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            ARE YOU READY FOR SEXY FIREFIGHTERS, DIRTY DOCTORS, AND HOT COPS?

          

        

      

    

    
      Do you wish Grey’s Anatomy and Chicago Fire had more sex scenes – like a lot more? Maybe a hundred times more?

      Me too! I took all your favorite TV fire/police/medical drama tropes and gave you the addictive plot twists, sexy times, and drama you are dying for. (I’m a real doctor so it’s more legit!)

      

      Good girl pediatrician Dr. Clarissa Morgan loses her V-card in EPIC fashion to a man who turned out to be her brother’s best friend… she might have ghosted on him, but he’s much closer than she ever imagined.

      

      (Warning from Carina – Prepare for Dirty Dirty Daddy’s Girl Role-play! You’ve been warned! )

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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      Or scan this QR code explore all of Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books!
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      There’s plenty of sexiness in Carina Alyce’s MetroGen books, but NOTHING is hotter than the MetroGen Heat series. You’ll find the naughtiest scenes, more kinks, and hot sexy guys to teach out ladies everything they need to know in the bedroom.

      I’ll even sometimes remember to include plot and a cliffhanger or two.

      

      (These books can be read as standalones, though their characters do cross paths since they all occur in Carina Alyce’s MetroGen Universe of romances.)

      

      Disciplined brings you to Dr. Clarissa Morgan who finds a way to lose her V-card in dirty epic fashion to the sexy stranger at a bar. Except he’s closer than she ever imagined…

      

      
        
        Grab the whole series for an exclusive discount at authorcarinaalyce.com/TooHot!
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      SCAN/CLICK ON THE QR CODE TO LISTEN ALONG WITH ROAN AND CLARISSA ON SPOTIFY.

      
        
        I’m tired of everyone giving me those pitying looks.

        ‘She’s so sweet and smiley. Doesn’t she understand?’

        Trust me. I’m not that innocent.

        Me and Britney Spears.
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      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL RESIDENTS

      
        
          	
        Dr. Clarissa Morgan – second-year pediatrics resident
      

      	
        Dr. Simone Karnes – second-year internal medicine resident
      

      	
        Dr. Willow Shaw – psychiatry intern
      

      	
        Dr. Avigayle Molla – third-year pediatrics resident
      

      	
        Dr. Val Carlisle – chief OB-GYN resident
      

      

      

      METROGENERAL HOSPITAL ATTENDINGS

      
        
          	
        Dr. Jules ‘Roan’ Marin – Chief of Anesthesia
      

      	
        Dr. Elizabeth Kandal – Division Head of General Surgery
      

      	
        Dr. Lillian Hernandez – attending pediatrician
      

      	
        Dr. Alexander Casserty – attending neurosurgeon
      

      	
        Dr. Alfred 'Joel' Glazier – attending orthopedic surgeon
      

      	
        Dr. Constantine Gallo –Division Head of General Pediatrics, assistant residency program director
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      ADJECTIVE

      1. To be structured and controlled in an approach to a clinical problem

      VERB (PAST TENSE)

      2. Having been punished for a transgression or failure by the hospital

      
        
        – Netter’s Medical Dictionary for Health Professionals
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      THE SECRET OF GETTING AHEAD IS GETTING STARTED.
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      Nothings screams “I’m a total asshole” like your online dating profile. Especially if you’re trying to ignore the vibration of your phone from the back of a faculty orientation meeting at MetroGen hospital.

      For Dr. Jules ‘Roan’ Marin, he was wishing he was somewhere else and that he could rewrite his profile completely.

      Note to self, even if your Navy SEAL best friend got out of the Navy a month before you, do not let him write your hookup profile. There’s a reason that Stan ‘the Tank’ Saint-Claire had never had a relationship that lasted longer than a night.

      “Does anyone have any questions about the appropriate way to ask a female medical student to tie her hair back?” the presenter asked the bored group of doctors who were doing an even worse job of feigning interest than Roan was.

