of practice. “But we need reinforcements.” He turns to the head trainer intently, willing him for good news.

      Heading into December, the first six weeks of the season are finished and we’re starting to see what kind of team we have.

      And, almost as important, what kind of team everyone else has.

      We’re midway up the standings, which is midway down depending on how you look at it. It’s good enough to still be in line for a playoff spot, but it’s not enough to stop the talk that we won’t repeat as champions.

      “It’s going to be a few more weeks before Atlas is back in workouts,” our trainer informs us.

      Jay covers his face with both hands as he paces. Clay shifts back in his chair, jaw working.

      Rookie throws a towel at Atlas, who lifts both hands as if to say, “Not my fault.”

      Our bench guys mutter to one another. Winning pro basketball games is hard as hell.

      “We’ve got Boston to look forward to soon, and I don’t have to tell you how tough they are. Especially this year.” Coach folds his arms.

      “I can take Hawkins,” Jay tosses.

      “Not what he’s saying,” Rookie says under his breath.

      Jay growls.

      Marcus Hawkins is Boston’s new point guard, traded from Philly. He took a strong team and made them even more dangerous.

      More than that, the guy likes to talk trash.

      I figured after the first couple weeks of the season, the media narratives about us being a one hit wonder would have faded.

      Instead, they’ve been sharpened by the addition of an unofficial figurehead: Hawkins.

      He shoots his mouth off at every opportunity.

      Coaching staff is too new.

      Clay Wade is on his way out.

      Ellis and Garrett can’t cut it against all-star guards.

      He’s a one-man hot take machine. They’re the kind of sound bites that would make my teeth grind together if I was a less chill guy.

      No matter what’s going on outside, the basketball court is where I’m at home. There’s nothing as soothing as the sound of sneakers on floors, the smell of wax and sweat, the feel of the perfect three rolling off your fingertips.

      For the next hour and a half, we’re focused.

      “Ellis and Garrett.” Jay’s head and mine snap toward Coach at the end. “You were a step slow connecting. Let’s fix it before it becomes more of a problem.”

      We’re back in the locker room, when Jay says, “We should go out tonight.”

      “We shouldn’t,” Clay murmurs.

      “We’ve earned it. It’s good for morale,” Jay argues. He turns to me, waiting for my backup.

      “I’m beat. Going to run some things over to Grams, then crash.” I grab a towel and head for the shower.

      Since the hospital called me in the middle of the night in Vail, I’ve been dealing with Grams.

      It hasn’t been the easiest thing given we’ve been on the road most of the week, but I’ve called the hospital and the retirement home often enough that they probably curse the second they see me on the call display.

      “Broken wrist,” the doctors said.

      Given the fall, it could’ve been worse.

      Yet since she’s been in a cast, she seems to have gotten more active and opinionated. From the second I drove her home, she’s been determined to prove to the entire world she’s stronger than ever.

      I need to get her into a better situation with more care.

      I even thought about moving her into my place, but I can’t care for her the way she needs and don’t have time to try to find or interview potential staff to help her when I’m not there.

      Still, there’s another situation that’s got me tossing and turning.

      Brooke Ellis.

      My teammate’s little sister.

      The woman I can’t get out of my head.

      I slept with Brooke in Vail.

      Wish I could chalk it up to getting her out of my system, but even before she kissed me in that hot tub and I practically dragged her back to our room, I was way too invested.

      Thing is, she hasn’t seemed interested in talking since.

      I tried calling her this week.

      Not once, but three times.

      Maybe her phone’s broken.

      When I get out of the shower, my phone’s lit up with texts from the BearFam chat.

      
        
        Jay: We should go out tonight. Who’s in?

      

        

      
        Chloe: Ownership has a new advertiser I’m trying to recruit.

      

        

      
        Rookie: It’ll keep til tomorrow. B?

      

        

      
        Brooke: I’m auditioning roommates.

      

      

      I’m about to drop my phone in my bag when the message comes through.

