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        Free-spirited, eccentric Willow Simpson is content with her life. She’s living her passion as the owner of The Dancing Crepe, Portland’s hottest food truck, has agreed to marry her life-long best friend, firefighter Tate Randall, and she loves showering attention on her finicky cat, Omelet. Things are perfect and she wouldn’t change a thing.

      

      

      
        
        Unfortunately, change is the name of the game for Willow. Tate is rushing to set a wedding date, and although she loves him, she’s in no hurry to take a trip down the aisle. In an attempt to ignore her pending nuptials, she puts her focus on expanding her business. Just when her life seems to be cooking at a comfortable simmer, the heat is increased and she must douse the flames before everything goes up in smoke.

      

      

      
        
        As new connections enter her life, unexpected chaos ensues. Will she be able to protect those she loves the most? Will she realize that everything she has ever wanted has been right in front of her all along? Love is twice the risk when you double the recipe!
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      This book is dedicated to all women everywhere. You are stronger than you know. It is also dedicated to my family, because no matter what I do, and no matter what I accomplish, you will always be my reason.
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      “Babe, your alarm has been going off for five minutes. Are you planning on getting up today?” Tate gently shook me awake.

      “I don’t want to get up yet. It’s still dark outside,” I groaned as I rubbed sleep from my eyes and then buried myself beneath the covers. To further demonstrate my distaste, I placed my pillow over my head.

      “It’s dark outside every morning at this time. You have to go to work. Your customers are hungry for crêpes.” Tate rubbed my shoulders as he chuckled softly at my whining. “You’re going to cause a riot in downtown Portland if you don’t show up and cook for your fans.”

      “I obviously did not choose my career path correctly. Why does five o’clock in the morning have to get here so soon? I’d like it a whole lot better if it happened later in the afternoon.” I moaned again, pulled my head out from under the pillow, and reluctantly rolled out of bed.

      Early mornings and alarm clocks were not my friends. If I had my preference, I would like to awaken naturally, around noon. One would think I would be used to the early morning routine after having done it for so many years. One would be sadly mistaken. Even though my occupation as a baker demanded it, the sad truth was that I would never be a morning person. It just wasn’t in my DNA.

      Omelet, my finicky, opinionated gray cat, was curled up in a ball at the bottom of the bed. Normally she slept on my chest, or sometimes on my face. Boundaries and personal space were nonexistent with her. She was the equivalent of a temperamental toddler most of the time, but I loved her more than life itself. Omelet was a spoiled princess, and she knew it. She ruled the roost in my house.

      She glared angrily at me, my movement disrupting her slumber. She sighed loudly, kneaded the space below her once again, turned her back to me, and covered her face with her paws. If cats were able to roll their eyes, I knew she would have been doing it. She hated mornings even more than I did, and she did not want to be disturbed before she was ready. Omelet was the best pet a girl could ask for, but she certainly knew how to hold a grudge. I would be working for days to get back on her good side after waking her up too soon.

      “Babe, I’ll be at work all night, so I won’t see you until tomorrow.” Tate grabbed my hand and pulled me close to him. “I didn’t want to leave without saying goodbye.”

      He winked at me with those gorgeous green eyes of his as he pulled me tightly into a bear hug. His hugs were at the top of my list of favorite things. Being wrapped up next to my favorite fireman gave me the same sensation as sinking into a warm bubble bath, or taking the first sip of my morning coffee. It was pure perfection, and I couldn’t seem to get enough of it. I couldn’t believe it had taken me so long to decide that I wanted to be with him, but commitment had never been my thing. I was still trying to figure it all out.

      “Don’t remind me about your insane work schedule. Or mine either, for that matter.” I sighed as I ran my fingers through his thick blond hair. “It’s all right, though. Omelet and I will just stay in and watch some Netflix. There’s a new documentary about how cats can read minds, not that I need convincing. I already know it’s true. Besides, Marcus said he might stop by after I get off work.”

      “Marcus? What does he want?” Tate’s jaw clenched, and I felt his body stiffen. He hugged me a little tighter. “Doesn’t he have a wife to go home to these days?”