      Roan glanced at the suggested methods and wondered if the presenter had spent any time in the OR, or if they had extremely low expectations of the professionalism of the students.

      If the presenter ever visited an OR, they’d have known the doctors weren’t the ones warning the medical students. The scrub nurse would bring down the fist of God on the offending student long before the surgeon or Roan—the anesthesiologist—would venture a word. Though the presenter had also dedicated ten slides on approved methods of commenting on female doctors’ and medical students’ appearances.

      God, he was going to miss the discipline of the Navy. Mandatory uniforms and a list of hairstyles meeting regulation saved anyone from the wrath of snowflakes.

      Who had time to think about hair when you were up to your elbows in blood, coding someone?

      “Thank you, Dr. Fisher.” A brown-haired woman stood up, a surgeon, if Roan guessed from her light blue scrubs and general demeanor. “It was riveting. I’m Dr. Elizabeth Kandal, the Chief of General Surgery. We’re all looking forward to using those phrases.”

      Roan’s phone vibrated again, and he decided he was going to murder Tank. What had he put in that damn profile?

      “Time to introduce our staff. Dr. Marin?” Kandal said, apparently recognizing him without difficulty.

      “I’m Dr. Marin. Anesthesia. Good to meet you and be on the team at MetroGen.” Roan inclined his head politely.

      Dr. Kandal didn’t appear to find his brevity adequate. “Dr. Marin, the new chief, comes to us from the US Navy after two years as Chief of Anesthesia at Portsmouth Navy. He’s served two tours in Afghanistan, a few years in Landstuhl, and did his residency training at Brooke Army Medical Center.”

      Roan nodded again. It made him sound like a wonder kid, when he’d spent the last fifteen years doing whatever the Navy had told him to do. The previous Chief of Anesthesia in Portsmouth had been suddenly deployed on the US Comfort, and thus Roan had been shoved into his place.

      “Dr. Marin has an extensive list of publications on departmental efficiency and staffing and was the head of the Naval resource redistribution task force,” she continued on, singing his praises of papers, which were a lucky coincidence from his job during deployment. The Navy hadn’t provided much in the way of entertainment and added procurement of medical supplies and staff. The papers had been the natural outcome of work he was already doing, but apparently had been the cutting-edge academia an academic medicine center like MetroGen had been searching for.

      “He is board certified in adult and pediatric anesthesia. His interests include obstetrical medicine, shock trauma, and jet skiing. Welcome, Dr. Marin,” Kandal finished.

      No one in the audience blinked at the random non sequitur into his non-existent hobby of jet skiing and politely clapped.

      The introductions moved to the new neurosurgeon, and Roan listened with half an ear, splitting his attention the way he typically did during a long surgery.

      He’d be spending hours upon hours with these surgeons later, controlling the breathing and vitals of patients while the surgeons chatted away doing their work.

      The endless stream of chitchat and long hours from surgery would lead to him knowing more about the surgeons than their own spouses.

      It was the nature of anesthesia. White knuckle intensity usually at the start and finish of a case with significant amounts of boredom in between. It took a disciplined mind, and nothing appealed to Roan more than discipline.

      The meeting mercifully ended, and they were given a packet of even more orientation materials. Fisher, from Internal Medicine, mumbled about a calendar, and Roan prepared to head to his new office.

      He needed to meet his new secretary, staff, and the multitude of CRNA’s he’d be supervising. Certified Nurse Anesthetist did the majority of the OB and more routine cases, leaving the more complex ones to the anesthesiologists. As their chief, he was automatically the backup of the backup’s backup, especially since he’d need to prove himself to the department. Leading from the front in some ways.

      Roan hadn’t gotten far before he heard a man call out, “Marin.”

      It was the newly introduced neurosurgeon.

      The man was a lean, bearded, blonde guy about Roan’s height, slightly over six feet. He also had an instantly recognizable limp from a prosthetic leg.