      So much for her phone being broken.

      “Since when is little sis looking for a roommate?” I ask Jay, who’s getting dressed at his locker a couple down from mine.

      My voice is completely level.

      No, fuck level, I sound amused, as though it’s cute she’s thinking of sleeping next to a complete stranger, of sharing her space—her life—with someone she hardly knows.

      Jay lifts a shoulder and types.

      
        
        Jay: Since when are you getting a roommate?

        

        Brooke: Since I realized I miss having Nova as my roommate and need some company in my 2 BR.

        

        Rookie: You accepting applications? I don’t need to sleep in the second BR. We can share :D

        

        Jay: Only sleep you’ll be doing is in a coma.

      

      

      She doesn’t want to come to me?

      No sweat.

      I’ve never had to chase down a woman before.

      But then, Brooke makes me do a lot of things I’ve never done.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Mile High is our place, but once in a while, we like to go somewhere with dance music.

      Being in a club makes me feel twenty-two again. No matter how much a drink costs, I can’t get over the floors, the flashing lights, or the pulsing EDM that makes my eardrums vibrate like the Kodiak Arena shaking during finals last year.

      Can’t remember the last time we were here. It was definitely before we started our new season, and Atlas got hurt, and Brooke asked me to pretend to be her fake boyfriend, and I got the call in the middle of the night about my grams.

      It feels like forever ago.

      “If I were an animal, I’d be a goat,” Rookie calls over the music.

      “You’re saying that because want to be the G.O.A.T., which you’ve got to earn,” Damon shouts back.

      “You planning to steal that title while Clay’s asleep? Because if he’s awake, you’re going to have to fight him for it,” Jay points out.

      “Anytime, anywhere. But as a backup, I’d be an ostrich. Fast as fuck and scary too.” The guys laugh and Rookie turns to me. “What about you?”

      There are plenty of fans here to stroke my ego. Before I can respond, one of them grabs my arm, smiling up at me.

      “You’re Miles Garrett! I started watching basketball because of you,” a brunette calls over the music.

      “Oh yeah? Tell me what you learned.”

      I’m a personable guy, and being nice to fans is a knee-jerk reaction.

      “Basketball players are really big. Pretty much all over six feet.” She announces it as if she’s discovered a new wonder of the world. “They’re probably big everywhere.”

      My gaze is scanning the club, but the innuendo hits me over the head.

      “Stands to reason.”

      None of this interaction takes a single ounce of my attention when Brooke walks in the door with Sierra and Nova.

      Her hair is down in wild curls around her head. Her lips are dark against her golden skin, her eyes lined. Her black dress is sparkly, dipping low between her perfect breasts and ending high on her toned thighs.

      Thank fuck for whatever designer made heels that tall. Makes it easier for a big guy like me to see and appreciate every inch of her.

      It’s been a week since I’ve seen her. The social posts I shamelessly watched for clues to her state of mind and simply to look at her don’t count.

      She’s alive and grinning and gorgeous.

      Suddenly, I’m picturing her on her knees, her fingers wrapped around me. The heat of her mouth, the sounds she’d make as if she knew exactly what she was doing, taking me apart one wet stroke at a⁠—

      Shit. This went south fast.

      Her eyes find me and there’s not enough air in my lungs.

      She could do any number of things. Roll her eyes, shake her pretty head. Slice through the crowd on her high heels and press up to yell in my ear what an asshole I am.

      I want her to.

      Instead, she turns away.

      In the dark I can admit I’m a little sore about it.

      Yeah, I bailed early on our weekend, but I had my reasons. She hasn’t given me time to explain. I thought she knew me better than that.

      I’m tempted to drag her into a hallway where she can only hear me, that’s impossible with the entire team around us.

      A rough purring noise interrupts my thoughts. After a beat, I realize it’s coming from the woman I converted to basketball.

      “Are you okay?” I ask, concerned. Maybe she’s having some kind of allergic reaction.

      “I’m growling. Like a bear’s mating call.” She blinks thick eyelashes at me.