      “You know very well that he has a wife. You and I both attended the wedding of the century, remember? Certainly you haven’t forgotten. I was Marcus’s best woman, and I looked adorable in my tuxedo-inspired gown.” I chuckled and rolled my eyes, thinking of the ostentatious wedding Cinnamon’s parents had organized when the happy couple was married last month.

      The event was completely over-the-top, sort of like a three-ring circus minus the lions, tigers, and bears. It was the exact opposite of the kind of wedding I would have if Tate ever managed to get me down the aisle. The jury was still out on whether or not that would happen, although he was trying very hard. The word “wife” brought to mind the string of disastrous marriages my father had when I was growing up. Each one had been worse than the last. His third and current wife, Elizabeth, was definitely not my favorite person in the world, although the two of us had reached a mutual agreement to go easy on one another for Dad’s sake.

      Marriage to Tate signified change, and I hated trying new things. I was perfectly happy just the way things were. Besides, we had only been “officially” dating for about nine months, and engaged for one. He was ready to marry me within the next five minutes, but I thought it was too soon to even consider something so drastic.

      “So… Marcus… why isn’t he at home, watching Netflix with his wife?” Tate tried his best to make the question sound casual, but he wasn’t fooling me. The idea of me hanging out with Marcus put him on edge.

      “Cinnamon and my lovely stepmother are away on their annual ‘best friends forever girls only’ shopping trip to London. They’ve probably spent at least a million dollars by now. They’ll be gone all week, so he’s lonely. You won’t be here anyway, so it’s no big deal, right?” I pulled away and looked questioningly at my fiancé.

      “Right… no big deal. I suppose not. Doesn’t he have someone else he can hang out with, though? Why does it always have to be you?” Tate’s handsome face twisted into a scowl.

      “Because he’s one of my closest friends, that’s why. You’re not still jealous of him, are you?” I put my hands on my hips and forced Tate to look at me.

      “Jealous? Me? Why would I possibly be jealous of a guy who you admitted you were attracted to just a few months ago? Don’t be silly.” The sarcasm practically dripped from his voice.

      Tate walked across the room and dug through his work bag. He pretended to look for something inside, but I knew it was just a ploy to avoid my penetrating glare. Any time the subject of Marcus Tucker came up, Tate all but shut down. I couldn’t really blame him. After all, I admitted to Tate before we were a couple that Marcus and I had experienced an insane attraction toward one another. We discovered quickly enough that it was nothing more than physical, though. Our hearts belonged to other people. But although Marcus and I had moved on, Tate couldn’t quite push past it.

      “Why are you still so prickly about Marcus? He’s married to Cinnamon, and I’m engaged to you. We are nothing more than friends. When are you going to get that through your thick skull?” I couldn’t believe we were still having the same old conversation. As much as I understood his feelings, they also irritated me.

      “Willow, I am not threatened by Marcus Tucker. I just don’t know why you can’t hang out with a friend who’s a little more… I don’t know… female.” Tate stuffed some boxer shorts into the duffel bag and zipped it shut.

      “Have you met me? You of all people should know that I don’t get along very well with other women. Why is this suddenly so surprising to you? You’ve been my best friend since we were six years old, and you’re a guy. Other than Suzanne, how many women have you ever known me to be friends with?” I shrugged and shook my head. It was all so obvious. I didn’t know why Tate couldn’t see it.

      “Think about it, Willow. We’re best friends who fell in love and are now engaged. Forgive me for not being a fan of you spending so much free time with your other male friend, the super cop.” Pain flashed across Tate’s face, and my heart melted a little bit. It wasn’t just jealousy. He really was still afraid of losing me to Marcus.

      I walked across the room, wrapped both of my arms around his neck, pulled his face down to mine, and pressed my lips to his. I channeled all the love I felt for him in this kiss. His familiar taste of lemons and peppermint caused my stomach to flip. I rubbed my hands up and down his arms, taking the kiss even deeper, wanting to keep the connection between us for as long as we could. I wished we could just stay inside my room all day instead of being productive adults.

      All too soon, our lips parted, and I placed my hands on each side of Tate’s face and forced him to look at me. “Tate Randall, you have nothing to worry about. I love you, and only you. I’ve agreed to be your wife. Marcus is married to Cinnamon, and the two of us are just friends. My future is with you.”