      “Hey. Alex Casserty, neurosurgery. In case you fell asleep in the meeting.” The man stuck out his hand, and they shook.

      “Marin.” Roan wondered if he was making a dig at the jokes about anesthesia getting so bored in surgeries they did fall asleep.

      Casserty wasn’t discouraged in the slightest. “Are you going to be covering primarily adult or pediatric? If it’s adult, I’ll likely be seeing you a lot.”

      Roan answered. “Mostly adult.”

      “Gotta ask. You love jet skiing?”

      Roan snorted because would wonders never cease? He’d never met a happy neurosurgeon who actually listened to the details of anything which didn’t directly affect him, let alone ridiculous mundane details of ‘hobbies.’ Though, admittedly, while he had tons of experience with amputees, he’d never met a neurosurgeon with one leg. “My best friend, Tank, was adding flair to my CV. I nixed ‘jet skiing with machine guns.’ Not a Navy standard.”

      “It would be cool if it were,” Casserty said. “I’ve never been jet skiing.”

      The implication behind his words was that with his prosthetic left leg, Casserty never would.

      The military was at the forefront of what could be done with prosthetic limbs. Roan inclined his head toward Casserty’s left leg. “Below the knee, correct?”

      “Yep,” Casserty tapped his leg, confirming Roan’s guess of his knee amputation. “I promise it wasn’t a shark attack, either.”

      “Not my business, though I know guys who’ve gone jet skiing after,” Roan said.

      “I guess if I wanted it enough, I could make it happen,” Casserty agreed. “You think insurance would cover a new leg if it fell off on a jet ski adventure? I have trouble getting them to cover MRIs on my patients who need them.”

      “You aren’t missing much. I grew up in Miami, and I’ve been jet skiing twice.”

      Casserty laughed. “I’ll keep your secret, then. Don’t know how much jet skiing there is on Lake Erie, anyway. Maybe we’ll find out at the party.”

      “Party?” Roan’s phone vibrated yet again.

      “This weekend. It’s on the calendar. The mandatory resident and fellow mixer.”

      Roan flipped open the packet of papers and found the orientation calendar. It appeared MetroGen was going to force him to socialize against his will.

      Hadn’t they hired him to restructure anesthesia? He’d barely met his own team, and they wanted him to hang out with other doctors?

      “Oh, can’t wait,” Roan deadpanned.

      “Me neither,” Alex continued with far more enthusiasm. “Getting a great vibe from this place. More funding, more support staff. Might even get a social life, which is a dream for a neurosurgeon.”

      “I’d imagine.” Anesthesia worked primarily on a shift schedule. Surgery usually had full thirty plus hour call shifts. People don’t get traumatic brain bleeds around the doctors’ schedule.

      Casserty finally seemed to accept Roan wasn’t a talker. “Well, I’ll see you there.”

      His stupid phone vibrated again, and Roan waved him goodbye. This time he snapped his online dating app.

      
        
        You have 12,547 messages.

      

      

      He had to wander the halls to find a better signal in order to open the first message... and immediately winced.

      Now he knew what an asshole Tank had been.

      His profile read the following gem.

      
        
        Single seaman wants to be on top of you. Hit me up for a good time.

      

      

      Equally helpfully, Tank had provided a doctored picture of Roan’s abs from a fishing trip last summer while Roan was on leave. They’d taken a group shot, but the way Tank had cropped out his bathing suit, the photo showed only Roan’s abs, his hip tattoo, and his leg crossed in front of him, giving the appearance of his leg barely covering his junk.

      Mother freaking Tank had clicked the ‘men looking for men’ box.

      
        
          
            
              
        Roan: I fucking hate you. My inbox is full of dick pics.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tank: I know. :) If you want to get laid, set up your own profile on the anonymous sex app.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Roan: I will. Asshole.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tank: Better yet, go on a real dating site and get a girlfriend.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Roan: In good time.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Tank: I can’t let you die alone in a cold bed. Get yourself a regular woman. Be a grown up.