      My gaze drags back to Brooke, who’s moving toward the bar.

      “Bears usually vocalize when they’re feeling threatened,” I offer before cutting through the crowd toward Brooke.

      From behind, I get a chance to look at her as she pushes her hair over one shoulder. Her skin is damp with sweat.

      “You dodging my calls?” I’m trying to sound as though I don’t care if the answer is yes or no.

      She glances back. “Been busy.”

      Any other girl, I’d take it at face value, but she responds to people she cares about. She responds when something matters.

      The bartender sets four glasses in front of her—for her, Nova, Sierra, and Chloe, I’m guessing. Brooke tries to grab them all at once. The final glass wobbles precariously.

      I step in, taking it before she can stop me. “Figured you might want to thank me for coming to that reunion with you. Braving an entire resort full of strangers to save your ass.”

      “Except they weren’t strangers, were they? You were already acquainted with everyone from Kappa. Especially Kevin.”

      His name on her lips throws what I was about to say out the window.  My gut clenches. “Whatever he said, Princess⁠—”

      “He didn’t say anything. Caroline told me you hit him.”

      Damn it.

      That’s worse, because it means the piece of shit talked to someone.

      He wasn’t supposed to let that get around. It was the only thing we agreed on, for mutually beneficial reasons.

      “Brooke,” I start.

      “Did he hit you first?”

      My head falls back.

      “It doesn’t matter,” she shouts. “Jay explained why you did it. You don’t owe me anything.”

      She pushes past me, starting for her friends who’re leaning against the railing around the dance floor.

      The pulsing beat throbs through my feet. I feel it more and more the closer we get to the floor.

      A crowd passes in front of her, forcing us to bunch up. My fingers wrap around her arm and tug her back until she hits my chest.

      “What’s with this roommate business?” I call next to her ear as we wait for the path to clear. “Don’t tell me it was brought on by some sudden ‘I miss sharing a bathroom with another human’ bullshit.”

      The comment earns me side-eye. “My rent’s going up, and I didn’t get the deal with Elise. She picked Caroline over me.”

      Surprise sets me back. “Because?”

      “Caroline had this video from the retreat.” Brooke turns back toward the crowd.

      She’s trying to look unaffected, but in profile, I see the hurt underneath.

      There’s only one thing Caroline could’ve had video of.

      Our time in the hot tub comes back to me, the heat of it, the longing. The absolute fuck-everyone-else of it, because it was Brooke and me and it was enough.

      This is my fault.

      I wanted to help her, and instead, I let my damned hunger for her block out everything else.

      “I’ll pay your rent,” I call over the music.

      “Yeah, no.” She laughs in my face. “You’re not my boyfriend, real or fake. The gig is over.”

      She shifts the two drinks into one arm and grabs the other from me, then pushes through the crowd to her friends.

      What is it with this girl?

      Never figured I had a thing for stubborn, independent women. With Brooke, I can’t decide if it’s a feature or a bug.

      Two more beers disappear in a heartbeat.

      “It’s nothing, right?” I look up to see Jay at my shoulder.

      “What?”

      “What Coach said. That you and me are a step slow.”

      “Of course not. It was a couple of missed connections. My head’s been all over with my grams.”

      He nods slowly.

      “This is about Hawkins shooting his mouth off,” I guess.

      Jay smooths a hand over his braids. “Nah. Just a long road to playoffs. A lot on my shoulders.”

      “Not only yours,” I remind him. “We’ll get there.”

      I’m a little drunk and can’t resist saying, “You’re going to talk her out of this shit, right?”

      He follows my gaze toward where Brooke is dancing, her hands in the air and her smile flashing bright in the lights.

      “She wants to live with a rando. That’s how bad things happen.” Triggering her brother’s fears isn’t the most aboveboard way to crack down on this, but it’ll have to do.

      He squares to face me. “She asked me to be more trusting, and she told me to back off.”

      “Then move her in with you,” I try.