      “Here’s the thing. My heart knows all that, but my head gets in the way. I’m sorry.” Tate shook his head slowly. “Something about that guy just sets my teeth on edge. But I trust you. I do. I love you, babe.” Tate hugged me quickly and grabbed his bag. “Now I have to run or I’m going to be late. I’ll call you later on. Have a good day at work.”

      “Love you too,” I called to him as I heard the front door shut.

      Omelet yawned widely, stretched, and leaped off the bed. Apparently, she was ready to begin her day. I leaned down to pet her as she rubbed her furry body on my legs. “Morning, baby. Sorry about waking you up earlier. I’ll be more careful next time. Are you hungry?”

      She meowed in response and trotted into the kitchen. She knew the drill.

      I poured her favorite food into a bowl and mixed in some tuna. “I have so much to do today, Omelet. I’m completely swamped at work. As much as I don’t want to do it, I know the time has come. I need to hire a new employee. If I’m going to buy that delivery bike, someone’s going to have to ride it, and we both know it shouldn’t be me. The last time I tried to ride a bike, I crashed into a tree and fractured my collarbone.”

      Omelet stopped eating and shook her head at me. She knew very well that I was a world-class klutz.

      “How am I going to find someone I can trust?” I gave her a scratch behind the ear, and she cocked her head to the side skeptically. “Don’t judge me, Omelet. Obviously it’s something I need to work on. Trust doesn’t come easily to me, as you well know.”

      I glanced away from Omelet’s all-seeing eyes. She wasn’t very sympathetic. Personally, I thought she should be more understanding of my shortcomings. I was working hard at becoming a better person, but something like that didn’t happen overnight.

      I decided to change the subject. “You’re okay with staying home today, right? I think it’s best for me to focus on interviewing potential new employees. I can do that better if you’re not there to distract me.” She smiled at me in agreement and finished the remainder of her breakfast as I ran to the bathroom to take a shower.

      You’d better get a move on, Willow. It’s time to stop complaining and be a grown-up.
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      Thirty minutes later, I was ready to pretend that I was proficient at adulting. I’d thrown on my green polka dot peasant dress with my favorite yellow crocheted sweater. I hadn’t done much with my still-wet red curls. Slipping my feet into my Birkenstocks, I situated my floppy flowered hat on my head, blew a kiss to Omelet, and headed out into the dark streets of Portland, Oregon.

      The foggy, chilly June morning greeted me like an old friend. I soaked in the coolness, already dreading the warmer temperatures that would come once summer was in full swing. The sun and I did not get along, so I went into a sort of hibernation during the warm months, avoiding the ultraviolet rays as much as possible. Other than going to work, I basically became a hermit.

      I had yet to discover what other people liked about summer. It was hot, sticky, and generally gross in my opinion. It didn’t help that I broke out in a rash if the sun touched my skin. I might have enjoyed it more if not for that fun little fact. That’s why I reveled in these dark, chilly mornings.

      I ducked into the Simpson Coffee near my apartment and spotted my friend and favorite barista, Suzanne. Normally her hair was a dark green hue, but that morning it was a lovely shade of electric blue, and it suited her perfectly. Her eyebrow was pierced, and she had too many earrings to count. Her kilt and combat boots only added to her “I’m so much cooler than you are” vibe.

      “Morning, Willow,” she greeted me.

      “Morning, Suzanne. I need a caffeine infusion, stat. Please make it strong,” I requested as I dropped my bag on top of my favorite table and sat down.

      “One butterscotch latte with extra butterscotch and an extra shot coming right up.” She smiled in response, already hard at work on my drink. “Where’s my little buddy, Omelet?”

      “She’s at home. I have a full day ahead of me, so I thought she should just stay put. Besides, she can be way too opinionated sometimes, and I don’t need her judgmental ways today.” I sighed heavily, wishing I could delay the inevitable task of hiring an employee.

      I’d never had anyone work for me before, and I couldn’t imagine myself as someone else’s boss. I was barely responsible enough to handle myself. The thought of interviews and meeting new people made me want to run for the hills. Unfortunately, since I was the boss, I couldn’t do that. I was going to have to suck it up and be an adult.