      

      

      

      

      

      Roan snorted because Tank was the last guy on the planet who should have been giving any type of dating advice—unless it was best ways to find a threesome.

      Not a shock considering Tank had retired as a chief petty officer in the SEALS. Born wild, he’d thumbed his nose at his upper crust parents by enlisting. Now, instead of returning to the job in an office his parents wanted him to have, he worked for a private security company—aka ‘Tank the Bounty Hunter.’

      According to Tank, it was a good way to keep using a gun and getting laid.

      Hell, he’d been the one who had given Roan a zoom tour of a slew of dating apps and volunteered to set up the profile.

      Roan would have thought Tank got that Roan wasn’t in the headspace for any relationships—short or long term. The new job was his focus. The department chair was expected to live and breathe the hospital.

      It didn’t mean he didn’t have needs. There was a set of very, very specific needs. Which was why he wanted the anonymous dating app, not Tinder where they expected him to post a real photo. He didn’t need 12000 messages from gay men. He needed one match who met his needs.

      Just one.

      Roan saved the cropped picture and bit the bullet.

      One match. One time.

      He deleted the old profile, created a new one with the same photo, clicked the men seeking women box, and wrote a new profile.

      
        
        Horny ex-Navy vet seeks naughty (fake) virgin to bend over me knee and call me ‘daddy.’

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2
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      When trying to create the perfect photo, you always select a dominant element to give the audience a certain feeling.

      If Dr. Clarissa Morgan picked a subject for her new intern roommate Willow Shaw, it would be Sexy Earth Angel. Seriously, she was this tiny blonde thing with huge green eyes wearing a strapless red dress adorned with feathers. 

      In fact, Clarissa adjusted her tripod and issued directions. “Willow, I want you to turn slightly. Point your hip more in this direction.”

      The first-year psychiatry resident at MetroGen tried to make the change. “Like this?”

      “No, more like this,” Simone Karnes, second-year internal medicine, and their other roommate, struck a pose. “Pretend you’re a model on the runway. Come on, Clarissa.”

      “Hold your horses. Our picture needs to say ‘this year we are the coolest residents at MetroGen.’” Clarissa rechecked the settings on her camera. Her aperture was set to wide, keeping the soon to be three subjects in the forefront while blurring the background a little bit.

      “If we’re not careful, our picture will say ‘latest residents at MetroGen,’” Simone warned her.

      “The resident and fellow mixer lasts for hours. It can wait a few minutes for this photo. Besides, I’ve seen what your selfies look like.” Clarissa angled the external flash for maximum dramatic effect.

      “Good point,” Simone admitted as her typical photo was shaky and unfocused.

      “This is a lot of work for a photo.” Willow commented, having moved in about three days ago. Simone and Clarissa shared a three-bedroom in MetroGen’s resident housing on Doctor Row. They’d cleared out the study for a third roommate and put out a link on the MetroGen resident bulletin board for a roommate. Clarissa had taken the photos, which were so popular they’d had to weed out applicants before picking Willow Shaw, future psychiatrist.

      “They use the best photos on the Facebook page and the department page and the end of the year graduations,” Clarissa said. “Everyone smile.”

      The camera did its completely unnecessary ‘click,’ a sound effect kept from the days where cameras actually used film.

      “Are we good?” Simone asked, not moving.

      “Two more for luck. Smile like ‘we are the coolest standout residents anyone has ever seen.’”

      “Are we?” Willow’s question might have been rhetorical.

      “Ta-da… we’re good. Don’t go far.” Clarissa hurried to check the results. As expected, Willow and her angelic feather dress made an excellent dominant element. She sent a quick email to her two roommates’ department coordinators.

      “Every resident and fellow will be there, establishing their coolness and spot on the hospital food chain,” Simone explained to their less experienced roommate.