      “My place is getting renovated. She doesn’t want the construction in her face.”

      So much for Jay helping.

      “Hey,” I go on, the beer definitely going to my head. “What did you tell her about what happened with Kevin? You know, so we’re all on the same page.”

      He blinks at me. “The truth.”

      Right.

      Because we all have the same version of what went down.

      As I nurse another beer and watch her without looking like I am, I know she’s going to ignore my advice from earlier like she ignores every other thing she doesn’t want to hear.

      It’s obvious she wants nothing to do with me, and getting inside her stubborn head is harder than breaking into the NBA.

      Yeah, well, two can be stubborn.

      There’s one option. It’s an obvious overstepping of any boundaries between us.

      Princess is going to hate it.

      I’m fine with that.
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      “So, why are you really getting a roommate?”

      Nova holds the door for me as we step inside the donut shop. The place is decorated in pink and white and has a long line. The glass cases lining the front are packed full of beautiful pastries.

      “I meant what I said in the group chat. I miss having someone in my space. I should have thought of it sooner.”

      “It’s not because your mom cut you off?” Nova always says what she’s thinking.

      Missing out on the deal with Elise threw me, but it exposed the bigger problem beyond making enough influencer money to pay my rent month to month: I want a career that makes me unshakeable so that even when life sends me on a rollercoaster, I don’t have to run to my mom or brother.

      Losing to Caroline didn’t send me spinning out—it lit a fire under my ass. I need to figure out my way forward.

      But it’s a lot easier to do that with a roof over my head, and splitting the bill is the only practical way to do that if I’m not willing to go into debt.

      We reach the front of the line and order a fluffy donut for each of us. Mine has white icing and raspberries, and hers has caramel drizzle and brownies.

      We take our treats to an available table.

      “I put an ad online and have a bunch of interested people, even after weeding out the weirdest ones. The first person is coming over tonight.”

      I slide into my seat, brushing my ponytail behind me.

      “Are you sure about this?” She shifts forward, her big eyes widening. “Because our new house⁠—”

      “I’m not moving in with you and your husband! I love you for offering, but that’s final.”

      Nova sighs so I continue.

      “I said I wanted a roommate, and Clayton Wade does not fit the bill. He’s too broody. He’d bring down the entire vibe.” I tilt my head. “Besides, you guys are in the honeymoon bliss phase. Enjoy it.”

      “It has been pretty great,” she admits. “I thought things would calm down after we got married, especially with the season. I miss him when he’s gone, but when he gets home…” Her eyes drift closed.

      “Not envious at all that you’re having an orgasm just thinking about it.” I take a bite of the donut and the sticky sweetness melts in my mouth. “Mmmm. Speaking of, this is amazing.”

      She mumbles her agreement as I look around. Usually, I’m the one who’s up to date on the new places.

      “I’m so proud you discovered this.”

      “I’ve been doing more on social media. Which has upsides and downsides.”

      Now I’m curious. My friend sounds stressed, but building a brand and managing an image feel more like a game to me.

      She pulls up her phone. “I started doing these AMAs, and mostly I get great things, but once in a while someone will say something shitty.”

      “What kind of shitty?”

      I look at her screen at the messages.

      You haven’t made anything new in forever. Are you retired?

      How can you call yourself a real artist?

      I can’t believe you took Clayton Wade off the market.

      I hate that trolls are dragging her down. I might not have superpowers, but I can fix this.

      “For the first question, you can address it with a picture of you working.” I grab one from her file and post it, along with the caption “WIP. Top secret.”

      “But I haven’t made anything new this week.”

      “Doesn’t matter. You’re working on your own schedule and cycle, and that’s good enough.”

      The relief on her expression is evident.

      “These other questions don’t need to be dealt with. More than that, you don’t need to look at these. You should have someone to deal with them for you. If it was me, I’d post a picture of you and Clay with a peace emoji and say the man is yours, and he’s the lucky one and it’s the last you’re speaking on it.”
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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.
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