      “I hope everything’s okay at the Dancing Crêpe.” Suzanne handed me the latte and casually leaned against my table to chat.

      “Yeah, things are great. That’s the problem, actually. Business has doubled in the last couple of months, and I can’t keep up by myself anymore. I’m also hoping to buy a delivery bike, and that means I need to hire an employee.” I took a sip of the butterscotch latte and closed my eyes in appreciation as the hot, sweet liquid slid down my throat.

      “You won’t have any trouble finding an employee. The Dancing Crêpe is one of the hottest food spots in town. You’ll probably have people knocking down your door wanting to work there,” Suzanne encouraged.

      “For real? Do you think so?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My food truck is considered a Portland food hotspot?

      “Yeah, I know so. I hear people talking about it all the time. How do you plan to advertise for the position?”

      “I thought I would just put a sign in the window today and see what happens. Or better yet, maybe you want a job? You’re my friend. You should come and learn to make crêpes.” I wasn’t trying to steal Dad’s employee, but if I could get Suzanne to work for me, I was going to jump on it.

      “I love you, Willow, but I’ve worked for your dad for years. He provides insurance and tuition reimbursement. Can you compete with that?” The twinkle in Suzanne’s eyes told me that she knew my compensation package couldn’t even come close to Dad’s.

      “No, you know I can’t. But I had to try.” I took another sip of my drink. “I’m really dreading the thought of someone working for me.”

      “That’s because you don’t trust people, and you’re a control freak.” Suzanne shrugged and returned to her spot behind the counter. “Of course, I mean that in the nicest way.”

      I giggled at her because she was right. She knew me pretty well. “If you weren’t my friend, I might be offended by that.”

      “If you weren’t my friend, I never would have said it to you.” She busied herself by wiping off the counter and the espresso machine.

      “Do you have any advice for me? What kind of person should I hire? I need help.” I was hoping Suzanne might be able to tell me what to do. I certainly had no idea.

      “My advice to you is to hire a guy who is a creative, artistic type. Whoever you hire is going to be stuck in a small space with you day after day, and if it’s another woman, you might just kill her. You know as well as I do that you don’t get along with many women. Stick to what you know. You’ll be more compatible with a man. That’s just my two cents’ worth,” she offered.

      “You’re probably right. I do get along better with men. I was just trying to explain that to Tate this morning, as a matter of fact. He thinks I should branch out a little and find more female friends. You’re pretty much my only one.” I grabbed my latte, threw my purse over my shoulder, and stood to leave.

      “You and I get along because we’re the same. Generally speaking, we don’t like the drama of other women, and we both understand that. Tate is only worried because he loves you so much, and he doesn’t want to lose you to another one of your guy friends. Cut him some slack.” Suzanne winked at me.

      “Why does it all have to be so complicated? Adulting is hard.” I rolled my eyes at her, waved goodbye, and stepped back outside.

      I hopped on the MAX and got off at the stop nearest the Dancing Crêpe. Glancing at my phone, I saw I still had an hour before opening time. I unlocked the door of my food truck, flipped on the lights, and began my regimented opening routine.

      I wiped down the counters before mixing up the batter for the next day’s crêpes, turned on the griddle, and made an inventory list. It was a big day. Not only was I starting the hunt for a new employee, but I was debuting a new crêpe on my menu. I hoped it would be a hit.

      My newest creation, the Hunka Hunka Burnin’ Love, was close to my heart. I’d worked hard to get it just right, and I’d finally figured out the perfect recipe. I had named it in honor of Tate, my fireman. It was my own sweet version of a crêpe Suzette, and as such, was flambéed. It seemed to me that a crêpe named after a fireman deserved to be set on fire.

      Taking a deep breath, I grabbed a piece of poster board and wrote Help Wanted in curly, fancy lettering with brightly colored markers. I drew a couple of hearts and flowers on the sides to dress it up a bit, then taped it into the window of the food truck.

      Flipping on the flashing Open sign, I told myself that I was ready to handle whatever came my way. I’d come this far by sheer will and perseverance, and nothing, not even the prospect of hiring a new employee, was going to stop me now.
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      “Do you want popcorn?” I presented the question to Marcus, who was lounging on my couch with his bare feet on my coffee table.