      “A picture is worth a thousand words,” Clarissa agreed, since last year’s photo had landed Simone as the face of the internal medicine program. Peds always picked a guy for their page, and they considered her too cute to be taken seriously.

      “Especially before the general surgery guys challenge the PMR residents to a dance-off,” Simone remembered.

      “Which is why they have a moratorium on cell phone photos in the ballroom. With all the residents at the hotel and an open bar, it can get wild,” Clarissa agreed, having watched the entire dance battle from the sidelines, wishing she could capture it on non-film, or was brave enough to join.

      “If all the residents are there, who’s in charge of the hospital?” Willow asked.

      “The graduating third years. They’ll be attendings in less than a month, and most of them are leaving. This is their last hurrah to run the MetroGen on their own,” Simone Karnes said.

      “The new fellows and future attendings that are staying come to the mixer, so they unearth a few semi-retired guys to cover the hospital for this one night,” Clarissa said. “They don’t even know how to use the EMR. The nurses call it the early July 1st.”

      “July first is an urban legend,” Simone said, because July first was the newly minted doctors’ first day. “We watch the new interns super closely, since everyone knows they’re clueless.”

      “Speaking of closely watched interns, in the event you do decide to hook up with someone, please don’t bring them back to the house, especially if they’re from the hospital,” Clarissa added. “We aren’t off our rotations. Just rent a room at the hotel.”

      Simone rolled her eyes. “Clarissa, neither of us has had free time to hook up with anyone. Ever.”

      “It could happen. New roommate, gotta set the ground rules early. You did kiss that pathology resident last year.”

      “You’re being serious? People really hook up at this?” Willow sounded shocked.

      “Most people who aren’t named Clarissa do. Even a little stolen kiss, searing stare. Something.” Simone said.

      “I’m going to do better this year,” Clarissa protested. Though internally she admitted she generally gave off an ‘I’m your sister/friend zone non-sexual object’ vibe.

      “You’d better. You’ll never find anyone if you keep hanging out with Peds and OB only—ninety-nine percent women—does not help you find a guy,” Simone reminded her.

      “Wow, ninety-nine percent?” Willow was flabbergasted.

      “It’s not that high. Eighty-five to ninety percent tops. One of the two guys in OB is gay, so he’s not datable. But if you swing for girls, it’s cool. We don’t mind, though you still have to get a hotel room.” Clarissa glanced inquiringly at Willow.

      The new roomie shook her head. “Nope. Like guys.”

      “How many guys are in your class? Are they nice? Clarissa could use any help you can give her,” Simone said.

      Clarissa stuck her tongue out at her roommate. “Can psych be nice? Or will they be overanalyzing my smiley attitude as a cloak for a long list of Freudian horrors? They might bite like path guy did.”

      “It was one guy, one time.” Simone pointed at Clarissa. “You could use someone to bite you more than once.”

      “Looks like they’ll have plenty of places to bite on you.” Clarissa waved her hand at Simone’s dress, which gave off a different vibe than Willow’s.

      Simone twisted around in a form-fitting body conscious dress that displayed a long swath of dark brown skin from shoulder to clavicle. “So, you like it?”

      “The better question is—which service are you hoping likes it?” Clarissa guessed this was a targeted attack.

      “Who else? Derm.”

      “I dare you to ask him to examine your pores,” Clarissa laughed.

      “No one’s gonna check your pores while you’re dressed like a Sunday School Teacher.” Simone indicated Clarissa’s far more conservative pale pink dress with its three-quarter length sleeves and white lace trim.

      “My dress is fine. Professional without being... desperate.”

      “Burn. My poor sensitive skin. Gonna have to ask those derm residents to kiss it and make it better.” Simone did have a pretty good sense of humor, though she usually stuck to business while in the hospital.

      “They’d probably prescribe you some silvadene cream and move on. I call on our new roomie to settle this. Which of us will be more attractive to the derm residents?”

      “She means who is more ‘fuckable,’ but Clarissa, being peds, won’t swear.”