      “Popcorn is fine, but do you have anything else? I’m really hungry. I didn’t eat dinner tonight.” He grinned at me, his chocolate-brown eyes twinkling mischievously.

      “Of course you didn’t eat dinner, because you knew you could come over here and I would feed you, like always.” I rolled my eyes at him and rummaged through the refrigerator. Grabbing some smoked gouda, I put a pot of water on the stove to boil. “I’ll make smoked gouda mac and cheese. How does that sound?”

      “With pancetta crumbled on top like you usually do? Pretty please?” Marcus begged and batted his mile-long eyelashes at me.

      “You know that’s how I always make it for you, so don’t whine,” I scolded.

      “You’re the best, Willow.” Marcus jumped up from the couch and joined me in the kitchen, where he planted a quick, friendly kiss on the top of my head. “How can I help you?”

      “By getting out of my kitchen. You know I don’t like to be bothered when I cook.” I patted him playfully on the cheek and steered him back toward the living room.

      “Fine, I’ll go sit down like a good boy,” he replied as he flopped back on the couch. “How was work today?”

      “Busy, which is a great thing, I suppose. Did I tell you that I put a Help Wanted sign in the window today?”

      “No, you didn’t. That’s a big step for you. How do you feel about being someone else’s boss?” Marcus flipped through the channels on the television as he spoke.

      “I feel just peachy about it.”

      “Hmmm, I’m sensing some of the usual Willow sarcasm that I know and love. What do you have against hiring an employee, anyway?”

      “Seriously? Can you honestly picture me as anyone’s boss?” I turned away from the stove and glared at Marcus.

      “Well now, let me ponder that for a second.” Marcus tilted his head to the side and pretended to think. “Nope, come to think of it, I’ve never had a boss who was as cute as you.” He grinned widely.

      “Shut up.” I stuck my tongue out at him.

      “Personally, I think you’d make a pretty cool boss. You’re laid-back, you’re open-minded, and you’re fair. If I ever decided not to be a cop, I would come work for you in a second. Plus, like I said a minute ago, you’re way easy on the eyes.”

      “What would your wife think if she heard you say that?” I smirked at him, knowing very well what she would think.

      “She wouldn’t be surprised at all. Cinnamon knows I think you’re a little hottie, and she’s fine with it,” Marcus chuckled.

      “Somehow I don’t believe that’s true. She would rip my hair from my head if she heard those words come out of your mouth. It’s a good thing she’s thousands of miles away in London right now.” I giggled, thinking of how jealous my long-time enemy would be to hear her husband call me a “hottie.” Like Tate, Cinnamon wasn’t a huge fan of the fact that Marcus and I were such good friends.

      “You’re probably right. Although to be fair, she hated you long before you and I ever knew each other,” he reasoned.

      “That’s true. Her hatred of me goes all the way back to elementary school. Although, I do have to say that we’ve reached an unspoken agreement since the two of you got together. We try to keep our feelings buried a bit for your sake.” I turned off the stove and drained the pasta.

      “I appreciate it. Although, that was one of the conditions when we got married. She had to be nice to you.” Marcus scrolled through Netflix, trying to settle on something for us to watch.

      I stopped what I was doing and turned to my friend. “You said that to her? You told her that you wouldn’t marry her unless she could be nice to me?”

      “I absolutely told her that. You’re the best friend I’ve ever had, Willow, and I made it very clear to her that you were always going to be a huge part of my life.” Marcus dropped the remote control on the couch and came back into the kitchen. “Are you surprised to hear that or something?”

      “Yeah, I guess I am.” I was actually more than a little surprised to hear that Cinnamon’s attitude toward me was a deal breaker for Marcus marrying her.

      “Why is that so shocking? You have to know by now how important you are to me. You were the best woman at my wedding, for goodness’ sake,” Marcus reminded me.

      “Yeah, I guess I was. Thanks, Marcus,” I said quietly, suddenly overcome by my own emotions.

      “Thanks for what?” He placed one hand on my shoulder and tilted my head up to look at him with the other.

      “Thanks for being my friend. Other than Tate, I’ve never been very important in anyone else’s life, including my father’s. I guess it makes me just a little bit emotional to hear that you feel that way about me.” I swallowed hard and cleared my throat, trying to get my crazy feelings under control. Obviously, I was in love with Tate, but being close to Marcus always sent my pulse racing. I reminded myself that it was a physical response, nothing more.

      “Well, you’re very important in my life.” Marcus smiled sweetly at me.

      Breaking eye contact, I turned back to the stove to finish our meal. “This is almost ready. Go have a seat and I’ll bring it to you.”

      After mixing in the ingredients, the pasta was ready to be served. The savory aroma wafted into my nostrils, and my mouth salivated in response. I sure do know how to cook. Dishing up two heaping plates full of food, I carried them into the living room, handed one to Marcus, and then settled on the couch next to him with my own. I shoveled an obscenely large spoonful into my mouth and sighed contentedly.

      “This is amazing,” Marcus mumbled with his mouth full. “I wish Cinnamon could cook like this. Heck, I wish Cinnamon could cook at all.”

      “Don’t you guys have a personal chef?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

      “Of course we do. We also have a maid, a gardener, a pool boy, a few bodyguards, and a butler. I was told that they came with the mansion that Cinnamon’s parents bought us as a wedding present,” Marcus answered with a smirk.

      “Then why don’t you ask your personal chef to cook something for you? I’m pretty sure he or she could whip up some mac and cheese,” I countered playfully.

      “I gave all the staff the week off. I’m not used to ordering people around, and I don’t like that my house is always filled with strangers. As soon as Cinnamon left for London, I told them to do whatever they wanted for a week. When she comes home, she can tell them to come back to work.” He shrugged.

      I nodded in understanding. “I know what you mean. I grew up surrounded by staff at Dad’s house, so I never really thought much about it until I lived on my own. Now I can say without a doubt that it would drive me crazy to always have people around, messing in my business. It sounds to me like you’re having a hard time adjusting to the lifestyles of the rich and famous. The high life isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, huh?”

      “It’s been an adjustment, for sure. I mean, I’m used to living in a one-bedroom apartment, and now I live in a house that’s so big I practically need GPS and a Maps app to find my way around. Don’t get me wrong, it was really generous of Cinnamon’s parents to buy us the house. I’m not complaining.”

      “I know you’re not complaining. But let’s be honest, it wasn’t generosity that made her parents buy you two a house. It was their pride and their daughter’s spoiled nature. Can you imagine Cinnamon living in your little apartment? Making her own meals? Cleaning her own messes? I know I can’t.” I wasn’t trying to belittle her, but I knew Cinnamon just as well as Marcus did, if not better. She had never taken care of herself, and she wouldn’t have survived ten minutes without staff to see to her needs.

      “She is a spoiled princess. I’ll be the first to admit it. The truth is I knew what I was getting into when I made her my wife, and I love her anyway. And it’s not exactly a hardship to live in a mansion and have people waiting on me hand and foot. But it is nice to just hang out here at your place and be myself for a while. So thanks.” Marcus continued eating his pasta.

      “You know you’re welcome here any time.” I actually felt a bit sorry for Marcus. I knew how much he loved Cinnamon, but they were two very different people from two vastly disparate backgrounds. They were going to have to work extra hard to make their marriage last.

      “So tell me about work. Did you have any responses to your Help Wanted sign today?” Marcus finished his pasta and set the plate on the coffee table.

      “I had some inquiries, but nothing serious. A few people said they were going to tell their friends that I was hiring,” I said between bites of mac and cheese.

      “I think it’s great that you’re so busy you need to hire an employee. Are you still hoping to buy a delivery bike?”

      “That’s the plan, as soon as I find the right person to work for me. I’m hoping that whoever I hire can work a couple of shifts in the food truck and also be the main delivery person. We both know I shouldn’t be the one riding the delivery bike. That’s just a disaster waiting to happen.”

      Marcus leaned back on the couch and laced his fingers together behind his head. Omelet rose from her cat bed across the room, jumped onto the couch, and curled up next to him. She really thought Marcus was the best thing since sliced bread. She wasn’t wrong. “Yeah, you might be my best friend, but you’re a total klutz. You have no business riding a bike through Portland.”
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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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