      “I can swear. I just don’t. Much.”

      “Umm. You both look very nice in different ways. Any guy would be lucky to get one of your numbers,” Willow said.

      “Exactly,” Clarissa smirked at Simone. “Second year is a new leaf for life, love, and kicking butt in the hospital.”

      “This calls for a toast,” Simone was willing to play along. “What do we have?”

      “Water.” Clarissa said.

      “How do we have water? No wine?”

      “Even Cedarville College didn’t teach me how to do that trick.” Clarissa poured them three glasses of water. Her parents had wanted her to be a refined good girl, and since she’d skipped a grade, they sent her to one of the most conservative colleges in the country.

      Dry. Segregated by gender. Mandatory Bible study and chapel…

      They had a year of thirty-hour calls and eighty-hour work weeks ahead. There was nothing wrong with kicking off the year in style.

      “We’re like one Uber away from the open bar. Toast!” Clarissa smiled for all of them. “To the best year ever. We are going to rock MetroGen.”
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      Roan understood exactly why apps and messengers were the devil’s playground.

      He should have arrived twenty minutes early to start the meet and greet with the other attendings at the resident and fellow mixer downstairs in the Drury Hotel ballroom.

      Instead, like a junkie who needed another hit, he was rechecking his messages once again in his hotel room and would be at least fifteen minutes late.

      Call him an opportunist, but he’d found an online match, and he was conveniently already at a hotel. So, why the hell couldn’t he rent a room and make his fantasies a reality? Hopefully, he could get this out of his system. Who knew with his upcoming busy schedule when he’d have time again. Besides, once he scratched this itch, he was usually good. It was like getting a tetanus shot. No need to have one again for a few years.

      His phone rang, and there was Tank on the other line, following up on a text Roan had sent him.

      “Does, ‘see, I can do it on my own’ refer to you finding a warm, willing body or have you switched sides and this is an invite to a circle jerk?”

      “Thanks to you, I got A LOT of photos like that.”

      “What are friends for? Homoeroticism, sports, and dating chat. You’d do the same to me.”

      “Definitely not. I’d shove your jock in the freezer and run before you shot me.” Roan slipped on his cordovan wingtips.

      “Bet you wish you still carried a sidearm,” Tank said.

      “Not really. I’m way better at treating the gunshots than delivering them,” Roan rebutted. They’d met during one of his tours of Afghanistan, naturally in the infirmary.

      “Too true. Except sounds like tonight you’re gonna be packing heat. Who’s the lucky lady?”

      “You’re joking, right? I don’t know her name or what she looks like.”

      Roan re-arranged the items he’d bought for the occasion and the bottle of red wine with two glasses.

      “She could be a total donkey.”

      “So could I. Trust me, her headless silhouetted boob shot was fabulous.” Roan debated if he should move the stuff further back from the front door of the suite. A few of the items were rather colorful. He put the more interesting ones in a brown paper bag instead.

      “Are you gonna check out every chick’s chest until you find one that might be hers?”

      “No.”

      “Secret note. Morse code. It’ll take a really long time to tap out in dots and dashes ‘I AM HORNY.’”

      “We’re meeting at the first-floor bar. I told her what I’ll be wearing.”

      “Please be a thong?” Tank joked.

      “Navy suit, navy tie, and an anchor tie pin.” Roan put on the tie pin.

      “Wearing your Rolex?”

      “Like the Navy paid enough for me to buy a Rolex? This is why I cashed out for a civilian job. I will wear my academy ring. I left the Navy stuff in my profile.”

      “Attracts women, too, though might bring out the freaky. Is she wearing nothing but a smile?”

      “Pink dress.” Roan heavily edited her response. FancyFree had been a bit more descriptive in their flirty texts. Her plan was to wear a short pink slip dress, no makeup, and her best schoolgirl smile. Panties were optional.

      “I hope you go up to her, order a vodka martini, shaken not stirred, and say ‘Bond, James Bond.’”
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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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